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WILLIAM 


Duke of Devonſhire, Marqui ſi of Hartington, 
Earl of Devonſhire, Baron Cavendiſh of . 
Hardwick, Lord Lieutenant and Cuſtos Ro- 
tulorum of the County of Derby, One of the 

Lords of Her Majeſty's moſt Honourable Privy 
Council, and Knight of the moſt Noble Order 
F the Garter. 


Mo the many Ex- 
= WW cetlent Pieces which 
== Your GRACE with ſo 
much Juſtice Eſteems, be pleafed 

A -; 
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DEDICATION. 


to Pardon me; that I deftre a Place $ 
for the Works of Beaumont and 

Hlicher; Men as Remarkable | 
far their F riend{hip to each o- 
ther, as for the Writings with 
which they have Obliged the 
World. 


* 
k. # 
9 % 3. 


Your Grace will, I hope, have 

| ſome Entertainment in the Ac- 
count that 1s given of their Per- 
ſons and Circumſtances, which 
were conſiderable enough to furs! 
nith proper Amuſements, for 
Men of Your Grace's High 
Character and Elegant Judgment. 


I | 


on” od nt e dd 


DEDICATION 


I flatter my ſelf that in many 
of the Incidents of the Plays, 


You will find what may not be 
diſagreable to that Equal Tem- 


per, which reliſhes the Spirit of 
Mirth, without the Noiſe of it; 
and in other Parts Vou will ob- 
ſerve, what will fall in with that 


ſincere and inward Superiority of 


Mind, which can enjoy the Senſe 
of Grandeur without the Oſten- 
tation of it. 


It will, My Loxp, be the 


higheſt Satisfaction to me, if You 


approve of Publiſhing theſe Au- 


thors 


— 


DEDICATION. 


| thors in the fame Portable Vo- 
luume, as Shakeſpear has ſo ſuc- 


ceſsfully appeared in; and I: beg 
Your GRAcE will pleaſe to 


let me Honour my ſelf with the 
Character of, 


- s oo na —— 
- 


My LORD, 
Tow GRACE'S 
Moſt Obliged, and 


oſt Obedient Servant. 


Per 


GIVIN G — 


Some AccouNT of the AUTHORS 
and their Writings. 


2 Naucis Beaumont, Eſq; was de- 
ſcended from the Ancient Family 
Wl of that Name, at Gracedieu in 
Eel Leiceſterſhire, and Brother to 
Sir 55 Beaumont, Knight of the ſame Place; 
his Grandfather was John Beaumont, Maſter 
of the Rolls; and his Father Francis Beau- 
mont, Judge of the Common Pleas, who mar- 
ried Anne Daughter of George Pierrepont of 
Home-Pierrepont, Nottinghamſhire. He was 
Educated at Cambridge, and after at the Inner- 
Temple. He died before he was 3o Years of 
Age, and was buried the ↄth of March 1615, 
at the Entrance into St. Benedic's Chappel in 
Weſtminſter Abby. He left one Daughter be- 
hind him; Mrs. Frances Beaumont, who died 
A 3 in 


a 4 „ 
Ula. % 


LILA 


5 E 


= 
— 5 

=\' 
_— 
== 

— TJ 


[ vi PREFACE. p 
in Leiceſterſpire ſince the Year 1700: She had 
been poſſeſſed of ſeveral Poems of her Fa- 
ther's Writing, but they were loſt at Sea 
coming from Ireland, where ſhe had ſome- 
time lived in the Duke of Ormond's Family. 
There was publiſh'd, after our Author's Death, 
a ſmall Book containing ſeveral Poems un- 
der his Name, and among them the Story of 
| Salmocis from the Metamorphoſes of Ovid; 
and a Tranſlation of the Remedy off Love, from 
the fame Author. The Poem of Bo/worth 
Field, which has been univerſally eſteem'd, 
f was written by his Brother John Beaumont. 
| John Fletcher, Eſq; (Son of Dr. Richard 
Fletcher, who was created by Queen Eli- 
zabeth Biſhop of Briſtol, and after removed 
to Worceſter, and from thence, in the Year 1593, 
to London,) was Educated at Cambridge, 
| and probably at Benner College, to which his 
| Father was by his Will a Benefactor. He died 
of the Plague in the firſt Year of the Reign 
of King Charles the Firſt, and was buried in 
St. Mary Overy's Church in Southwark, Auguſt 
the 19th, 1625, in the 49th Year of his Age. 
| Several of their Plays were Printed in 
|  Quarto while the Authors were living; and 
| in the Year 1645, (twenty Years after the 
| Death of Hercher, and thirty after that of 
I Beaumont) there was Publiſh'd in Folio a 
| Col- 
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Collection of ſuch of their Plays as had not 
before been Printed, amounting to between 
thirty and forty. At the beginning of this 
Volume are incerted a great many Commen- 
datory Verſes, written in Praiſe of the Au- 
thors by Perſons of their Acquamanee, afil 
the moſt Eminent of that Age for Wit and 
Quality. This Collection was Publiſhed by 
Mr. Shirley after the ſhutting up of the 
Theaters, and Dedicated to the Earl of Pen- 
broke by ten of the moſt famous Actors, who 
profeſs to have taken great Care in the Editi- 
on; they lament their not being able to pro- 
cure any Picture of Mr. Beaumont, from which 
to take his Effigies, as they had done that of 
Mr. Fletcher : But, through the favour of the 


preſent Earl of Dorſer, that is now ſupply- 


ed, the Head of Mr. Beaumont, and that of 


Mr. Fletcher, being taken from Originals in the 


noble Collection his Lordſhip has at Knowles. 

In the Year 1679, there was an Edition in 
Folio of all their Plays Publiſh'd, contain- 
ing thoſe formerly Printed in Quarto, andthoſe 
in the before-mention'd Folio Edition. Se- 
veral of the Commendatory Verſes are left 
out before that Impreſſion ; but many of them 
relating to Particulars of the Authors, or their 
Plays, they are all prefix'd to this, and a large 
2 of part of the laſt Act of The Tragedy 
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-of Thierry and Theodoret, is fupply'd in 

his. 

8 The frequent and great Audiences that ſe- Þ 

veral of their Plays continue to bring, ſuffici- 

ently declares the Value this Age has for them 

is equal to eliat of the former; and three ſuch 

| © excraordinary Writers as Mr. Waller, the Duke 
of Buckingham, , and Jol late Earl of No- 
che ſter, ſelecting each of them one of their 

) Plays to alter for the Stage, adds not a little to 

5 their Reputation. | 

The Maids Tragedy was very frequently Act- 

j ed after the Reſtoration, and with the great- 

eſt Applauſe; Mr. Hart playing Amintor, Ma- 
jor Mohun, Melantins, and Mrs. Marſhal, 
Evadnue, equal to any other Parts for which 
they were deſervedly famous. But the latter 

| ending of that Play, where the King was kill'd, 

| making it upon ſome particular occaſion not 

thought proper to be farther repreſented, it 
was by private Order from the Court ſilenc'd. 
This was the Reaſon Mr. Waller undertook 
the altering the latter part of that Play, as 
it is now printed in the laſt Edition of his 
Works. Upon which Alteration, this fol- b 

| lowing Remark was made by an nn _ 

: Hand. 

It is not tobe doubted who ſat Fey the two Bros 

thers Characters. *Twas agreeable to Mr, Wal- 

, N ler's 
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ler's Temper to ſoften the rigour of the Tra- 


gedy, as he expreſſes it; but whether it be agree- 

able to the Nature of Tragedy it ſelf, to make 
every thing come off ea fo, ily, I leave to the * 
Tic hs. 


The Duke of Buckingham, . fo Celebrated 
for Writing the Rehearſal, made the two laſt 
Acts of the Chances almoſt New. Mr. Hart 
play'd the Part of Don Fohn to the higheſt 
Satisfaction of the Audience; the Play had a 
great run, and ever ſince has been follow'd as 
one of the beſt Entertainments of the Stage 


His Grace, after that, beftow'd ſome time in 


altering another Play of our Authors, called 
Philaſter, or Love lies a Bleeding ; Ne made 
very conſiderable Alterations in it, and took 
it with him, intending to finiſh it the laſt Jour- 
ney he made to 7orkfhire in the Year 1686. 
J cannot learn what is become of the Play 
with his Grace's/Alterations, but am very well 
inform'd it was ſince the Revolution in the 
Hands of Mr. Nev! Payn, who was Impriſon a 
at Edinburgh in the Year 1689. 
The Alterations in Yalentinian, by the Earl 
of Rachefter, amount to about a third Part of 


the whole; but his Lordſhip died before he 


had done all he intended to it. It was Acted 
with very great Applauſe, Mr. Goodman play- 
ing 7 alain, Mr. Batterton, Acins, and 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Barry, Lucina. My Lord died in the 
Year 1680, and the Play was acted in the 
Year 1684; and the fame Vear publiſh'd by 
Mr. Robert Wolſly, with a Preface, giving 
a large Account of my Lord, and his Writ- 
ings. This Play, with the Alterations, is Printed 
at the end of his Lordſhip's Poems in Octavo. 
Mr. Dryden, in his Eſſay of Dramatic Poe- 
try, Page 17, (in the firſt Volume of the Folio 
Edition of his Works) in a Compariſon of the 
French and Engliſh Comedy, ſays, As for 
Comedy, Repartee is one of its chiefeſt 
© Graces. The greateſt Pleaſure of an Audi- 
< ence is a Chaſe of Wit kept up on both 
« fides, and ſwiftly manag'd: And this our 
« Fore-fathers (if not we) have had in Her- 
© cher's Plays, to a much higher Degree of Per- 
« fection than the French Poets can arrive at. 
And in the ſame Eflay, Page 19, he fays, 
* Beaumont and Fletcher had, with the 
Advantage of Shakeſpear's Wit, which was 
their Precedent, great Natural Gifts, im- 
prov'd by Study. Beaumont eſpecially being 
« ſo accurate a Judge of Plays, that Ben Fohn- 
on, While he liv'd, ſubmitted all his Writ- 
« ings to his Cenſure, and 'tis thought us'd 
this Judgment in correcting, if not contriving 
« all his Plots. What Value he had for him 
« appears by the Verſes he wrote to —_ 
| 4 an 
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and therefore I need ſpeak no farther of it. 
The firſt Play that brought Fletcher and 
him in eſteem, was Philaſter ; for before 
« that, they had written two - or three very 
« unſucceſsfully; as the like is reported of Ben 
« Johnſon, before he writ Every Man in hir 
Humour: Their Plots were generally more 
regular than Shakefpear's, eſpecially thoſe 
© that were made before Beaumonts Death: 
© And they Underſtood and. Imitated the 
< Converſation of Gentlemen much better; 
* whoſe wild Debaucheries, and quickneſs of Wit 
in Repartees, no Poet can ever Paint as they 
© have done. Humour, which Ben Johnſon 
« deriv'd from particular Perſons, they made 
© it not their Buſineſs to deſcribe ; they re- 
«. preſented all the Paſſions very lively, but a- 
* boveall Love. I am apt to believe the Eng- 
«© /iſþ Language in them arrived to its higheſt 
Perfection; what Words have ſince been 
© taken in, are rather Superfluous than Ne- 
« ceflary. Their Plays are now the moſt plea- 
© ſant and frequent Entertainments of the 
Stage, two of theirs being Acted through 
the Year, for one of Shakeſþear's or Fohn- 
« /on's ; the Reaſon is, becauſe there is a cer- 
© tai Gaiety in their Comedies, and Pathos 
in their more ferious Plays, which ſuits ge- 

; "Hy with all Mens Humour. Shakeſpear”s 
| Lan- 


A; 
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Language is likewiſe a little Obſolete, and 


# 


gen John ſon's Wit comes ſhort of theirs. 


_ 'This Eflay of Mr. Dryden's was written in 
the Year 1666. n 

In the Vear 1677, Mr. Rymer (now Hiſto- 
riographer Royal) publiſn'd The Tragedies of 


the laſt Age conſider d, in à Letter to Fleet- 


wood Shepherd, EVH; In this Treatiſe he Cri- 
ticiſes upon Rollo Duke of Normandy, The 
Maids Tragedy, and The King and no King; all 
three written by our Authors, and the'moſt 
taking Plays then Acted. He has there en- 
deavour'd to the utmoſt the expoſing their Fail- 
ings, without taking the leaſt Notice of their 
Beauties; Mr. Rymer ſent one of his Books 
as a Preſent to Mr. Dryden, who on the Blank 
Leaves, before the Beginning, and after the' 
End of the Book, made ſeveral Remarks, as 
if he deſign'd an Anſwer to Mr. Rymer's Re- 
flections; they are of Mr. Dryden's own Hand 
Writing, and may be ſeen at the Publiſher's of 
this Book; *tis to be wiſh'd he had put his laſt 
Hand to 'em, and made the Connection clo- 
ſer, but juſt as he left them be pleas'd to take 
them here verbatim inſerted. 

He who undertakes to Anſwer this Ex- 
« cellent Critick of Mr. Rymer, in behalf of 
© our Engliſh Poets againſt the Greek, ought to 


do it in this manner. 
Either 
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PREFACE: 
TY 7 Either by yielding to him the greateſt part 
of what he contends for, which conſiſts in 
this, that the e (i. e.) the Deſign 
and Conduct of it is more conducing 1 
in the Greeks, to thoſe Ends of Tragedy q 
c Which Ariſtotle and he propoſe, namely, 
of |: to cauſe Terror and Pity; yet the granting 
c this does not ſet the Greeks above the 7 1 


N — enced; — 


4 liſp Poets. wo 
I But the Anſwerer onghd; to prove two 
| things; Firſt, That the Fable is not the | 


« greateſt Maſter-Piece of a Tragedy, W 
zit be the Foundation of it. 
Secondly, That other Ends, as ſitablags. 
I the Nature of Tragedy, may be found in 4. 
> |< the Eugliſb, which were not in the Greet. 1 
* Ariſtotle places the Fable firſt; not 3 _— 

« dignitatem, ſed quoad fundamentum-; for a 
le never ſo Movingly contriv'd, to thoſe. 
ad of his, Pity and Terror, will operate 
d. nothing on our Affections, except the Cha- 
f | « racers, Manners,” Thoughts and Words: are 17 
ſt * ſuitable. | | 
- | = that it remains for Mr. P Ne to pn 
e „That in all thoſe, or the greateſt part 6f « 

them, we are inferior to Sophocles and Eu- 
R * repides* And this he has offer'd at in ſome 2 
f | © meaſure, but, ak. a little e to b. 3 
0 L * Ancients. a bs "oe 4 5 fin. 
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os, PREFACE. 
To make a true Judgment in this Com 


* + petition, between the Greet Poets and che 


© Engliſh in Tragedy, Conſider, 

I. How Axriſtotle has detin'd a Tragedy. 

« If. What he aſſigns the End of it to be. 

£ IT. What he thinks the Beauties of it. 
IV. The Means to attain the End pro- 
© pos'd. Compare the Greet and Eugliſh Tra- 
« gick Poets juſtly and without aa ac- 
« cording to thoſe Rules. 

Then, Secondly, conſider, whether Avi- 
« ftotle has made a juft Definition of Tra- 
« gedy, of its Parts, of its Ends, of its 
Beauties; and whether he having not ſeen 
any others but thoſe of Sophoclec, Eury- 
© pides, &c. had or truly could determine 
what all the Excellencies of Tragedy are, 
and wherein they conſiſt. 
Next ſhow in what ancient Tragedy 
« deficient ; for Example, in the narrowneſs 
6 of its Plots, and fewneſs of Perſons, and try 
£ whether that be not a Fault in the Greet 
Poets; and whether their Excellency was fo 
F great, when the Variety was viſibly ſo little; 
or whether what they did was not very eaſie 


© to do. 


© Then make a Judgment on what the Eng- 


© liſh hive added to their Beauties: as for 


* Example, not only more Plot, but alſo new 
Paſſions 


G 


© Paſſions; as namely, that of Love, fcarce 
© touch'd on by the Ancients, except in this 
one Example of Phedra, cited by Mr. Ry- 
mmer, and in that how ſhort they were of 
& Eletcher. 
« Prove alfa that Love, being an Heroique 
« Paſlion, is fit for Tragedy, which cannot be 
« deny'd; becauſe of the Example alledged of 
© Phedra And how far Shakeſpear has out- 
done them in Friendſhip, Gc. 
. © To return to the beginning of this . 
© ry, confider if Pity and Terror be enough 
for Tragedy to move, and I believe upon a 
true definition of Tragedy, it will be found 
© that its Work extends farther, and that it is 


© to reform Manners by delightful Repreſen- 


tation of Human Life in great Perfons, by 
© way of Dialogue. If this be true, then not 
© only Pity aud Terror are to be mov'd as the 


only Means to bring us to Virtue, but gene- 


© rally Love to Virtue, and Hatred to Vice, 
by ſhewing the Rewards of ane, and Pu- 
© niſhments of the other; at leaſt by rendring 
© Virtue always amiable, though it be ſhown 
« unfortunate; and Vice deteſtable, tho? it be 


fſhown Triumphant. 


If then the Encouragement of Virtue, 
and Diſcouragement of Vice, be the proper 
* End'of Poetry in Tragedy: Pity and Terror, 

tho 
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« tho? good Means, are not the only: For: all 
the Paſſions in their turns are to be ſet in a 
Ferment; as Joy, Anger, Love, Fear, are 
to be uſed as the Poets common Places; and 
c a general Concernment for the principal 


Actors is to be rais d, by making them ap- 
« pear ſuch in their Characters, their Words 


and Actions, as will Intereſt the Audience in 


2 . 


© their Fortunes. 
And if after all, in a large Senſe; pity c com- 


4 prehends this Concernment for the Good, 


and Terror includes Deteſtation for the Bad; 
then let us conſider whether the Exgliſb have 
not anſwer'd this End of Tragedy, as wer. 


© as the Ancients, or perhaps better. 
And here Mr. Rymer's Objections againſt 


© theſe Plays are to be impartially weigh'd; 


that we may ſee whether they are of weight 
enough to turn the Ballance againffour — ˖ 


a 


* try-men. 
Tis evident thoſe Plays hich he arraigns 


have mov'd both thoſe Paſſici in a high 


© Degree upon the Stage. 

« To give the Glory of this away From: the 
Poet, and to place it err the Actors, ſeems 
unjuſt. 

One Reaſon is, becauſe whatever Actors 
they have found, the Event has been the lame; 


chat is, the lame Paſſions have been d 
2 mov'd; 


R 


* 


- 
c 
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. ſelves, conducing to the Deſign o 


N A HAC E.. XVII 
may'd ? which hows,. hat there 18 ſome. 
thing of F orce and Merit in the Pla 7 them- 

Raiſing 

« thoſe two Paſſions: Apd ſuppoſe them ever 
to have been excellently. acted, yet Action 
only, adds; Grace, Vigour, and mere Life 
« upon the Stage, but cannot giye it wholly 
where it ß not firſt. But Secondiy, I dare 


appeal to thoſe who. have never ſeen, them 


« acted, if they have not found thoſe two Paffl- 
ons mov'd within them; and if the, general 
Voice will carry it, Mr. teymer's, ASE 

will take off his fingle Tellimony., 4. 

This being matter of Fact, is ee 

« to be Eſtabliſhed by this Appeal: As if one 

Man ſay tis Night, when the reſt of the 

: World conclude it to be Day, there needs 

e AH further n againſt bm. that it is 

; > enotlts} ? 
If he hen hes the. — Take is de- 
prawd 2 his Arguments to prove this, can 

at heſt but evince, that our Poets topk not 

* the beſt way to raiſe thoſe Paſſions; but 

Experience proves againſt him, that thoſe 

Means which they have us d, have been ſuc- 

* ceſsful, and have praducid them. 

And one Reaſon of that Succeſs i is / in my 


51. Opinion, this, that Shakeſpear and Fletcher 


have written to the Genius of the Age and 
a Nation 


—— —ä— — 
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Nation in which they liv'd: For tho Nature, 
as he objects, is the ſame in all Places, and 
Reaſon too the ſame; yet the Climate, the 
Age, the Diſpoſitions of the People to whom 
* a Poet writes, may be ſo different, that what 

- © pleagd the Greeks, would not fatisfie an Eng- 
c yo Audience. | 

6 And if they proceeded upon a Foundation 

| © of truerReaſon to pleaſe the Athenian}, than 

j | © Shakeſpear and'Fletcher to pleaſe the Englib,}] 

| 

| 


« it only ſhows that the Athenians were a more 
« judicious People: But the Poet's bulineſs 1 is 
ö « certainly to pleaſe the Audience. 
i Whether our Engliſh Audience have beer 
f © pleas'd hitherto with Acorns, as he calls it 
© or with Bread, is the next Queſtion; tat is 
N whether the Means which Hateſpear anc 
ll « Fletcher have us d in their Plays toratfe thoſe 


„ „ VM oo = . . 


* Paſſions before- named, be better applied te 
b the ends by the Greek Poets than by them 
F and perhaps we ſhall not grant him this whol 
ly. Let it be yielded that a Writer is not” tc 
: 


4 © run down with the Stream, or to pleaſe 
T3 the People by their own uſual Methods, bu 
rather to reform their Judgments: It {till re 
* mains to prove that our Theater needs tl 
bo © total Reformation. 
' © The Faults which he has found in their De 
| © c * ſigns, are rather wittily aggravated in man 
[1 place 


LS 
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ure, 


8 places, than reaſonably urg d; and as much 


chel may be return'd on the Greeks, by one who 
hom! wehe as witty as himſelf. 
vhat ! Secondly, They deſtroy not, if — are 
Eng- granted, the Foundation of the Fabrick, only 

F take away from the Beauty of the Symmetry: 
tion For Example: The faults in the Character of 
chan the King and no Kang, are not, as he makes 
1, them, ſuch as render him deteſtable; but on- 
norel hy Imperfections which accompany human Na- 
>fc i ture, and for the moſt part excus'd by the 
' Violence of his Love; ſo that they deſtroy 
been not our Pity or Concernment for him. This 
Is itl Anſwer may be applied to moſt of his Ob 
at is jections of that kind. | yi 
and And Rollo committing many Minden eden 
thoſc he is anſwerable but for one, is too ſeverely 
ed te 
1em 
vhol 
Ot” tc 
leaſe 
„ bu 
ll re 
3 thi 


and Deteſtation of the Criminal: And Poe- 
« tique Juſtice is not neglected neither, for we 
« ſtab him in our Minds for every Offence 
* which he commits ; and the point which the 
Poet is to gain upon the Audience,» is not ſo 
much in the Death of an Offender, | as the 

* railing an Horror of his Crimes. 

That the Criminal ſhould neither be whol- 
rDefl ly Guilty, nor wholly Innocent, but ſo par- 
man ticipating of both, as to move both Pity and 
lacel Terror, is certainly a good Rule; but no 
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« arraign'd by him; for it adds to our Horror 
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perpetually to be obſerved, for that were to 
make all Tragedies too much alike; which 
0 Objection he forelaw, but Hay not fully an-. 
ſwereld. 0 4b J. 
To conclude; 1 if the Plays of the | 
«© Ancients/ are more correctly Plotted, ours 
are more beautifully written; and if we. can 
< raiſe Paſſions as high on worſe Foundations, 
it ſhows our Genius in Tragedy is greater, 
for in all other parts of it The, Le Wwe 
L falt excelld tgem. 

For the Fable it ſelf, nb in the Eg 
$1 Fan and larger than 
in the Greet Poets, conſequently more di- 
« verting; for, if the Action he hut one, and 
that plain, without an) Counterturn o 
Deſign or Epiſode (ie.) Under- plot, ho can 
it be. ſo, pleaſing, as the Exgliſu, which have 
both Under- plot, and a turn d Deſign, which 
© keeps the Audience in Expectation of the Ca- 
© taſtrophe ? whereas in the Greek: Poets well 

tee. through the whole Deſign at firſt: 
For the Characters, they are neither ſo man) 

nor ſq various in Sophocles and Euripides, a 
in Shakeſpear and Hleteher; only they are 

more adapted to thoſe ends of Tragedy which 
* Ariſtotle commends to us; Pity and Terror 
11 * The Manners flow: from the Characters, c 
1 and conſequently muſt partake of their Ad- 
vantages and Diſadvantages. The 
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XXI 
* The Thönghts and Words, which ure tlie 
fourth and fifth Beauties of Fragedy, are cer- 

tainly more Noble and more Phetical in the 


Engliſh than in the Greek; which muſt be 
bell proved by comparing them ſomewhat-mote 
4 |< Equitably than Mr. Rymer has done. 
Aſter all, we need not yield that the Eng- 
« liſh way is leſs conducing to move Pity and 
Terror; becauſe they often ſnełw Virtue op- 
© preſs'd, and Vice pumſh'd'3' where they do 
"| © not We or . they are: not to be de- 
fended. 3 1 
That we may the leliwendet why pity and 
; Terror are not now the only Springs on which 
our Tragedies move, and that Shakefear 
may be more excus'd, Rapi confeſſes that 
* the French Tragedies now all run uponnthe 
TFendre, and gives the Reaſon, becauſe Love 
is the Paſſion which moſt Predomitiates in 
our Souls; and that therefore the PdMons 
repreſented become inſipid, unleſs they ate 
conformable to the Thoughts of the Audi- 
p « ence ; but it is to be concluded, that this 
dan © Paſſion works not now among the French ſo 
„4 ſtrongly, as the other two did amongſt the 
ary Ancients: Amongſt us, who have a ſtronger 
ach} Genius for Writing, the Operations from the 
ror © Writing are much ſtronger; for the raiſing of 


cr * eee s Paſſions are more from the Ex- 
Ad- | a 3 F cellency 
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£ cellency of the Words and Thoughts, that 
the Juſtneſs of the Occaſion ; and if he h- 
been able to pick ſingle Occaſions, he has ne 
ver founded the whole reaſonably, yet by th 
Genius of Poetry, in Writing he has _ 
« ceeded.. y 
The Parts of a Poem, Tragique or He . 
© roique, are, * 

© I. The Fable it ſelf. | 18 

II. The Order or Manner of its Contri «, 
-< vance, in relation of the parts to the whole. 
„III. The Manners, or Deceney of the Cha] 
< raters in Speaking or Acting what is propei 
for them, and proper to be ſhewn by- the 
Poet. 

IV. The Thoughts which expreſs the Man 
* ners. 

V. The Words which expreſs thoſe 
F Thoughts, -— 

In the laſt of theſe Homer exyels Virgil 
Virgil all other ancient Poets, and Sbaleſpear 
all Modern Poets. , 

For the ſecond of theſe, the Order; the 
* meaning is, that a Fable ought to have a be- 
* ginning, middle, and an end, all juſt and na- 


a ;@, ©: 


* tural, ſo that that part which, is the middle, 
« could not naturally be the beginning or end, 
+ and ſo of the reſt; all are depending one on 
0 * another, like the links of a curious Chair. 
«1 
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* Terror and Pity are only to be raisd; 
certainly this Author follows Ariſtotle's 
Rules, and H ophocles and Euripedes's Exam- 
ple; but Joy may be rais d too, and that 
doubly, either by ſeeing a wicked Man Pu- 
© niſh'd, or a good Man at laſt Fortunate; or 
Jy Hr perhaps Indignation, to ſee Wickedneſs pro- 
ſperous, and Goodneſs depreſsd: both theſe 
I may be proſitable to the end of Tragedy, 
ontriſ . Reformation of Manners; but the laſt impro- 
hole. perly; only as it begets Pity in the Audience; 
> ChaJ< tho? Ari/orle, I confeſs, places Tragedies of 
rope this kind in the ſecond Form. | 
y-thej And, if we ſhould grant that the Greeks 
_ » "© perform'd this better; perhaps it may ad- 
Many © mit a Diſpute whether Pity and Terror are 
either the Prime, or at leaſt Us Only Ends 
thoſgſ of Tragedy. . ; 
E <:*Tis not enough that Ariſtotle has ſaid 4 
irgiÞ for Axiſtotle drew his Models of Tragedy 
ear from Sophocles and Euripides; and if he had 
© ſeen ours, might have chang'd his Mind. 
the © Amid chiefly we have to ſay (what I hinted' 
a be © on Pity and Terror in the laſt Paragraph ſave 
d na- © one) that the Puniſhment of Vice, and Re- 
dle ward of Virtue Hare the moſt Adequate ends 
of Tragedy, becauſe moſt conducing to good 
* Example of Life; now Pity is not ſo eaſily 
$ mird for a Criminal (as the Ancient Trage- 


N 2 4 « dy 


„ that 
he hz 
has ne 
by thi 
18 _ 
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© it is fot an Inniocent Man and the Sib 


© of Innotence nd Pmiſhment of'the Offen. 
« der, is of the Natute of EugliſbFragedy; | 


c conttary itt the Greek, ſhnochake" is utthappy 


« often, and the Offeritter eſcapes. 


Then we ate not touch'd with the Süf. 
* ferings of any fort of Men ſo mich à8 bf Lo- 
© vers; and this was aloft unknbwff to the 
Antients; fo that they neither hdfHDUered 
pPoetical Juſtice (of which Mr. imer tots) 
© {o Well as we, neither Knew: they the beſt 
common Place of Pity, which is Love. * 

He therefore unjuſtly blames us för not 
- dyilditlg upon what the Antiehts left us, for 
© if ſeems, upon conſideration of the Premi- 
fes, that we have wholly: Aniſhed's . they 


* begu 

« My Ti gment 6h this Pieces a that ĩt is 
c _— aly Learned; but that the Author of 
© jt is betckt Read in the Greek than in the 
Euliſs pots; that all Writers oughtto Study 
„this Critick as the beſt Account I have ever 
feen of the Ancients; that the Model of Trage- 
« oy kt has here given, i Excellent, and extream 
Correct; but that ir is not the only Model 
e of all Tragedy; becauſe it is too much cir- 
cumfctib'd in Plot, Characters, Ge. and 
© [ſtly, that we may be taught here N w 


Ne dy always Repreſents bis ies perten Fuck) a5. 
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aj MI Admire and Imitate the Antients, without 


ering 


« vivithg them the Preference, with this Au- 


J. chor, in Prejudice to our wh Country. 


Want of Method, in this Pxcellene'Frea- 


5 „ute, mkesthsThouyhts of the Authorſome- 


Ates obſcure.” - 
Hils Meaning, that Ply nl Terror are to 


ebe HA, is that they are to be mod as the 
„Mens coridutinig to the Ends of Tragedy, 
© Which are Pleaſure and Inſtructionn- 
„And theſe two Ends may be thus diſtin: 
« guiſh'd. The chief Ends of the Poet is to 
0 pleaſe; for his immediate Reputation * 
.Mi AT 
„he great End of the Poem is to Inirua; 
©&/which is perform'd by making Pleaſure the 
© Vehicle of that Inſtruction: For Poetry is an 
« Art, and all Arts are made to Profit. 
Ihe Pity which the Poet is to Labour for, 
« is for the Criminal, not for thoſe; or him, 
© whom he has murder'd, or who have been 
© the Occaſion of the Tragedy: The Terror 
© is likewiſe in the Puniſhment of the ſame 
Criminal, who if he be repreſented too great 
© an Offender, will not be pitied ;; if altogether 
0 Innocent, his Puniſhment will be unjuſt. 
Another Obſcurity is where he ſays, Sopho- 


« cles perfected Tragedy, by introducing the 
« third 


0 / 
- 4: 
* ” 
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© third Actor; that is, he meant three kinds of 


gedy, than Ariſſotle has done, who places them 


< that make the Beauty of a Tragedy, tis the 


Action, one Company ſinging, or ſpeaking, ano- 
2 Plaine on the Muſick, a third Dancing. 


* Rapin attributes more to the Dictio, that 
185 to the Words and Diſcourſes of à Tra- 


jn the laſt Rank of Beauties; perhaps only laſt 
in Order, becauſe theyare the laſt Product of f & 
the Deſign of the Diſpoſition: or. Connexion 
of its Parts; of the Characters, of the Manners 
*.of thoſe Characters, and of the Thoughts of 
N. from thoſe Manners.. 
Rapin s Words are Remarkable: = 
is not the admirable Intrigue, the ſur- 

< 'prizing Events, and extraordinary Incidents 


« Diſcourſes, when theyre Natural nd Paſſio- 
c nate. of | | 1 


oy 8 80 Are Shakeſdrar's;1 * d | 4 
Here Mr. Dryd en breaks of. 


About a Vear after. Mr. Nymer- 8 publiſhing 
his Criticiſm, he Printed a Tragedy written 
by himſelf in Rhime, called Eagar; or, the 
Enghſh Monarch; an Heroick Tragedy, De- 
dicated to King Charles the Second; this Play 
never appear d on the Stage, the Players not 


thinking it worth their while, nor has any one 


made any Criticiſms upon that. 


Mr. 


5 7 E44 $3 4; 
| Mr. Dryden ſaid he had beeninform'd, that af- 
ter Beaumont s Death, Mr. Jamer Shirly was con- 
ſulted by Fletcher in the plotting ſeveral of his 
Plays. It does ſeem that Shir/y did ſupply ma- 
ny that were left imperfect, and that the old 
Players gave ſome Remains, or imperfe& Plays 
of Fletcher's to Shirly to make up: And it is 
from hence, that in the firſt Act of Love's Pil. 
grimage, there is a Scene of an Oſtler, Tran- 
ſcribed Verbatim out of Ben Fohmfan's New 
Im, Att 3. Scene 1. which Play was written 
long after Fletcher died, and tranſplanted into 
Loves Pilgrimage after the Printing the New- 
Inn, which was in the Year 1630. And 
two of the Plays Printed under the Name of 
Fletcher, viz. the Coronation, and the Little 
Thi#f, have been claimed by Jhiriy to be his; 
I eis probable they were left imperfect by” one, 
I and fmiſh'dby the other. 
© | Mr. Langbaine, in his Account of the Dra- 


* | ratick Poets, Printed in the Year 169, is 
% very particular upon the ſeveral Plays of our 
on Authors, and therefore I ſhall conclude with 
Tranſcribing from him, page 204. vig. Mr. 
BgHBeaumont was a Maſter of a good Wit, and a 
I better Judgment, that Mr. Jobhnſon himſelf 
thought it no Diſparagement to ſubmit” his 
Sv Writings to his Correction. Mr. Fletcher's 
bo a Witwas equal to Mr. Beaumont's Judgment, 
> and 
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© and was ſo luxuriant, that like ſuperfludus 
Branches it was frequently prun'd by his Ju- 
dicious Partner. Theſe Poets perfectly un- 
derſtood Breeding, and therefore ſucceſs- 
« fully copy'd the Converſation of Gentlemen, 
They knew how to deſcribe the Manners o 
« the Age; and Fletcher had a peculiar Talent 
© in expreſſing all his Thoughts with Life and 
« Briskneſs: No Man ever underſtood or drew 
the Paſhons more lively than he; and his 
« witty Raillery was ſo dreſs'd, that it rather 
« pleag'd than diſguſted the modeſt Part of his 
Audience. In a word, Fletcher's Fancy and 
© Beaumont's Judgment combin'd, produc'd fþs 
« ſuch Plays, as will remain Monuments of 
their Wit to all Poſterity. Mr. Flercher him- Bt; 
© ſelf; after Mr. Beaumont's Death, compos'd 7 
« ſeveral Dramatick Pieces, which were wor- 
thy the Pen of ſo great a Maſter: And this 
Mr. Cartwright alludes to, in his Verſes before 
the Book. 

The following Verſes, put under his Folio 
Picture, were written by Sir John Berkenhead:. 


Felicis evi, ac Præſulis Natus ; comes 
Beaumontio; /ic, quippe Parnaſſus, Biceps; 
FLETCHERUS unam in Hyramida furcas 

agen. 
Struxit chorum plus ſcnplicem Vates Duplex; 
| | Plus 
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Plus Duplicem ſolus : nec ullum tranſtulit; 
Nec transferrendus : Dramatum æterni ſales; 
Anglo Theatro, Orbi, Sibi, ſuperſtitites. 
FLETCHERE, facies Ko ws vultu * 
9 it ur; 3 
Quantus! vel umbram circuit nemo uam 


There are fifty 1 two Plays written by theſe 
"Authors, each of which I ſhall mention Alpha- 
d his petically. 
Beggars Buſb, 2 Comedy. This Play I have 
een ſeveral times acted with Applauſe. 
Bonduca, a Tragedy. The Plot of this Play $ 
5s borrow*d from Tacitus's Annals, Lib. 14 See 
iton's Hiftory of England, Book 2. Do al- 
ino de Vita delle Donne IIluſtri del Rego | 
Ingbelterra, & Scotia, pag. 7. &c. 
Bloody Brother, or Rollo Duke of Norman- 
ly, 4 Tragedy much in requeſt; and notwith- 
ſtanding Mr. Rymer's Criticiſms on it, has ſtill 
he gbod fortune to Pleaſe: it being frequent- 
ly acted by the preſent Company of Actors, at 
the Queen's Play-Houſe in Dor. ſet-Carden. 
The Deſign. of this Play is Hiſtory : See Hero- 
 » Naran, lib. 4. Xipbilini Epit. Dion. in Vit. Ant, 
eps; [Caracallæ. Part of the Language ls Copy'd 
ras from Senecas Thebais. * 
I | Captain, a Comedy. 281891 
lex; 5 | | 33 
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Chances, a Comedy, revived bythe late Duke 
of Buckingham, and very much improv'd; be. 
ing acted with extraordinary Applauſe at the 
Theatre in Dor ſet- Garden, and printed with 
the Alterations, Lond. Ito, 1692. This Play is 
built on a Novel written by the Famous Spani- 
ard Miguel de Cervantes, calld The Lady Cor- It 
nelia; which the Reader may read at large in Ie 
a Fol. Vol. call'd Six Exemplary Novel. I 

Coronation, a Tragi- comedy. 

' Coxcomb, a Comedy, which was reviv'd at 
the Theatre-Royal, the Prologue being ſpoken 
by Jo. Hains. | 

( 


Cupid's Revenge, a Tragedy. S * 

Cuſtom of the Country, a Tragi-comety. 
This is accounted an excellent Play; the Plot 
of Nutilio, Duarte, and Guyomun, is founded 
on one of Maleſpinis Novels, Deca. 6. Nov. 6. 

Double Marriage, a Tragedy, which has 
been reviv'd ſome Vears ago; as I learn from 
a new Prologue printed 1 in Covent: Gurdes Dro 
ler y, p. 14. 

Elder Brother, a Comelly, which has been 
acted with good Applauſe. 

Faithful Shepherdeſc, à Paſtoral, writ by 
Mr. Fletcher, and commended by two Copies 
written by the Judicious Beaumont, and the 
Learned John ſon, which are inſerted among the 
Commendatory Poems at the beginning of this 


Edition. 
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Edition. , When this Paſtoral was firſt afted be- - 
fore their Majeſties at Sommer ſet-l ſe on 
the © welfth-Night, 1633. inſtead of a Prologue, 
with there was a Song in Dialogue, ſung between a 
lay is Prieſt, and a Nymph, which was writ by Sir N. 
pani- liam D' Avenant ; and an Epilogue was ſpoken _ 
 Cor- by the Lady Mary Mordant, which the Res- 
ge in der may read uin Covent Garden r 
pag. 86. IG 
Fair Maid of the Ts; Tag T o ödy Ma- 
d at riana's difowning Cæſario for her Son, and the 
oken Duke's Injunction to marry him, is related by 
I Caaſin in his Holy Court, and is tranſerib'd by 
- || Wanly in, his Hiftory of Man, Fol, Boop 3: 
redy. Chap. 26. 
plot! Fal ſe One, a Tragedy. This Play is l 
ded ed on the Adventures of Julius Ceſar i in LE- 
v. 6. Het, and his Amours with Cleopatra. See 
has Suetonius, Plutarch, Dion, Abian, Forts, 
rom | Eutropiur, Orofius, &c. _ 
rol. Four Plays, or Moral Repreſentations i in Ont; N 
viz. The Triumph of Honour; The Triumph of 
een Love; The Triumph of Death; The Triumph of 
Tine. I know not whether ever theſe Repre- 
by ſentations appear'd on the Stage, or no. The 
Triumph of Honour is founded on Boccace his 
the Y Novels, Day 10. Nov. 5. The Triumph of 
the! Love, on the ſame Author, Day 5. Nov. 8. 
7. be Triumph of Death on a Novel in The For- 
: x tunate, 
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tunate Dreciv'd, and Unfortunate Lovers 
part 3. Nov. 3. See beſides Palagy of Pleafare 
Nov. 4. Bellaforeſt, &c. The. Trouwph. Time 
as far as falls within my diſcovery, is bel 
Aber Author's Invention. 3 

Houeſt Man kartune; a ee 4 
to the Plot of Moutaign' s being preter'd. by Ls 
mirs to be het Husband, when he was in Ad; 
verſity, and leaſt expected: the like Story i is 
related by Heywood in his Hater of: Women, 
Book 9. pag. 641. l 

' Humorous Lieutenant, 2 Tragi-C omedy, A 
which I have often ſeen acted with Applauſe 
The Character of the Humorous Lieutenant 
refuſing to fight after he was cured of his 
Wounds, reſembles the Story of the Soldier 
belonging to Lucullus deſcrib'd in the Epilttes& 
of Horace, lib 2. Hp. 2. but the very Story 1 Is 
related in Ford's 4pothegms, p. 30. How near 
the Poet keeps to the Hiſtorian, I muſt leave t to 
thoſe that will compare the Play with the Wri- 
ters of the Lives of Antigonus and Demetrius, 
the Father and the Son. See Plutarch's Life 
of Demetrius, Diadorus, Juſtin, Appian, &c. 
Iand Princeſs; a Tragi-Comedy. Ibis Play 

about three Years ago was reviv'd with Alte- 
rations by Mr. Tate, being acted at the Theatre 
Royal, printed in quarto Lond. 1687. and De- 
dicated to the Right Honourable Henry Lord ir 
Malgrave. King 


G 


gur: King Aid No King, a Tragi-Comedy, which 
twithſtanding! its Errors diſcover'd by Mr. Ry- 
Ser in his Criticiſms, has always been acted 
ith Applauſe, and has lately been reviv'd on 
r preſent Theatre with ſo great ſucceſs, char 
ae may juflly ſay with Horace, 


Hec placuit ſemel, hec decies repetita ple 
cebit. 


Knight of the lavuing Peſtle, a Comedy. This 
lay was in vogue ſome Years fince, it being 
viv'd by the King's Houſe, and a new Pro- 
{e.Þgue (inſtead of the old One in Proſe) being 
poken by Mrs. Ellen Guin. The bringing the 
itizen and his Wife upon the Stage, was poſli- 
ly inimitationof Ben John/on's Staple of News, 
ho has introduc'd'on the Stage Four Goſſips, 
ady-like attir'd, who remain during the whole 
Action, and criticiſe upon each Scene. 

Knight of Malta, a Tragi-Comedy. 

Laws of Candy, a Tragi-Comedy. 

Litile French Lawyer, a Comedy. The Plot 
õborrow'd from Cuſinan or The Spanuiſh Rogue, 
dart 2. ch. 4. The Story of Dinant, Clerimont, 
nd Lamira, being borrow'd from Dan Lew!s 
e Caſtro, and Don Roderigo de Montalua. The 
ike Story is in other Novels; as in Scarron's 
ovel called The Fruitleſs Precaution; and in 
He Complai ſaut Companion, 8vo. p.263. which 
King b 18 


nal. 
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is copied from the above-mentioned Origi- 


Love's Cure, or The Martial Maid, a Comedy. 

Love's Pilgrimage, a Comedy. This I take 
to be an admirable Comedy. The Foundation 
of it is built on a Novel of Miguel de Cervantes 
called The Two Damſels. The Scene in the 
firſt Act, between Diego the Hoſt of Of#una, and 
Lazaro his Oſtler, is ſtoln from Ben Johnſon's 


Neu Inn: which I may rather term borrow d, 


for that Play miſcarrying in the Action, I ſup- 
poſe they made uſe of it with Beu's conſent. 

Lovers Progreſ5,a Tragi-Comedy. This Play 
is built ona French Romance written by M. Dau- 
diguier, call'd Liſander and Caliſta. 

Loyal Subject, a Tragi-Comedy. _ 

Mad Lover, a Tragi-Comedy. The Deſign 
of Cleanthe's Suborning the Prieſteſs to give a 
falſe Oracle in favour of her Brother Sypharx, 
is borrow'd from the Story of Mundus and 
Paulina, deſcrib'd at large by Joſephus Lib. 18. 
Cap. 4. This Play Sir Aſton Cocſtain has chiefly 
commended in. his Copy of Verſes on Mr. 
Fletcher's Plays. See the Verſes before this 


Edition; and Cockain's Poems, pag. 101, 


Maid in the Mill, a Comedy. This Play 
amongſt others has likewiſe been reviv'd by 
the Duke's Houſe. The Plot of Autonio, 1/ine- 


Ald, 
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nia, and Aminta, is borrow'd from Gerardo, 
aRomance tranſlated from the Spaniſh of Dor 
Gonzalo de Ceſpides, and Moneces; ſee the Sto- 
ry of Don Jayme pag. 350. 
Otrante's ſeizing Florimel the Miller's ſuppo- 
ſed Daughter, and attempting her Chaſtity ; 
tis borrow?d from an Italian Novel writ by Ban- 
dello; a Tranſlation of which into French, the 
Reader may find in Les Hiſtoires Tragiques 
par M. Belleforeſt, Tom. 1. Hiſt. 12. Theſame 
Story is related by M. Goulart ; ſee Les Hi- 
ſtoires admirables de notre temps, $00. Tom. 1. 
P. 212. 

Maids Tragedy, a Play which has always been 
acted with great Applauſe at the King's Thea- 
tre; and which had ſtill continu'd on the Eng- 
liſn Stage, had not King Charles the Second, 
for ſome particular Reaſons forbid its further 
Appearance during his Reign. It has ſince been 
revivd by Mr. Waller, the laſt Act having 
been wholly alter'd to pleaſe the Court: as the 
Author of the Preface to the ſecond part of his 
Poems informs us, and gives us further the fol- 
lowing Account: *Tis not to be doubted, 
who fat for the Two Brothers Characters. 
was agreeable to the Sweetneſs of Mr. Wal- 
er's Temper, to ſoften the Rigor of the Tra- 

© gedy, as he expreſſes it; but whether it be 


0 8 to the Nature of Tragedy it ſelf, 
b 2 to 


As to the Plot of 
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to make every thing come off eaſily, I leave 
© to the Criticks. This laſt Act is publiſh'd 
in Mr. Waller's Poems, printed in Octavo, 
Lond. 1711. 


Maſque of Grays-Inu Gentlemen, and the 


Inner Temple. This Maſque was written by 


Mr. Beaumont alone, and preſented before the 
King and Queen in the Banqueting-houſe of 


Whitehall, at the Marriage of the Illuſtrious 
Frederick and Elizabeth, Prince and Princeſs 
Palattze of the Rhine. 


Monſieur Thomas, a Comedy, which not long 


ſince appear'd on the preſent Stage under the 


Name of Trick for Trick. 


Nice Valour, or The Paſſionate Mad-mas, a 


Comedy. 


# 


Night Walker, or The Little Thief, a Comedy, 


which I have ſeen acted by the King's Servants, 
with great Applauſe, both in the City and 
Country. 


Noble Gentleman, a Comedy which was late- 


ly reviv'd by Mr. Durfey, under the Title of 


The Fools Preferment, or The Three-Dukes of 


Dunſtable. 

Philaſter, or Love lies a Bleeding : a Tragi- 
Comedy which has always been acted with Suc- 
ceſs; and has been the diverſion of the Stage, 
even in theſe days This was the firſt Play 
that brought theſe Excellent Authors. in E- 


ſteem ; 
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ſteem; and this Play was One of thoſe that 
were repreſented at the old Theatre in Lincotns- 
Inn- Field, when the Women acted alone. The 


Prologue and Epilogue were ſpoken by Mrs. 


Marſhal, and printed in Covent-Gardes Drollo- 


ry, pag, 18. About this Time there was a Pro- 


logue written on purpoſe for .the Women by 
Mr, Dryden, and is printed in his Miſcellany 
Poems in octavo, p. 285. 

Pilgrim, a Comedy which was reviv'd ſome 


Years ſince, and a Prologue ſpoke, which the 


Reader may find in Covent-Garden Drollery, 
p. 12. 

Propheteſs, a Tragical Hiſtory, which has 
lately been reviv'd by Mr. Dryden, under the 
Title of The Propheteſs, or The Hiſtory of Dio- 
cleſian, with Alterations and Additions after 
the manner of an Opera, repreſented at the 
Queen's Theatre, and printed 4 Lond. 1690. 
For the Plot conſult Euſebius Lib. 8. Nicepho- 
rus Lib. 6. and 7. Vopi/e. Car. hs, Carin. Aur. 
Victoris Epitome. Eutropius L. 9. Barcuiu 
An. 204. Sc. Oroſius L. 7. C. 16. c, 
L. 20. Sc. 

Queen of Corinth, a Tragi- Comedy- 

Rule a Wife, and have a Wife, a Tragi-Co- 
medy which within this few Years has been 
ated, with applauſe, at the Queen s Theatre 1 in 
Dor ſet- G arden. | 
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Scornful Lady, a Comedy acted with good 
Applauſe: even in theſe times, at the Theatre 
in Dor ſet-Garden. Mr. Dryden has condemn'd 
the Concluſion of this Play in reference to the 
Converſion of Moorcraft the Uſurer ; but whe- 
ther this Cataſtrophe be excuſable, Imuſtleave 
to the Criticks. 

Sea Voyage, a Comedy lately reviv'd by 
Mr. Durfey, under the Title of The Common- 
wealth of Women. This Play is ſuppoſed by 
Mr. Dryden, (as I have obſerv'd) to be copied 


from Shakeſpear's Tempeſt. 


The Storm which vaniſh'd on the neight"ring 
Shore, 


Was taught by Shakeſpear's Tempeſt jir/t to 


roar ; 
That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Iſle. 


Spaniſh Curate, a Comedy frequently reviv'd 
with general Applauſe. The Plot of Don 


> Henrique, Aſtanio, Violante, and Jacintha, is 


borrow'd from Gerardo's Hiſtory of Don John, 
pag. 202. and that of Leandro, Bartolus, Ama- 
rantha and Lopez, from the Spaniſh Curate of 


the ſame Author, pag. 214. Go. 


Thierry and Theodoret, a Tragedy. This 
Play is accounted by ſome an excellent old Play; 
the 
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the Plot of it is founded on Hiſtory. 
See the French Chronicles in the Reign of 
Clotaire the Second. See Fredegarius Scholaſti- 
cus, Aimoinus Monachus Floriacenſis, De Serres, 
Mezeray, Criſpin, &c. 

Two Noble Kinſinen, a Tragi-Comedy. This 
Play was written by Mr. Fletcher, and Mr. 
Shakeſpear. The Story is taken from Chaucer”s 
Knight's Tale, which Mr. Dryden has admi- 
rably put into modern Engliſh; zt ig the firſt 
Poem in his Fables. 

Valentinian, a Tragedy reviv'd not long ago 
by that great Wit, the Earl of Rocheſter; acted 
at the Theatre-Royal, and printed in quarto 
1685. with a Preface concerning the Author 
and his Writings. For the Plot ſee the Wri- 
ters of thoſe Times; as Caſſidori Chron. Amm. 
Marcell. Hiſt. Evagrius Lib. 2. Procopius, &c. 

Wife for a Month, a Tragi-Comedy. This 
Play is in my poor Judgment well worth revi- 
ving, and with the alteration of a judicious 


Pen, would be an excellent Dramma. The Cha- 


racter and Story of Alphonſo, and his Brother 
Fredericks Carriage to him, much reſembles 
the Hiſtory of Sancho the Eighth, King, of Leon. 
leave the Reader to the peruſal of his Story 
in Mariana, and Lois ae Mayerne Turquet. 


b 4 | Wild 


—ꝓy— — — — 


PREFACE. 


 Wild-Goofe Chaſt, àa Comedy valued by the 
beſt Judges of Poetry. 
Wit at ſeveral Weapons, a Comedy which by 
1 ſome is thought very diverting; and poſſibly 
N was the Model on which the Characters of the | 
Elder Pallatine and Sir Morglay Thwack were | 
built by Sir William D' Avenant, in his Come- 
[! dy calld The Wits. 
Wit without Mony, a Comedy which I have 
ſeen afted at the Old Houſe in little ZLencolns- 
Tnn- Fields with very great Applauſe; the part 
of Valentine being play*d by that compleat Actor 
Major Mohny deceas'd. This was the firſt Play 
that was acted after the Burning the King's 
/ Houſe ih Drary-lane: a New Prologue being 
writ for them by Mr. Dryden, printed in his 
Miſcellany Poems in octavo, p. 285. 
Woman Hater, a Comedy. This Play was 
reviv'd by Sir William D' Avenant, and a new 
Prologue (inſtead of the old One writ in Proſe) 
! was ſpoken, which the Reader may peruſe in 
ji Sir Millium's Works in Fol. p. 249. This Play ; 
' was one of thoſe writ by Fletcher alone. 
1 Vi men Pirat d, a Tragi-Comedy. The Co- 
f mical parts of this Play throughout between 
Bartello, Lopez, Iſabella, and Claudio, are 
founded on ſeveral of Baccace's Novels: See 
Day 7 Nov. 6. and 8. Day 8. Nov. 8. 
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„ a 
MWoman Pri ge, or the Tamer tam d, a Co- 
medy, written on the ſame foundation with 
Shakeſpear's Taming of the Shrew; or which 
we may better call a Second part or Counter- 
part to that admirable Comedy. This was writ 
by Mr. Fletcher*s Pen likewiſe. | ; 
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MEMORY 


OF 


Mr. John Fletcher. 


Ethought our Fletcher, weary of this Crowd, 
Wherem ſo few have Wit, yet all are loud, 
Unto Elyzium fled, where he alone 
"= Might his own Wit admire, and ours bemoan; 
But ſoon upon thoſe Flowry Banks, a Throng, 
Worthy of obeſe even Numbers which he Sung, 
\Appear'd, and though thoſe Ancient Lanreats ſtrive, 
755 dead themſelves, whoſe Raptures ſhould ſurvive, 
r his Temples all their own Bays allows, | 
Not ſham'd to ſee him Crown'd with naked Brows ; 
Homer his beautiful Achilles nam'd, 
Urging his Brain with Jove's might well be fam d, 
Since it brought forth one full of Beauty's Charms, 
As was his Pallas, and as bold in Arms ; © 
But when he the brave Arbaſes ſaw, one King and 
That ſaved his Peoples Dangers by his own, no King. 
And ſaw Tigranes by his hand undone 7 
Without the help of any Mirmydon, 
He then confeſs? d when next he'd Hector ſlay, 
That he muſt borrow him from Fletcher*s Play; 
This might have been the ſhame, for which he bid 
His Vliades in a Nut-Shell ſhould be hid: 
Virgil of bit Aneas next begun, 
Whoſe God-like Form and — ſo ſoon had won; 
That Queen of Carthage and of Beauty too, 
Two Powers the whole World elſe were Slaves unto, 
Urging that Prince for to repair his Fault 
On Earth, boldly in Hell bis Miſtreſs ſought ;- 
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But when he Amintor ſaw Revenge that wrong, The Maids 


For which the ſad Aſpaſia figh'd ſo long, 
0 27 himſelf, to Shades hoſting — f 
ot for to make a viſit but to ſlay; 
| He then did modeſtly confeſs how far 
Fletcher out- did him in a Characker. 
Now laſily for a Refuge, Virgil ſhews 
The Lines where Corydon Alexis woes ; 
Bat thoſe in Ie qaickly mer 
The ſmooth Tungu'd Perigot and Amoret: 
A Pair whom donbtleſs had the others ſeen, 
They from their own Loves had Apoſtates been; 
Thus Fletcher did the fam'd Laureat exceed, 
Both when his Trumpet ſounded and his Reed; 
Now if the Antients yield that heretofore, 
None worthier than hoſe er Laurel wort; 
The leuſt our Age can {ay now thou art gone, 
I that there never will be ſuch a one: 


Tragedy. 


2 
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ful Sh 
herdeſs. 


And ſince expreſs thy Worth, our Rimes too narrow be, 


To help it well be ample in our Propheſie. 


0 = H. Howard. 
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ON 4 


Mr. FOHN FLETCHER, 


AND HIS 


WORK 8, never before Publiſhed. 


od þ O flatter living Fools n eafte flight : " 
But hard, to do the living dead Men right. 
To praiſe a Landed Lord, is gainfnl Art: 
But thankleſs tv pay Tribute tv Deſert, 

This ſhould have been my Task: I had intent 
To bring my Rnbbiſh to thy Monument, 

To flop ſome Crannies there, bnt that I found 
No need of leaſt Repair; all firm and found. 


Thy well-built Fame doth ſtill it ſelf advance 
Above the World's mad Zeal and Ignorance, 


Though thou dyedſt not poſſeſt of that ſame Pelf 
(Which nobler Soul cal Dirt, the City Health . 
Tet thou haſt left unto the Times ſo great 


A Legacy, a Treaſnre ſo compleat, _ 
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That *twill de hard, T fear, to prove thy Will: 
Men will be wrangling, and in doubting ftill 
How ſo vaſt ſums of Wis were left behind, 
And yet nor Debts nor Sharers they can 
"Twas the kind Providence of Fate, to lock 
Some of this Treaſure up; and keep a ſtock 
For a Reſerve until theſe ſullen days: | 
When Scorn, and Want, and Danger, are the Bays 
That Crown the Head of Merit. Bat now he 
Who in thy Will hath part, i; rich and free. i 
But there's a Caveat enter d by command, \ 
None ſhould pretend, but thoſe can underſtand. 


Henry Moody, Bar. 
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Mr. FLETCHER's WORKS. 
d. Hough Poets have a Licence which they uſe 


As ib' ancient Privilege of their free . 
Tet whether this be leave 2 for mne 
To write, great Bard, an Emlogy for tbee: 
Or whether to commend thy Work, will 

Both with the Laws of Perſe and of the Land, 

e, Were to put doubts might raiſe a diſcuntent 
Between the Muſes and the -=-—-- 
PI none of that, There's ** Wits that be 
(As their immortal Lawrel) Thunder-free ; 
Whoſe perſonal Virtues, *bove the Laws of Fate, 
Supply the room of perſonal Eftute; 
And thus enfranchis'd, ſafely may rehearſe, 
Rapt in a lofty ſtrain, their own Neck. verſe. 
For he that gives the Bays to thee, muſt then 
Firſt take it from the Military Men; 
He muſt untriumph C * bid em fend, 
Queſtion the ſtrength of their victorious hand 
He muſt act new things, or go near the ſin, 
Reader, as near as you and I have been: 
He muſt be that, which he that tries will ſwear. 
It is not good being ſo another Tear. 
And now that thy great Name Pue brought to this, 
To do it hononr is to do amiſs : : 
Whats to be done ty thoſe, that Hall refuſe 
To celebrate, great Soul, thy noble Muſe * 


has 


Shall the poor State of all thoſe wandring things, 
Stage once rais'd to Emperors and Kings 
1" Shall r igid forfeitures (that reach our Heirs) 
} Of things that only fill with cares and fears? 
Tis Shall the privation of a friendleſs life, 
Made up of contradictions and ſtrife ? 
Shall He be Entity, would antedate 


its Hlit own poor Name, and thine annihilate? 
q Shall theſe be Fudgments great enough for one 
| ; That dares not write thee an Encomion? 
| Then where am I? but now ve thought upon't, 


N PII praiſe thee more than all have ventur d ont. 
| PII take thy noble Work (and like the Trade 
Where for a heap of Salt pure Gold is laid) 
PII lay thy Volume, that Huge Tome of Wit, 
About in Ladies Cloſets, where they ſit 
Enthrou'd in their own Wills; and if ſhe be 
A Laick Siſter, ſhe'll ftraight flie to thee : 
But if a holy Habit ſhe have on, © 
Or be ſome Novice, 2 ſearce look upon 
Thy Lites at firſt; but watch her then a while, 
And you ſhall ſee her ſteal a gentle Smile 
Upon thy Title, put thee nearer yet, 
Breath on thy Lines a whiſper, and then ſet 
Her voice up to the meaſures; then begin 
To bleſ; the hour, and happy ſtate ſhe's in. 
Now ſhe lays by her Characters, and looks 
With a ſtern 5 e on all her pretty Books. 
She's now 1 Uatereſs, aud the 7 Crowns _. 
She brings thee with it, is ws alf the Town. 
Pl ſend thee to the Army, they that f%* 
i Will read thy Tragedies with ſome delight, | 
| Be all thy Reformadoes, fancy Scars 
| And Pay too, in thy ſpeculative Wars. 
y PI ſend thy Comick Scenes. to ſome of __ | 
| That for a great while have plaid faſt and looſe ; 
| New Univerſaliſts, by changing ſhapes, 
= Have made with Wit aud Fortune fair eſcapes. 
Then ſhall the Country, that poor Tennis-Ball 
Of angry Fate, receive thy Paſbral, 
And from it learn thoſe melancholy ſtrains 
Fed the afflifted Souls of Primitive Swains., 
Thus the whole World to Reverence will flock 
Thy Tragick Buskin and thy. Comick Stock: 
And winged Fame unto Poſterity 
Tranſmit but only two, this Age, and Thee. 


THomas PEYTON: 
Agricola Anglo-Cantianni: 
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On the Deceaſed Au r 0's, Mr. FOHN 
FLETCHER, his Plays; and eſpecial- 


ly, The Mad Lover. 
WI his well organ d Body doth retreat 
To its firſt matter, and the formal heat 

Triumphant fits in Judgment tv approve 
Preces above our Cundour and our Love: 
Such as dare boldly venture to appear 
Unto the curious Eye, and Criticks Ear: 
Lo the Mad Lover ia theſe various Times 
Is preſs'd to Life, ®accnſe us of our Crimes. 

ile Fletcher ivd, who equal to him writ 
Suck laſting Monuments of natural Wit? f 
Others might draw their Lines with ſweat, like thoſe- 
That (with much pains) a Garriſon mcloſe ; 
Whilſt his ſweet fluent Vein did gently run 
As uncontroul d and ſmoothly as the Sun. 
After his Death our Theatres did make 
Him in his own unequaPd Language ſpeak : 
And now when all the Muſes out of their 
Approved modeſty ſulent appear, 4 
TH, Play of Fletcher's braves the envious light 
As wonder of our Ears once, now our Sight. 
Three and fourfold bleſs Poet, who the Lives 
Of Poets, and of Theaters ſurvives! | 
A Groom, or Oſtler of ſome Wit may bring 
His Pegaſus to the Caſtalian Spring; 
Boaſt he a Race ver the Pharſalian Plain, 
Or happy Tempe Valley dares maintain: 
Brag at one leap upon the double Cliffe 
(Were it as high as monſtrous Tennariffe) 
Of far renown'd Parnaſſus he will get, 
And there (amaze the World) confirm his Seat: 
When our admired Fletcher vaunts not ought, 
And ſlighted every thing he writ as naught : 
While all our Engliſh wondring World (in's cauſe) 
Made this great 8 ity eccho with Applauſe. 
Kead him therefore all that can read, and thoſe 
That cannot learn, if V'are not Learning's Foes, 
And wilfully reſolved zo refuſe : 
The gentle Raptures of this happy Muſe, 
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From thy great C fol (noble Soul) 0 
Look on this Kingdom, ſuffer not the whole 


Spirit of Poeſie retire to Heaven, | 
make us entertain what thou haſt given. 
nales and Thunder Diapaſons make 

| eas vaſt roar, and irreſiſtleſs ſhake 
horrid Winds, a ſympathy compoſe ; 


Ss in theſe things there's Muſick iu the cloſe: 


And though they ſeem great Diſcords in our Ears, 
They are not 22 pr vas he Sphears. © 
Granting theſe Muſick, how much ſweeter*s that 
— s Daughters Vuices do create? 

Since Heav'n, and Earth, and Seas, and Air conſent | 
To make an Harmony, (the Inſtrument, 

Their own agreeing ſelves) ſhall we refuſe 

The Mufick which the Deities do uſe ? 15 
Troy*s raviſt Ganymed doth fing to Jove, 

And Phoebus ſelf plays on his Tyre above. 

The Cretan Gods, or glorious Mew, who will 
Imitate right, muſt wonder at thy Skill, 

Beſt Poet of thy Times, or he will prove 
As mad as thy brave Memnon was with Love. 


/ Aſton Cokaine, Bar. 


FFF * * 


UPON THE 
WORKS of BEAVMONT, 
and FLETCHER. 


OW Angels (cloyſter'd in our human Cells) 
| Maintain their parley, Beaumont-Fletcher zell; ; 
Whoſe ſtrange unimitable Intercourſe 
Tranſcends all Rales, and flyes beyond the force 
Of the moſt forward Souls ; all muſt ſubmit 


Until they reach theſe Myſteries of Wit. 


The Intellectual Language here's expreſt, 
Admir'd in better 1 aud pee 1 7575 


- Of ours; for from Wit, Sweetneſs, Mirth, and Senſe, 
Ibis Volume ſprings a ew true Quinteſſence. | 


Jo. Pettus, Knight. 
ON 
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V. 


ON THE 


WORKS of the moſt Excellent Dramatick 


Poet, Mr. FOHN FLETCHE R, 


Never before Printed. 


HA. Fletcher, welrowe 70 the World's great Stoge; 


For our two Hours, we have thee here an Age 


In thy whole, Works, and may tb Impreſſion call © 


The Pretor that preſents thy: Plays to all 
Both to the People, and the Lords that ſway 
That Herd, and Ladies whom' thoſe Lords obey. 
And what's the Loadſtone can ſuch Gueſts invite 
But moves on tuo Poles, Profit and Delight, 
Which will be ſoon, as on the Rack, confeſs, 

I/ hen every one 1s tickled with a Feſt: | N 
And that pure Fletcher, able to ſubdue | 
A Melancholy more than Burton knew. 

And though. upon the by, to his Deſigns - 
The Native may learn Engliſh from his Lines, 
And th' Alien if he can but conſtrue it, 

May bere be made free Deniſon of wit. 

But his main end dues drooping Virtue raiſe, 

And Crowns her Beauty with eternal Bays ; 

In Scenes where ſhe inflames the frozen Soul, 


While Vice (her Paint-waſh' of ) appears ſo foul; _ 
| 


dhe muſt this Bleſſed Iſle and Europe leave, 
And ſome new Quadrant of the Globe decerve : 
Or hide her Bluſbes on the Africk Shoar 
Like Marius, but ne er riſe to Triumph more; 
That Honour is refign'd to Fletcher's Fame; 
Add to his Trophies, that a Poet's Name 
(Late grown as odious to our Modern States 
1 - of King 7 Rome) he — 

rom black Aſpertions, ca t by thoſe 
Which onl per ery 1 P. 

And, By the Court of Muſes be't Decreed, 
What Graces ſpring from Poeſy's richer Seed, 
When we name Fletcher ſhall be ſo proclaim'd, 
4s all that's Royal is when Cæſar' f nam d. 


Robert Stapylton, Kt. | 


Dos 
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Memory of my moſt Honoured Kinſman, 


Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 


* 


12 not pronounce how ſtrong and clean thou ur it'ſt, 
Nor by what new hard e s thou took'ſt thy Flights, 

Nor bow much Greek and Latin ſome refine 

Before they can make up fix words of thine ; | 

Bat this Pl ſay, thou flrift our ſenſe ſo deep, 

At once thou mak'ſt us Bluſb, Rejoice, and Weep. 

Great Father Johnſon bo himſelf when he 

(Thoa writ'ft ſo nobly) vow'd he envy'd thee. 

Were thy Mardonius arm'd, there would be more 

Strife for his Sword than all. Achilles wore, 

Such wiſe juſt Rage, had he been lately try, 

My Life on't he had been 0th" better ſide, xo 

And where he found falſe odds (through Gold or Sloath) 

There brave Mardonius world have beat them both. 
Behold, here's Fletcher too! the World ne er knew 


Jer neither borrow'd, nor were ſo put to \ 
To call poor Gods and Goddeſſes ta do't; | 
Nor made Nine Girles your Muſes (yon ſuppoſe -- 
Women ne'er write, ſave Love-Letters in Proſe) 5 
But are your own Iuſpirers, and have made 
Such powerful Scenes, as when they pleaſe, invade. 
Pur Plot, Senſe, Language, Als ſo pure and fit, 
He's Bold, not Valiant, dare diſpute your Mit. 


George Liſle, Knight. 
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On Mr. 70 HN FLETCHER's 
115 A 
DRE 8 all we joy, when all whom Beaſts and Worms 


ad turn'd to their own SubRtance; and F. 
Whom Earth to Earth, or Fire hath chang'd 22 
We fall behold more then at firſt intire « 


| 
| 


in, 


bt. 


As now Be do, 5 all thine, thine own 
In this thy Muſes Reſurrectiun, 


2 ſcatter d parts, from thy own Race, more Wounds 
Hat fr | 


ſuffer d, than Acteon from his Hounds; 
Which firſt their Brams, and then their Bellies fed, 
And from their Excrements new Poets bred, © 
But now thy Muſe inraged from her Urn 
Like Ghoſts of Murder d Bodies doth' return 
To accuſe the Murderers, to right the Stage, 
And undeceive the long abuſed Age, 
Which caſts thy Praiſe on them, to whom thy Wit 
Gives not more Gold than they give drofs to it: 
Who not content like Fellons to purloin, 
Add Treaſon to it, and debaſe thy Coin. 
But whither am I ftray'd? I need not raiſe 
Trophies to thee from other Mens diſpraiſe ; 
Nor is thy Fame on fer Ruins built, 
Nor =" thy juſter Title the foul guilt 
Of Eaſtern Kings, who to ſecare their Reign, 
Muſt have their Brothers, Sons, and Kindred ſlain. 
Then was Wits Empire at the fatal height, | 
When labouring and ſinking with its weight, 
From thence a thouſand fer Poets ſprung 
Like petty Princes from the fall of Rome. 
When Johnſon, Shakeſpear, and thy ſelf did fit, 
And ſway'd in the Triumwvirate of Mit 
Jet what from Johnſon's Oil and Sweat did flow, 
Or what more eaſie Nature did beſtow 
Oz Shakeſpear's gentler Muſe, in thee full grown 
Their Graces both appear, yet ſo, that none 
Can ſay here Nature ends, and Art begins, 
But mixt like ti Elements, aud born Lhe Twins, 
So interweav*d, ſo like, ſo much the ſame, 
None this meer Nature, that meer Art can name: 
*Twas this the Ancients meant, Nature and Skill 
Are the two tops of their Pernaſſus Hill. 


[] 


J. Denham. 


UPON. 


Mr. JOHN FLETCHER PLAYS. 


FLetcher, fo thee, we do not only owe 
All theſe good Plays, but thoſe of others too: 
Thy Wit repeated, does ſupport the Stage, 
Credits the laſt, and entertains this > : 
C2 
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No Worthies form'd by any uſe but thine ; 
Could purchaſe Robes to make themſelves ſo fine: 
What brave Commmander is not proud to ſee 

Thy brave Melantius in his Gallantry ; 
Our greateſt Ladies love to ſee their 5 

Out- done by Thine, in what themſelves have worn : 
Th impatient Widow cer the Year be done 

Sees thy Aſpaſia weeping in her Gown : 

T never yet the Tragick ſtrain aſſay d 

Deterr'd by that intmitable Maid : 

And when I venture at the Cumich Stile 

Thy Scornful Lady ſeems to mock my toil: 

Thus has thy Muſe, at once, improv'd and marr'd 
Oar Sport in Plays, b _ it too bard. 

So when a ſort luſty Shepherds throw 

The Bar by turns, and none. the 70 oui go 

So far, but that the beſt are meaſuring caſts, 
Their Emulation and their Paſtime laſts; 
But if ſome Brawny Yeoman, of the Guard 
Step in and toſs the Axel-tree'a Tard 

Or more beyond the fartheſt Mark, the reſt 


Deſpairing ſtand, their ſport is at the beſt, 


FRY 


Edw. Waller. 


9 


To FLETCHER Revivd. * 


H W have I been Religious? what ſtrange Good 
Has ſcap'd me that I never underſtood 5 | 

Have I Hell-guarded Hæreſy o'rethrown ? 

HeaPd wounded States? made Kings and Kingdoms one? 
That Fate ſhould be ſo merciful to me, 

To let me live thave ſaid I have read thee, 

Fair Star aſcend ! the Foy! the Life! the Light 
Of this tempeſtuous Age, this dark World's fight ! 
0h from thy Crown of Glory dart one flame 
May ſtrike a ſacred Reverence, whilſt thy Name 
(Like holy Flamens to their God of Day) | 
We bowing, Ving; and whilſt we praiſe we pray. 

7 * pirit! whoſe Eternal Motion 
Of Wit, like Time, ftill in it ſelf did run; 
Binding all others in it, and did give 
Commuſſion, how far this or that ſhall live: 

Like Deſtiny of Poems, who, as ſhe 
Signs Death to all, ber ſelf can never die. 


— 


s 


. 


1 


er. 


And ow thy Purple. rabed Tragedy, 
In her imbroider' d Buskins, calls mine Eye, 
Where brave Attius we ſee betray'd, Valentinian, 
Tobey his Death, whom thouſand Lives obey 
Whilſt that the Mighty Fool hir Scepter breaks, 
And through his Gen'ral's Wounds his own Doom ſpeaks, 
Weaving thus richly Valentinian 
The coſtlieft Monarch with the cheapeſt Man. 

Soldiers may here to their old Glories add, | 
The Lover love, and be with reaſon Mad : The Mad Lo- 
Not as of old Alcides furious, ver. 
Who wilder than his Bull did tear the Houſe, 

(Hurling his Language with the Canpas Stone) 
"Twas thought the Monſter roar d the ſobrer Tone. 


But ah, when thou thy ſorrow didſt inſpire t Come. 
With Paſſions, black as is her dark — Tas, 
Virgins as Sufferers have wept to ſee IN 


So white a Soul, ſo red a Cruelty; _ | 
That thou haſt griev'd, and with unthought redreſs, 
Dry'd their wet Eyes who now thy Mercy bleſs ; 
Yet loth to loſe thy way Fewel, when | 

Foy wip'd it off, Langhter ſtrait ſprung't agen. 

Now I M = rth Der — 11. Hues, Comedies. 
Fans ev'ry brow with gladneſs, whilſt. ſhe ſings The Spaniſh 
Delight to all, and ay whole Theatre lle fe 3 1 
A Feſtival in Heaven doth appear .  rous Lieutenant. 
Nothing but Pleaſure, Love, and lile the Morn) The Tamer 


Each face a 2 7. ſmiling doth adorn. D 


Hear ye foul Speakers, that pronounce the Air 
0f Stew? and i Me — ne TS 
And how to cloath aright your waxton Wit, 
Without her naſty Bawd attending it. of 
View here a looſe Thought, ſad with ſuch a Grace, 
Minerva might have ſpoke in Venus face; | | 
So well diſguiſd, that *twas conceru'd by none 
But Cupid had Diana's Linen on; 
And all his naked Parts ſo vaiPd, ? expreſs 
The Shape with clowding the uucomlineſs; 
That if this Reformation which we | 
Receivꝰd, had not been buried with thee, 
The Stage (as this work) might have liv'd and lov'd; 
Her Lines, the auſtere Scarlet had approv'd, 
And th* Actors wiſely been from that Offence 
As clear, as they are now from Audience. 
Thus with thy Genius did the Scene exprre, 
Wanting thy active aud enliv ning fire 
all Cc 3 That 


/ 


That now (to ſpread a darkneſs over all,) 
Nothing remains but Poeſie to fall. | 
And though from theſe thy Embers we receive 
=_ Some warmth, ſo much as may be ſaid, we live, 
That we dare praiſe thee, bluſhleſs, in the head 
Of the beſt piece Hermes to Love &er read, 
That We rejoice andglory in thy Wit, 
4 Aud feaſt each other with remembring it, 
* That we dare peak thy Thought, thy Acts recite: 
Td Tet all Men henceforth be afraid to Mrite. 


Rich. Lovelace. 


— 


ON I 
Maſter FOHN FLETCHER's 
Dramatical POEMS. 8 


(2 tutelary Spirit of the * 4 


3 * 


Fletcher! I can fix nothing but my Rage 
Before thy Works, *gainſt their officions Crime, 
Who print thee now, in the worſt Scene of Time, 
Er me, uninterrupted hadſt thou ſlept ' | 
Among the Holy Shades, and cloſe hadſt _ 
| The Myſtery of thy Lines, till Men might be 
| Tanght how to Read, and then how to Read thee, 
But now thou art expos'd to thi common fate, 
Revive then (mighty Soul !) and vindicate | 
From th Ages rude Affronts thy injur'd Fame, 
—_— the Envious, with how chaſte a Flame 

hou warm'”ſt the Lover; how ſeverely juſt + 
Thou wert to puniſh, if he burnt 10 * 
With what a bluſh thou didſt the Maid adorn, 
But tempted, with how innocent a ſcorn, 
How Epidemick Errors by thy Play 
Were laughed out of eſteem, fo parg'd away, 
How to each Senſe thou ſo aidſt Virtue fit, 
T hat all grew Virtuous to be thought t have Wit. 
But this was much too narrow for thy Art, 
Zhou didft frame Governments, giveKings their part, 
Teach them how near to God, 2155 juſt they be; 
But how diſſolv d. ſtretebd forth to Tyranny, 
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How Kinggdoms, in their Channel, [afely ru 

But rudel over flowing are undone, ht 5 
Though vulgar Spirits Poets ſcorn or hate: 
Man may beget, A Poet can create. 


Will. Habington. 


UPON 


: 


* 


ꝶ6—— 


Maſter FL ETC HE R's Dramatical 


Hat? now the Stage is down, darſt thou appear, 


Bold Fletcher in this tott ring Hemiſphear? 
Yes ; Poets are like Palms, which the more weight 
You caſt upon them, | more ſtrong and ſtrait, 
"Tis not Fove's Thunde 
Or Neptune's angry Trident, Poets fear. 
Had now grim Ben been breathing, with what rage, 
And high-ſmwoln fury had He laſb d this Age aden 
Shakeſpear with nn had grown mad, and tort 
Their gentle Sock, and lofty Buskins worn, 
To _ their Maſe welter up to the Chin 
In blood; of faigned Scenes no need had been, 
England Jie Lucian's Eagle with an Arrow 
Of her own Plumes piercing her heart quite thorow, 
Had been a Theater and ſubject fit | | 
To _—_ in real Truths their Mit: | 
Tet none like high-wing'd Fletcher had been found 
This Eagles e to ſound, 
Rare Fletcher's Quill had ſcar*d np to the Sky, 
And drawn down Gods to ſee the Tragedy: 
Live famous Dramatiſt, let every Spring 
Make thy Bay flouriſh, and freſh Bourgeons bring : 
Aud fince we cannot have Thee trod 0th* Stage, 


We will applaud Thee in this fulent Page. 


rbolt, nor Mars his Spear, 


* 


* 


Ja. Howell, P. C. C. 
AR 
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On the EDITION. = 7 


PEetcher (mboſe Fame no Age can ever waſte ; 
Envy ef ours, and glory of the laſt). 
Is now alive again; and with his Name 
His ſacred Aſhes wak'd into a Flame; 
Such as before did by a ſecret Charm 
The wildeſt Heart ſubdue, the coldeſt warm, 
And lend the Lady's Eyes a power more bright, 
Diſpenſing thus to either, Heat and Light. 
2 to a Sympathy thoſe Souls betray d 
Whom Love or Beauty never could perſwade ; 
And in each mov d Spectator could beget 
A real Paſſion by a Connterfeit: 
When firſt Bellario Bled, what Lady there 
Did not for every drop let fall a Tear? 
And when Aſpaſia . not any Eye 
But ſeem'd to wear the ſame ſad Livery; 
By bim inſpir'd the feigu d Lucina drew 
More ſtreams of melting Sorrow than the true; 
But then the Scornful Lady did beguile 
7 heir eaſie Griefs, and teach them all to ſmile, 
Thus he Afﬀedtions could, or raiſe or lay; 
Love, Grief and Mirth thus did his Charms obey : 
He Nature taught her Paſſions to out-do, 
Vu to refiae the old, and create neu; 15 
Which ſuch a happy likeneſs ſeem'd to bear, 
As if that Nature Art, Art Nature were. 
Yet ail had nothing been, obſcurely = 
Tz the ſame Urn wherein his Duſt hath ſlept, 
Nor had he ris' the Delphick Wreath to claim, 
Had not the dying Scene expir'd his Name; 
Deſpair our joy hath doubled, he ii come, 
Thrice welcome by this Poſt-liminium, 
Hit loſs preſer'd him; They that ſilencd Wit, 
Are now the Authors to Eternize it; 
Thus Poets are in ſpight of Fate reviv'd, 
And Plays by Intermiſſion longer liv'd, 


Tho. Stanley. 
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On the Edition of Mr. FRANCIS 
BEAUMONT's, and Mr. FO HN 
FLETCHER's PLAYs, never Prin- 
ted before. © DE (A wort 


Am amaz'd; and this fame Extaſie 
Is both my Glory and Apolegy. 
Sober Joys are dull Paſſions ; hey muſt bear 
Proportion to the Sabject: if ſo; where 
Beaumont and Fletcher ſhall vouchſafe to be 
That Subject; That Joy muſt be Extaſie. 
Fury is the Complexton of great Wits ; 
The Fools Diſtemper: He; that's Mad by Fits, 
Is wiſe ſo too, It is the Poets Maſe ; © | 
The Prophets God; the Foolr, and my Excuſe. 
For (in Me) nothing leſ than Fleecher's Name, 
Could have begoz, or juſtify*sd this Flame. 


Lr 5 Return d! methinks it ſhould not be. 


No, not in's Works ; Plays are as Dead as He. 
The Palate of this Age guſts nothing High 7; | 
That has not Cuſtard in't, or Bawdery, © 
Filly and Madneſs fill the Stage: The Scene 
Is Athens; where, the Guilty, and the Mean, 
The Fool ſcapes well enough; Learned and Great, 
Suffer an Oftraciſme ; ſtand Exulute. 
Mankind is falPn again, forunk a Degree, 
A Step below his very s. | 
Nature her Self is out of Tum; and Stick 
Of Tumult and Diſorder, Lunatich. © 
Yet what World would not cheerfully endure 
The Torture, or Diſeaſe, t' enjoy the Cure? 
This Book's the Balſam, and the Hellebore, 
Muſt preſerve Bleeding Nature, and reſtore 
Our Crazy Stupor to a juſt quick Senſe 
Both of Ingratitude, and Providence. | 
That teaches us-(at Once) to feele and know, 
Two deep Points > What we ant, and what we Owe. 
Yet Great Goods have their Ills: Should we Tranſmit 
To Future Times, the Pow'r of Love and Wit, 
In this Example: would they not combine, 
To make Our Imperfetions Their Defign.? 
They'd ſtudy our Corraptions ; and take more 
Care to be Il, than to be Good, before. For 


For nothing but ſo great Infirmity, 

Could — Them a 7 ſuch Remedy. 

Have you not ſeen the Sun's Almighty Ray 
Reſcue thy affrighted World, and redeem Day 
From black Deſpair : how his vidorions Beam 
Scatters the Storm, and drowns the petty flame 
Of Lightning, in the Glory of his Eye: 

How fall of Pow'r, how full of Majeſty? 
When to #s Mortals, nothing elſe was known, 
But the ſad doubt, whether to burn, or drown, 

Choler, and Phlegme, Heat, and dull Ignorance, 
Have caſt the People into ſuch a, Trance, + 
That fears and danger ſeem Great equally, 
And no diſpute left now, but how to die. 
Juſt in zh:s nick, Fletcher ſets the World clear 
Of all diſorder, and reforms us here. 

The formal Touth, that knew ub other Grace, 
Or Value, but his Title, and his Lace, 
Glaſſes himſelf: and in this faithful Mirror, 
Views, diſapproves, reforms, repents his Erroy. 

The Credulous, bright Girl, that believes all 
Langnage, (in Oaths) if Good, Canonical, 

Is b and taught, here, to beware 

Of ev'ry ſpecious Bait, of ev'ry Snare 
Save one; and that ſame Caxtion takes her more, 
Then all the flattery ſhe felt before, N 
She finds her Boxes, and her 7 houghts betray d 
By the Corruption of the Chamber- Maid; 

Then throws her . ns and Diſſemblings by; 
And Vous nothing but Ingenui x. 

The ſevere States mam quits his ſullen Form 
Of Gravity and Bus neſs ; The Lukewarm 
Religious his Neutrality; The hot 
Braimſick Illuminate his Zeal ; The Sot 
Senpidity; The Soldier his Arrears; _ 

The Court its Confidence; The Plebs their Fears; 
Gallants their Apiſhneſs and Perjury, | 
Women their Pleaſure and Inconſtancy ; 

Poets their Vine; the Uſurer his Pelf; 


The World its Vanity ; and I my &. 


Roger L' Eſtrange. 
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ON THE 
Dramatick Po Ms of Mr. Joan FLET HER. 


Onder] who's here? Fletcher, long buried 

Reviv'd? 'Tis he! he's riſen from the Dead, 
His winding Sheet put off, walks above Ground, 
Shakes off 2 Fetters, and is better bound. 
And may he not, if rightly underſtood, 
Prove Plays are lawful ? he hath madethem Good. 
I any Lover Mad? ſee here Loves Cure; 
Unmarried? to a Wife he may be ſure 
A rare one, For a Month; oe diſpleaſe, 
The Spaniſh Curate gives a Writ of Eaſe. 
Enquire The Cuſtom of the Country, ther 
Shall the French Lawyer ſet you free again, 
If the tuo Fair Maids take it wondrous ill, 
(One of the Inn, the other of the Mill,) 
That th' Lovers Progreſs che and they defam'd; 
Here's that makes Women Pleas'd, and Tamer Tam'd. 
But who then plays the Coxcomb, or will try 
His Wit at ſeveral Weapons, or elſe die? 
Nice Valour and he doubts not to engage 
The Noble Gent!'man, i Love's Pilgrimage, 
To take revenge on the Falſe One, and run 
The Honeſt Man's Fortune, to he undone 
Like Knight of Maltha, or e/ſe Captain be 
Or th Humerous Lieutenant: go. to Sea 
(A Voyage for to ſtarve) he's very loath, 
Till we are all at Peace, to Swear an Oath, 
That then the Loyal Subject may have leave 
To lie from Beggar's Buſh, and undeceive 
The Creditor, diſcharge. his Debis ; Why ſo, 
Since we can't pay to Fletcher what we vwe. 
0h could his Propheteſs hut tell one Chance, 
When that the Pilgrims ſpall return from France. 
And once more makt this Kingdom, as of late, | 
The Iſland Princeſs, and we celebrate. \ 
A Double Marriage; every one 10 bring 
To Fletcher's Memory bit offering. 
That thus at laſt unſequeſters the Stage, 
Brings back the Silver, and the Golden Age. 


Robert Gardiner. 
To 
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TO THE 


 'Mants of the celebrated Poets and Fellow. 

Writers, FRANCIS BEAU MONT, 
and FOHN FLETCHER, upon 
the Printing of their Excellent Dramatick 
POEMS. 
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D. not, gentle Shades, the lowly Praiſe 
Which here I tender your immortal Bays. 

Call it not Folly, bat my Zeal, that I 

Strive to Eternize you that cannot dye. 

Aud though no Language rightly can commend 
What you hade Writ, Koe what your ſelves have penn d; 
Yet let me wonder at thoſe curious ſtrains 
(The rich Conceptions of your Twin-like Brains) 

' WHhich.drew the Gods attention; who admir d 
To ſee our Engliſh Stage by you inſpir' d. 

Whoſe chiming Muſes never fail d to ſing 
A Soul-affetting Muſick ; rauiſbing | 
Both Ear and Intellect, while you do each 
Contend with other who ſhall higheſt reach 

| In rare Invention; Conflicks that beget 

T New ſtrange delight, to ſee two Fancies met, 

That could receive no ful. two Wits in growth 

, S juſt, as had one Soul informed both, | 

f T hence (Learned Fletcher) ſang the Muſe alone, 

'Þ | As both had done before, thy Beaumont gone. 

1 In whom, as thou, had he out-liv'd, ſo 35 


— 


- % * n 
* 
8 ——ů ů — —ů—— E lßü. z — 


— — — 2a-— — es — —ůů ——⁵ꝰ⁵ 22 — ———— vb. — —.— (— - "Wenn 
5 = — * , 


r . tn i DS... 


(Snatch'd firſt away) ſurvived ſtill in thee, 
| | What though Diſtempers of the preſent Age 

14 Have banijh*a your ſmooth Numbers from the Stage? 

7 You ſhall be gainers by't; it 1 confer .' | . 

"4 | To ib making the vaſt World your Theater ; | 

The Preſs ſhall give to every Man his part, 

| And we will all be Actors; learn by heart 

j Thoſe Tragick Scenes and Comick Strains you writ, 

: Unimitable both for Art and Mit; | | 

þ And at each Exit, as your Faucies riſe, Fd : 

| | Oar Hands ſpall clap deſerved Plauduics, * II 


4 . John Web. 4 
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To the Deſert of the AUTHOR in his 
moſt Ingenious Pieces. ; 


1 art above their Cenſure, whoſe dark Spirits 
Reſpect but Shades of things, and ſeeming Merits ; 
That have no Soul, nor Reaſon to their Will, 
But Rime as ragged, as a Gander's Quill: 
Where Pride blows up the Error, and transfers 
Their Zeal in Tempeſts, that ſo widely errs. 
Like Heat and Air compreſt, their blind Deſires 
Mix with their Ends, as raging Winds with Fires. 
Whoſe Ignorance and Paſſions, wear an Eye 
Sguint to all parts of true Humanity. 
il Apocripha ſuits not their Vein: 
For Wit, oh ye! and Learning too; prophane ! 
But Fletcher hath done Miracles 1 it, 
And one Line of his may convert them yet. 
Tempt them into the State of Knowledge, and 
Happineſs to read and underſtand. 
The way is ſtrow'd with Lawrel, and ev'ry Muſe 
Brings Incenſe to our Fletcher : whoſe Scenes infuſe 


' Such noble kindlings from her pregnant fire, 


As charms her Critick Poets in deſire, 

Aud who doth read him, that parts leſs indu d, 
Than with ſome heat of Wit or Gratitude. 
Some crowd to touch the Relique of hy Bays, 
Some to cry up their own Wit in his Praiſe, 
And think they engage it 7; Comparatrves, 
When from himſelf, 1 he beſt deri vet. 

Let Shakeſpear, Chapman, and 1 Ben, 
Wear the Eternal Merit of their Pen, 

Here I am Love-fick: and were I to chuſe, 

A Miſtreſs corrival, tu Fletcher's Maſe. . 


George Buck. 


On Mr. BEAUMONT. 
(Written preſently after his Death.) 


BEumont lies here; and where now ſhall we have 
A Muſe like his to ſigh upon his Grave! 

Ah! none to weep this with a worthy Tear, 

But be that cannot, Beaumont, that lies here. 


% 


I ho now ſhall pay thy Tomb with ſuch a Verſe * 
As thou that Lady's didft, fair Rutland's Herſe? 
e 3 
ben all her Marble is more Duſt than & 
In thee all's loſt: a ſudden Dearth and Want. 
Hath ſeiz'd on Wit, good Epitaphs are ſcant; 
We dare not write thy Elegy, whilft each fears 
He acer ſhall match that copy of thy Tears, 
Scarce in an Age a Poet, and yet he | 
Scarce lives the third part of his Age to ſee, 
But quickly taken off and only known, 
Js in a Anne fut as ſoon as ſhown, 
Why ſhould weak Nature tire her ſelf in vain 
In ſuch a piece, to daſh it ſtrait again? 
Why fpould fhe take ſuch Work beyond her 5kill, 
Which when fhe cannot perfect, ſhe muſt kill? , 
Alas, what 1s't to temper Slime or Mire, 
But Nature's puzled when ſhe works in fire: 
Great Brains (like brighteſt Glaſs) crack ſtraight, while thoſe 
Of Stone or Wood hold out, and fear not blows. 
And me their Ancient hoary Heads can ſee 
Whoſe Wit was never their Mortality: 
Beaumont dies young, ſo Sidney did before, 
There was not Poetry he could live to more, 
He could not grow up higher, I ſcarce know 
If th* Art it ſelf unto BEEN could grow, 
Were't not in thee that h 4 arriv'd the height 
Of all that Wit could reach, or Nature might. 
O when I read thoſe excellent _ of thine, 
Such Strength, ſuch Sweetneſs coucht in every Line, 
Such Life of Fancy, ſuch high choice of Brain, 
Nought of the Vulgar Wit or borrowed Strain, 
Such Paſſion, ſuch Expreſſions meet my Eye, 
Such Mit untainted with Obſcenity, 
And theſe ſo unaſfectedly expreſsd, ' 
All in a Language purely flowing dreſt, 
And all ſo horn within thy ſelf, thine own, 
So new, ſo freſh, ſo nothing trod upon. 
e not now that old Menander's Vein 
ruin d to ſurvive in thee again; 
Such in his time was he of he ſame piece, 
The ſmooth, even natural Wit, and Love of Greece. 
Thoſe few ſententious Fragments ſhew more worth, 
Than all the Poets Athens cer brought forth; 
And I am ſorry we have loſt thoſe es = 
On them, whoſe quickneſs comes far ſhort of onrs, And 
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ud dwell not more on thee whoſe every Page 
2 be a Pattern for their Jure and * duly, 
1 will. not yield thy Works, ſa mean a Praiſe; 
More pure, more chaſt, more ſainted than are Plays, 
Nor with that dull ſapemene to be read, 
To paſs a fire, or laugh an hour in Bed. 
How do the Muſes ſuffer every where | 
Tales in ſuch Mantht cenſure, in ſuch Ears, 
That *twixt 4 whiffe, Line or two rehearſe, 
And with their Rheume together ſpaule a Verſe? 
This all a Poems leiſure after Play, 
Drink or Tobacco, it may keep the Day. 
Whilſt even their very 2 they bank 
Is loſt in theſe, that loſe their time in drink. 
Pity then dull we, we that better know, 
Will a more ſerious hour on thee beſtow, 
Why foould not Beaumont in the Morning pleaſe, 
As well as Plautus, Ariſtophanes? 
Who if my Pen may as y "Thoughts be free, 
Were ſcarril Wits and Buffoons both to thee ; 
Tet theſe our Learned of ſevereſt Brow | 
Will deign to look on, and to note them too, 
That will defie our own, tit Engliſh tuff, 
And th' Author is not rotten long enough. 
Alas what flegme are they, compared to thee, 
In thy Philaſter, and Maids Tragedy? 
Where's ſuch an humour as thy Beflus? pray 
Let them put all their Thraſoes in one Play, 
He ſhall out- bid them; their conceit was poor, 
All in a Circle of a Bawd or Whore; 
A coz ning Dance, take the Fool away, 
And not a good jeſt extant in a Play. 
Tet theſe are Wits, becauſe they're old, and now 
Being Greek and Lati , they are Learning too: 
But thoſe their own Thuer were content & allow 
A 1 29 Fame, and thine is loweſt now, 
But thou ſhalt live, and when thy Name is grown 
Six Ages older, ſhall be better known, 
When thouirt of Chaucer's landing in the Tomb, 
Thou fhalt not ſhare, but take up all his room. 


Joh. Earle. 
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They're all but Sub-Exciſemen of bis Mit. 


| HE that hath ſuch Acuteneſs, and ſuch Wit, 
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Mr. FLleTentRr's Incomparable'Pravs. 


Fletcher _— bat that he &er coul 
Safe Mirth, full Lan e, flow in ev'ry Pape, 
At once he doth both => kh and . A n 
All Innocence and Wit, pleaſant and clear, 
Nor Church #or Laws were ever LibePd bere; 
But fair deductions drawn from his great Brain, 
Enough to conquer all-that's Falſe or Vain; WOE 
He e Wis, and Sexſe ſo freely fins, \\ vr 1 
That very Citizens ſpeak handſome things, ny 
Teaching their Wives ſuch unaffected Grace, 
Their Looks are now as handſome as their Face. 
Nor n this violent, he 8 upon # 
The yielding Soul until the Phrenſie's gane 
His very Launcings de the Patient pleaſe | 
As when good Muſick cares a Mad Diſeale. 
Small Poets rifle him, yet think it fair, CRBC} 
Becauſe they rob a Man that well can ſpare; . ous ay 
They feed upon him, owe him every bit. 
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HE Poet lives; wonder not how or why 85 e 1 
dyes | 


e amd 
Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 
(Then newly Dead.) 


As would ak ten good Heads to Huiband it; 
He that can write ſo well that no Man dare 
Refuſe it ſor the beſt, let him beware: 
Beaumont ig dead, by whoſe ſole Death appears, 
Witt a Diſeaſe conſumes Men in few Tears. 


' Rich; Corbet, D. D. 
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TOP To my Friend . 
Maſter JOHN FLETCHER, upon 
his Faithful Shepberdeſ r. 


Know too well, that, no more than the Man 
That Travels through the burning Deſarts, can 
When he is beaten with the raging Sun, 
Half ſmother*d in the Daft, have power to unn 
From a cool River, which himſelf doth find, 
E'er he be ſlak'd; no more can he whoſe Mind a 
Joys in the Muſes, hold from that delight, Go 
2 Nature, and his full Thoughts bid him write : N 
Tet wiſh I thoſe whom I for Friends have known, 
To fing their Thoughts to na Ears but their own, | 
Why ſhould the Man, whoſe Wit ne'er had a ſtain, Ih 
Upon the pablick Stage row his Vein, | 
And make a thouſand Men in Fnudgment ſit, 
To call in queſtion his nndoubted Wit, 
So —_ of . -=_ 3 the — 5 
Which t ould judge by, nor the Parties cauſe * 
X Among the = er s —— one that hath 
In his ewn cenſure an explicite Faith ; 
| One company knowing they judgment lack 
Ground their belief on the next Man in black : 
Others, on him that makes figns, and is mute, 
Some like as he does in the faireſt ſuit, 
. He as his Miſtreſs doth, and fhe 3 chance: | - 
g Nor want there thoſe, who as the Boy doth Dance - 
Between the Acks, will cenſure the whole Play; 
Some if the Wax-lights be not new that day; | 
But multitades there are whoſe Fudgment goes 
Headlong according to the Aclors Cloaths, 
Fir this, theſe publick things and I, agree, 
So ill, that but to do a righe for thee, 
Lad nat been perſwaded to have hurPd 
Theſe few, wal gp Lines, into the World, 
Both to be read, and cenſur d of by thoſe, 
Whoſe very reading makes Verſe ſenſleſs Proſe : 
Such as muſt ſpend above an hour, to Jpet 
A Challenge on a Poſt, to know it well 
But fince it was th hap to throw aw | 
Much Wit, for which the People did not pay, 8 F 
Becauſe they ſaw it not, I not diſlike eo on | : 
This ſecond Publication, which may ſtrike > Dos : 
d . 1 


Their Conſciences, to ſee the thing they ſrorn d, 
To be wy fa much Wit and A ade 
Beſides one vantage more in this ] ſee, 

Tour Cenſurers now mnſt have the Quality 
Of reading, which I am afraid is more 

Than half your ſhrewaeſt Fudges had before, 


Fr. Beaumont. 
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To the worthy Aurn on, 


Mr. JOHN FLETCHER, upon 
| his Faithful Shepherdeſs. 


HE wiſe, and many-headed Bench that fits 
Upon the Life and Death of Plays, and Wits, 
(Compos'd of Gameſter, Captain, Knight, Knight's Man, 
Lady, or Puſill, that wears Mask or Fan, 
Velvet, or Taffata Cap, rank'd in the dark 
With the Shops Foreman; or ſome ſuch brave Spark, 
That may judge for his Six-pence) had, before 
They ſaw it half, damn'd thy whole Play, and more, 
Their Motives were, ſince it had not to do 
| With Vices, which they look'd for, and came to, 
i I, that am glad, thy Innocence was thy Guilt, 
} And wiſh that all the Muſes Blood were ſpilt 
| In ſuch a Martyrdom, to vex their Eyes, 
Do Crown thy murdered Poem: which ſhall riſe 
A glorified work to Time, when Fire, 


Or Mothes ſhall eat, what all theſe Fools admire, C 
6 Ben. Johnſon. 

5 | — BY [ 
| H 

To Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT, D 
| ( Then living.) | N 


H ꝰ I do love thee Beaumont, and thy Muſe, 1 
That unto me doſt ſuch Religion uſe ! | 
Flow I do fear my ſelf, that am not worth A 
The leaſt indulgent Thought thy Pen drops forth! By 
At once thou mak'ſt me 2 and unmak'ſt ; | To 
And giving largely to me, more thou ral .d. N 
What Fate is mine, that Yo it 9 K berenves? | 24 
What Art is thine, that ſo thy Friend deceives? rhe 
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hen evei there where moſt thou praiſeſt mne, 
Fir Writing better, I mt envy — 8 85 N 
Wei BEN. JouNsSoN. 
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UPON a 
Maſter FLETHER's Incomparable PLA Vs. 


4 Pollo /ings, bis Harp reſounds ; give room, 
A For — behold e Pom 2 come, 
Thy Pomp ef Plays which thouſands come to ſee, 
With admiration both of them and thee : 
n O Volume worthy Leaf, by Leaf and Cover 
To be with juice of Cedar uad all over; 
Here's Words with Lines, and Lines with Scenes conſent, ', 
To raiſe an Act to full Aſftonmfhment; 
Here melting Numbers, words of Power to move 
Young Meu to ſworn, and Maids to die for Love. 
Love lies a bleeding here, Evadne there 
Swells with brave Rage, yet comely every where. 
Here's a Mad Lover; . that high deſign _ 
Of King and no King (and the rare Plot thine ;) 
So that whene'er we circumvolue our Eyes, 
Such rich, ſuch freſh, ſuch ſweet Varieties, | 
| Raviſh our Spirits, that entranc d we ſee | 
None writes Love's Paſſion in the World, like thee. 


Rob. Herrick. 


— — 


On the happy Collection of Mr. FLETCENS» 
Works, never before Printed. 
FLetcher ariſe, VUfarpers ſhare thy Bays, 


— They Canton hy vaſt Mit to build ſimall Plays: 
| He comes! his Volume breaks through Clouds and Duſt, 
IF Down, little Wits, ye muſt refund, ye muſt. 


Nor comes he private, here's great Beaumont two ; e 

How could one Hoek World encompaſs too? 

For theſe Co-heirs had equal Power to teach 

All that all Wits both can end cannot reach. 

Shakeſpear was early 72 and went ſo dreſt 

As for thoſe dawning hours he knew was beſt ; 

But when the Sun fhone forth, You Two thought fit 

To wear juſt Robes, and leave off Trunk-boſe-Wit. 

Nw, now 'twas Perfeck; none muſt lool for New, 

Manners and Scenes may alter, . nut You; f 
2 or 
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For yours are not meer Humorous, gilded ſtruins;“ 
The Faſhion loſt, your maſſy Senſe remams, + - 
Some thint your Wits of two Complexions fram'd, 
* That one the Sock, th" other the Busk in claim d;, 
That ſhould the Stage Embattle all its force, 
Fletcher woxld lead the Foot, Beaumont the Horſe. 
But, yon were Both for Both; not Semi-wits, 
Each Piece is wholly Two, yet never 2 | 
Dare not two Faculties (avs one Soul Hill) 
He th) Underſtanding, h the quick free Will; 
But, as two Voices in one Song embrace, 
(Fletcher's teen Trebble, and deep Beaumont's Bale) 
Two, full, Congenial Souls; ſtill both prevail " ; Woh 
His Muſe and thine were Quarter'd, ut Impal'd: 
Both brought your Ingots, both toil'd at the Mint, 
Beat, — ſifted, "till. uo droſs fluck in: ti, 
Then in each others Scales weigh'd every Grain, 
Then ſmooth'dand burniſh d, then weigh d all gain, 
Stampt both your Names upoa't at one bold hit, 
Then, then "twas Coin, as well as Bullion- Mit. 
Thus Twins : But as when Fate one Eye defrives, - 
That other ſtrives to double which ſurvives. _ _. 
I! So Beaumont dy'd: yet left in Legacy” 
| His Rules and Standard. uit (Fletcher) to thees 
| Sill the ſame Planet, though not filFd ſo ſoon, 
A Two-hornd Creſcent then, now one Full- moon. 
Joint Love before, now Honour doth provoke ; 
Fo th old Twin-Giants forcing a huge Oak, 
One ſlip'd his footing, th” other ſees Tim fall, 
Graſp'd the whole Fee and fingle held up all. 
Imperial Fletcher! here begins thy Reign. 
Scenes flow like Sun-beams from thy glorious Brain; 
Thy ſwift diſpatching Soul no more doth ſtay 
Than he that built two Cities in one day; 
Ever brim-full, and ſometimes running oer 
To feed poor languid Wits that wait. at Door, 
Who creep and creep, yet ne'er above-ground ſtood, 
(For Creatures have miſt Feet which have leaſt Blovd) 
But thou art ſtill that Bird of Paradiſe 
Which hath no feet, and ever nobly flies: 
Rich, Inſly Senſe, ſuch as the Poet ought, 
For Poems if not Excellent, are Naught; 
Low Mit in Scenes? in ſtate a Peaſant goes; 
" ff mean and flat, let it foot Teoman- Profe, 
That ſuch may ſpell as are not Readers grown, 
To whom he that writes Wit, ſbeuis he hath none. 


1 


v * 11 


"I | 
Brave Shakeſpear flow'd, yet had his Ebbings too, < 
Often above himſelf,” ſometimes below ; 
hou always beſt ; if onght ſeem d to decline, 
'Twas the unjudging Ront's miſtake, not thine: 
Thus thy fair Shepherdeſs, which the bold heap 
(Falſe to themſelves and thee) did prize ſo cheap, 
Was found (when underſtood) fit to be Crows'd, 
At worſt twart worth two hundred thouſand Pound. 
Some blaſt thy Works leſt we ſhould track their Walk, 
Where they ſteal all thoſe few good things they talk; 
Wit- Burglary muſt chide thoſe is feeds on, 
Fir plunder'd folks ought to be raid upon; * 
But (as ſtoln Goods goes off at half their worth) 
Thy ſtrang Senſe pulls when they parloin it forth. ' 
hen didft thou borrow? where's the Man cer read 
0ught begg'd by Thee from thoſe Alive or Dead? 
Or from dry Goddeſſes, as ſome who when + 
They ſtuff their Page with Gods torite worſe than Mes; 
Thon waſt thine own Muſe, and hadſi ſuch vaſt odds 
Thou ont-writ*ft him _ Verſe made all thoſe Gods: 
Sarpaſſing thoſe uur Dwarfiſh: Age uftrears, 
72 Greeks or 7 thee © ther! 2 
Ocean Fancy knew nor Banks nor Damms, 
He ebb doom dry to Pebble-Anagrams ;j. © 
Dead and 5 all deſpairing ſit c 
Lift to behold this great Relapſe of Wit: 
What flrength remains, is like that (wild and fierce) 
Till Johnſon made good Poets and right Verſe. 
Such boyſProns Trifles thy Muſe would not brook, 
Save when ſhe'd ſhow how ſcurvily they look; 
No ſavage Metaphors (things rudely Great) 
Don doſt diſplay, not butcher 4 Concezt ; | 
Thy Nerves have Beauty, which Invades and Charms ; 
Looks like a Princeſs harneſs'd in bright Arm. 
Nor art thou Loud and Cloudy; thoſe that do 
Thunder ſo much, do't without Lightning too; 
Tearmg themſelves, and almoſt ſþ it their Brain 
To render * what thou ſpea 1 free and clean; 
Such gloomy Senſe may paſs fr High and Proud, 
But true - born Wit ſtill flies above the Cloud; 
Thou know'ſt *twas Impotence what they call Height; 
Who blufters ſtrong i'th' Dark, but creeps it Light, 
And as thy Thoughts were clear, ſo, Innocent; 
Thy Phancy gave no unſwept Language vent; 
Naunder'ff not Laws, prophan ſt no holy Page, 
vc Ml (45 if thy Father's Crofier T= the Stage) 
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Higb Crimes were ſtill arraigu d, tho) they made ſhiſt 

To prifper out bur Ad — lagu d 2 _ 

AlPs ſafe, and wiſe; no ſtiff-affetted Scene, : 

Nor ſwoln, nor flat, a true full natural Vein; 

Thy Senſe (like well-areſt Ladies) cloath'd as Skinu'd, 

Not all unlac d, nor City-ftarch'd and piun d; 

Thon hadſt no Sloath, uo Rage, no ſullen Fit, 

But Strength and Mirth, Fletcher's a Sanguine Wit, 
Thus, two great Conſul-Puerts all things ſway'd, 

Till all was Engliſh Born or Engliſh Made: 

Mitre and Coife here into One Piece ſpun, 

Beaumont @ Judge*s, this a Prelate's Son. 

What ſtrange Production is at laſt diſplay d, 

(Got by two Fathers, without Female aid 

Behold, two Maſculines eſpoxs'd each other, 

Wit and the World were born without a Mother. 


J. Berkenhead. 
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ON THE 


WORKS of BEAUMONT and 
FLETCHE R, now at length Printed. 


(Gf Pair of Authors, whom one equal Star 
Begot ſo like in Genius, that you are 

In Fame, as well as Writings, both ſo knit, 

That no Man kaows where to divide your Wit, 

Much leſs your Praiſe ; you, who had equal Fire, 

And did each other mutually inſpire; 

Whether one did Contrive, the other Write, 

Or one fram d the Plot, the other did Tndite? | 

Whether eue found the Matter, th' other Dreſs, 

Or the one diſpoſed what th* other did expreſs? 

Wiere-cer your Parts between your ſelves lay, we, 

In all things which you did but one Thread ſee, 

So evenly drawn ont, ſo rently Jpn, | 


That Art with Nature ne er did ſi 


moother run. 

Where fhall I fix my Praiſe then? or what part . 

Of all your name ruus Labours hath deſert. 

HMore to be ſum d than other? Shall I ſay, 

I've met a Lover ſo drawn in your Play, 

So paſſionately written, ſo inflam d, 

So jealouſly inrag*a, then gently tam d, 

That I in reading have the Perſon ſeen, | 

And your Pen hath part Stage and Adtor been? + "00 


/ 


r ſhall I ſt, that I can ſcarce forbe 
FAG 119 12 . do meet . 
8 N in ty ny ua N Areſt, 
So braggingly, ile himſelf expre 
That 2. 5 5 ang "bing play's 
Saw, bluſÞd, departed guilty, and betray d? 
You wrote all Parts robe: whatſoe'er the Stage 
Had from you, was ſeen there as in the Age, 
And had their equal Life: Vices which were 
Manners 3 did grow corrected there: 
Th wed et a Box, and half Crows ſpent 
To learn . returned innocent, 4, 
Aud than d you for this Coz) nage, whoſe chaſte eue 
Taught Loves ſo woble, ſo reform d, ſo clean, 
That they who brought foul fires, and thither came 
To bargain, went thence with a holy flame, 
Be't to your Praiſe top, that your Stock and Vein 
Held both to Tragick and to Comic Strain; 
Where-eer you liſted to be high and grave, 
No Buskin ſhew'd more ſolemn, no Quill gave. 
Such feeling Objects to draw Tears from Eyes, 
Sectators ſate part in your Tragedies. 
And where you liſted to be low and free, 
Mirth turn'd the. while Homſe into Comedy; 
S piercing (where you pleas'd) hitting a fanlt, 
That Humours from your Pen iſſued all Salt. 
Nor were you thus in Works and Poems Ruit, 
As to be but two halfs, and make one Mit; 
Bat as ſome things we ſee, have double canſe, 
And yet the effect it ſelf from both whole draus; 
S though you were thus twiſted and combin'd 
- two Bodies, to * one fair 7 * 

et if we praiſe yuu rightly, we muſt ſy-hy 
Bot 25 2 both th wholly ws 2 Piay, 
For that you could write ee we muy gueſs 
by the divided pieres which the Preſs 

ath ſeverally bor forth; nor were gone ſo 
(Like ſome our Modern Authors) made to go 
On meerly by the help of th other, who | 
To purchaſe Fame do come forth one of two; 
Mer wrote you fo, that one*s part was to lick 
The other into Shape, nor did one ſtick 
The other”s cold Inventions with ſuch Wit, | 
As ferv'd like Spice, to make them quick and, fit ; 
Nor out of mutual Want, or Empimeſs, 
Did yog. conſpire to go ſtill Twins " t Preſs, 
| : ; 4 | 
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But what thus joined you wrote, might havs come forth 
As good from each, and ſtored with the ſame worth 
That thus united them, you did join Senſe, ; 

In yon tas League, in others Tmpotencg; 

And the Preſs which both thus amongſt us ſends, 
» Sends us one Poet in a pair of Friends. Wk | 
Jaſper Maine. 
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UPON + | 
The Report of the Printing: of the Dramatical 
Portms of Maſter Joun FIETRER, 


collected before, and now ſet forth in one 
- Volume. 


12 when all Fletcher writ, and the entire 

Man was indulged unto that ſacred fire, 

His Thoughts, and bis. Thoughts dreſs, 1 both ſuch, 

That iwas his happy fault to do too much; | 

ho therefore with did ſubmit each Birth. 

To knowing Beaumont cer it did come forth, 

Waerking again until be ſaid 'twas fit, 

And made him the ſobriety. of his Wit; 

Though thus he call d his 32 e into his Fame, 

And for that aid allow'd, him half the name, 

*Tis known, that ſometimes he did ſtand alone, 

That both the Spunge and Pencil were his own; 

That himſelf judged himſelf, could ſingly do, 

And was at laſs Beaumont and Fletcher too: © , 

Elſe we had loft his Shepherdeſs, à piece 3 
Even and ſmouth, ſpun from. a finer fleece, | 8 

Where ſoftneſs reigus, where Paſſions Paſſious greet, 

Gentle and bigh, as floods of Balſam meet. 

I here dreſs'd in white Eæxpreſſions, fit bright Loves, 

Drawn, like their faireſt Queen, by milky Doves; 

A piece, which Johnſon in a, Rapture bid 

Come up a glorifi'd Work,. and ſo it did. 20 

Elſe had his Muſe ſet with his Friend; the Stage 

Had miſs'd thoſe Poems, which yet take the Age; 

The World had loſt thoſe rich Exemplars, where __ 

Art, Language, Wit, fit ruling in one Shear, 

Where the freſh matters ſoar abuve old Theses, FAA e 

As Prophets Raptures do above our Dream; 

here in a worthy ſcora he dares refuſe Be al 

All other Gods, aud makes the thing his Maſe ; | = 

NY a | | ere 
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Where he calls Paſſions up, and lays them ſo, 
As Spirits, aw'd by hint to come and ge; | 38 
Where the free Author did what-&er he world, A 
And nothing wilPd but what a Poet fhoald. 

No vaſt uncivil bulk ſwells any Scene, 
The Strength's Ingenions, and the Vigonr Clean; 
None can prevent the Fancy, and ſee through 
At the 7758 ening; all ſtand wondring 2 
The thing will be until it 15; which thence 
With freſh Delight ſtill cheats, ſtill takes the Senſe ; 

The whole Defign, the Shadows, the Light's ſuch 
That none can 170 he fhews or hides too much: 
Buſineſs grows 75 ripened by juſt encreaſe, 
And by as juſt Degrees again doth ceaſe, ' 
The Heats and Minutes of Affairs are wateh'd, 
And the nice Points of Time are met, andſnatch'd: 
Nought later than it ſnnuld, nougbit comes before; 
Chymiſts, and Calculators do err more: | | 
Sex, Age, Degree, Aﬀfedttons, Country, Place, 
The inward Subſtance, and the outward Face; 
All kept preciſely, all exactly fit. 
What he would Write, he was before be Writ. - © 
*Twix*d Johnſon's Grave, and Shakeſpear*s lighter Sound, 
His Muſe ſo ſteer d, that ſomething ſtill was fund, 
Nor this, nor that, nor both, but ſo his own, © 
That twas his Mark, and he was 4 it notun, 
Hence did he take true Fudgmente, hence did ftrike 
All Pallates ſome way, though not all alike : 
The God of Numbers might his Numbers Crown, 
And liſtning to them wiſh they were his own. 
Thus welcome forth, what Faſe. or Wine, or Wit 
Darſt yet produce, that it, what Fletcher wree. 


ANOTHER: 


Fetch er, though ſome call it thy fault, that Wit 
So everflow'd thy Scenes, that &er "twas fit 
To come upon the Stage, Beaumont was fats 

To bid thee be more dull, that's write again, 

And bate ſome of thy Fire, which from thee came 
In a clear, bright, full, but too large a Flame; 
And after all ( finding thy Genius ſuch) 

That blunted, and allay'd, tas yet too much; 
Added his fober Spunge, and did contract 

Thy Plenty to leſs Wit to make't exact; 


Tet 


* 


Yet we through his Corredions could ſee 

Mauch Treaſure in thy ſuperfluity, 

Which was ſo fi d away, as when we do 

Cut jewels, that that's loſt is Fewel too: 
Or as Men uſe to waſh Gold, which we know 
By loſing makes the Stream thence Wealthy grow. 
They who do on thy Works ſeverely fit, 

And call thy ſtore the Over- Births of Wit, 

Say thy Miſcarriages were rare, and when 
Thou wert ſuperfluous, that thy fruitful Pen 
Had no fault but abundance, which did lay 
Out in one Scene what might well ſerve @ Play; 
And hence do Luxx that what they call Exceſs 
Was to be reckon'd as thy bappineſs, _ 

From whom Wit iſſued in a full Spring-tide ; 
Much did inrich the Stage, much fou d beſide. 
For that thou couldft thine ewn free Fancy bind 
In ſtricter Numbers, and run ſs confi 

As to obſerve the Rules of Art, mbnch ſway 

In the contrivance of a true born Play: 

Theſe Works proclaim, which thou 45 | 
From Beaumont, by none bur thy "al N 4 

l here we ſee 'twas not Chance that made them hit, 
Nor were th Plays the Lotteries of Wit, 

But like to er's Pencil, which firſt knew 

The Laws of Faces, and then Faces drew : 

Thou know'ſt the Air, the Coloar, and the Place, 
The Symetry, which gives a Poem Grate: 

Parts are ſo fitted unto Parts, as do 

Shew thou hadſt Wit, aud Mathematicſs too: 
Kneu'ſt where by Line to ſpare, where to diſpence, 
And didſt beget {uf Comeares from thence: 
Things anto which thou didſt ſuch Life bequeath, - 
That they their own Black-Friers) anacted breath. 
33 hath wr things laſting, aud Divine, 
Tet his Love- Scenes, Fletcher, compar'd to thi 


Are cold and froſty, and expreſt Love ſo, 


As Heat with Ice, or warm Fires mix*d with Snow ; 


Thou, as if ſiruck with the ſame generous Darts, 
Which barn and reigu in noble Lovers Hearts, 
Haſt cloath'd Affections in ſuch native tires, 

And ſo deſcrib'd them in their ows true Fires ; 

Such moving ſighs, ſuch r eee tears, 

| Suchcharms of N ſuch hopes mix* dwithfegrs ; 
Such Grants after Dentals, ſuch Purſuits 

After Deſpair, ſuch amonous Recruits, 
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That ſome tbo ſate Spect᷑ators have confeſs 
Themſelves transform'd to what they ſaw expreſt, 
And felt ſuch ſhafts ſteal through their captiv'd Senſe, 
As made them riſe Parts, and go Lovers thence. 
Nor was thy Stile wholly compos'd of Groves, 
Or the foft Strains of Shepherds and their Loves; 
When thou would*ſt Comck be, each ſmiling Berth 
In that kind, came into the World all Mirth, 
All point, all edge, all ſharpneſs; we did ſit 
Sometimes five Acts out in pure ſprightful Mit, 
Which flow'd in ſuch true Salt, that we did doubt 
In which Scene me laugh d moſt two Shillings out. 
Shakeſpear to thee was dull, whoſe beſt Fejt lies 
Pth' Ladies queſtions, and the Fools replies; 
Old faſhion'd Wit, which walk d from Town to Town, 
In turn'd Hoſe, which our Fathers call d the Clowns ; 
Whoſe Wit our nice times would Obſceneneſs call, 
And which made Bawary paſs for Comical: © 
Nature was all his Art, thy Vein was free 
As his, but without his ſcurrility; 
From whom Mirth came unforc'd, no Feſt Perpleæ d, 
But without labour clean, chaſt, and unde l. 
Thou wert net like ſome, our ſmall Poets who 
Could not be Poets, were not we Poets too; © 
Whoſe Wit is pilfring, and whoſe Vein and FPealth 
* Poe = meer A in their flealth;, 5 

or dlidſt thou feel their drought, their „ their qualms, 
Their rack in Writing, who & we for Aber? Bank 
Whoſe wretched Genius, and dependent Fires, 
But to their Benefactors Dole aſpires. 
Nor hadſt thou the fly Trick, thy ſelf to praiſe 
Under thy Friends Names; or to purchaſe Bays 
Didſt write ſtale Commendations to thy Book, 
Which we for Beaumont's or Ben Johnſon's 700k : 
That Debt thou left fÞ to us, which none but he 
Can truly pay, Fletcher, who writes like thee. 


William Cartwright. 
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Orpheus muſt leave his Lyre, or if it be 
Tn Heav'n, "tis there a Sign, no Harmony; 
And Stones, that Gollow'd, him, may notu become 
ow Stones again, and ſerve him for his Tomb. 
The Theban Linus, that was ably still d 
In Muſe and Muſick, was by Phoebus &ilPd, 
Though Phoebus did beget him: ſure his Art 
| Had merited his Balſam, not his Dart. 
Bat here Apollo's Fealoufie is ſeen, 
The God of Phyſick's troubled with the Spleen ;, 
Like timorous Kings he puts a period 
To high grown Parts, leſt he ſhould be no God. 
Hence thoſe great Ae its of Greece, that gave 
Life to the World, could not avoid a Grave. 
Hence the inſpired Prophets of ald Rome, 
Too great fur Earth, 44 zo Elizium, 
But the ſame Oftraciſme benighted one, 
To whom all theſe were but Illufion ; 
It took our Fletcher hence, Fletcher, whoſe Mit 
Was not an Accident to the Soul, but it ; 
Only diffus'd, ¶ Thus we the ſame Sun call, 
Moving th) Sphere, and ſhining on @ Wall.) 
Wit, ſo high plac d at firſt, it could not climb, 
Wit, that ne er grew, but only ſhow'd by time, 
No fire-work of Sack, no ſeldom ſhown 
Poetick Rage, but ſtill in Motion: 
And with far more than Spherick Excellence 
It mot d, for tas its own Intelligence. 
And yet jo obvious to Senſe, ſo plain, 
You'd ſcarcely think't ally d unto the Brain: 
So jrveet, it gain d more ground apen the Stage 
The Jjahuſon with his ſelf-admiring rage 
E'er laſi: and then ſo naturally it fell, 
That tools would think, that they could do as well. 
© T his is our loſs: yet ſpight of Phoebus, we 
Will keev our Fletcher, * r his Wit is He. 
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Upon tke ever to be Admired Mr. JOHN 
FLETCHER, and his PLAYS. 


Hat's all this Preparation for? or w 

Such ſudden Triumphs? Fletcher, the People cry 
Juſt ſo, when Kings approach, our Conduits run | 
Claret, as here the 5 on flow Helicon; © 

See, every ſprighful Muſe dreſd trim and gay 

Strews Herbs, aud ſtatters Roſes in his way. 

Thus th outward Tardſet round with Bays u have ſeen, 
Which from the Garden hath tranſplanted been: ; 
Thus, at the Pretor's Feaſt, with needleſs coſts 
Some muſt l' employ'd in Painting of the Poſts: 

And fome, as Diſhes made for fight, not taſte, 

Stand here as things for Shew to Fletcher”s Feaſt. 

Oh what an Honour] what a Grace t had been 8 
T* have had his Cook in Rollo ſerv'd them in! "of 

Fletcher zhe King of Poets. ſuch was be, + 

That earn'd all Tribute, claim'd all Soveraignty ; 

And may he that denies it, learn to bluſh 

At's Loyal Subject, ſtarve at's Beggar's Buſh : 

And if not drawn by Example, Shame, nor Grace, 
Turn ver tos Coxcomb, and the Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 

Monarch of li it] great Magazine of Wealth! 

From whoſe rich Bank, \ by @ Promethean-ſtealth, 
Our leſſer lames do blaze! His the true Fire, 
When 7 like Gloworms, being touch'd, expire. 


"Twas firſt believ d, becanſe he always was, 
The Ipſe dixit, aud Pythagoras 
To our Diſciple-Wits; his Soul might run 
(By the ſame Dream - Tranſmigratien ) 
Into their rude and indigeſted Brain, 4 
Aud ſo inform their Chaos Inmp again; "i 
For many ſpecious Brats of this laſt Age 
Spoke Fletcher perfealy in every Page. 
This rotuoz'd his Rage to be abuſed thus: 
Made Lover Mad, Lieutenant Humerous. 

{hns Ends of Gold and Silver-Men are made 

(As th* uſe to ſay) Goldſmiths of his own trade; 

Thus Rag-Men from the Dung hil often hop, | Ong 

And 57% forth by chance a Broker's ww - 
But by his own Light, now, we have deſcry'd 
The Droſt, frum that hath been ſo purely try'd. 
Protens of Wit! who reads him doth not ſee 
The Manners of each Sex, of each Degree 


His full ſtor d Fancy doth all humount fill, 
From th Queen of Corinth zo the Maid o'th* Mill; 
His Curate, Lawyer, Captain, Propheteſs 
| Shew he was all and every one of theſe; 
He taught (ſo ſubtly were their Fancies feiz'd). 
To Rule a Wife, and yet the Women pleas'd. 
Parnaſſus ig thine own, Clain't as. Merit, 
Law makes the Elder Brother to inherit, 


G. HI LLS: 


In Honour of | Bj ts M. 
Mr. FOHN FLETCHER. 


8 0 Fletcher now preſents ro Fame 

His alone ſelf and unpropt Name, 
As Rivers, Rivers entertain, | 
But ſtill fall ſingle into th* Main; 

So doth the Moon in Conſort ſhine 
Ter flows alone into its Mine, 

And though her Light be juintly throws, 
When ſhe makes ſilver tis her own : 
Perhaps his * flew ftronger, when 
*Twas weaved with his Beaumont*s Pen; 
And might with deeper wonder hit, 

I could not ſhew more his, more Wit; 
S Hercules came by Sex and Love, 
When Pallas ſprang from ſingle Jove; 
He took his Beaumont for Embrace, 

Not to grow by him, and increaſe, 

Nor for Support did with him tine, 
He was his Friend's Friend, not his Vine, 
His Wit with Wit he did not twiſt | 
To be aſſiſted, but ? aſſiſt. 

And who could ſuccour him, whoſe Oo 
Did both run Senſe, and Senſe diſtill ? 
Had Time and Art in't, and the while 
Slid even as theirs wh are oul Syle. 
Whether his chance did caſt it ſo 

Or that it did like Rivers flow 

Becauſe it muſt, or whether tere 

A ſmoothneſs from his File and Ear, 

Not the moſt ſtrictk enquiring Nail 


Con d e er find where his piece did fail | 3 
Of entire Oneneſs; ſo the Frame, 6 
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Was Compoſition, yet the ſame. Hou 7 


How doe he breed his Brother? and 
Make Wealth and Eſtate underſtand? 
Sutes Land to Wit, makes Luck match Merit, 
And makes an Eldeſt fitly inberit: 

How was he Ben, when Ben did write 

To th' Stage, not to his Fudge endite? 
How did he do what Johnſon dia, 

And Earn what Johnſon won d have ſaid? 


Jos. How of Trin. Coll. Oxon. 
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Maſter FOHN FLETCHER his Drama- 
tical WORKS now at laſt Printed. 


| Could praiſe Heywood now : or tell how long, 
Falſtaffe from cracking Nuts hath kept the throng : 
But for a Fletcher, I muſt take an Age, 
And ſearce invent the Title for one Page. 
Gods muſt create new Spheres, that ſhould expreſs 
The ſev'ral Accents, Fletcher, of thy Dreſs : 
the Pen of Fates ſhould only write thy Praiſe; 
And all Elizium for thee turn to Bays. 
Thou feltſt no pangs of Poetry, ſuch as they, 
Who the Heav'ns quarter fall before a Play, 
And ſearch the Ephemerides to find, 
When the Aſpect for Poets will be kind. 
1 Poems 3 String) did from thee flow, 
th as much pleaſure, as we read them now. 
Nor need we only take them up by fit., 
When Love or Phyſict hath diſeas'd our Mits; 
Or conſtrue Engliſh #9 unty a knot, 
Hid in a Lon ſubtler than the Plot. 
With thee the Page may cloſe his Ladies Eyes, 
And yet with thee the ſerious Student Kiſe : 
The Eye at ſer' ral angles darting Rays, | 
Makes, and then ſees, new Colours; ſo thy Plays 
To ev'ry Underſtanding ſtill appear, 
— if _ _ nent to take that Ear 5 
e Phraſe ſo terſe and free of a juſt Poiſe, 
Where every word has weight 2 no Noiſe, 
The Matter too ſo nobly fit, no leſs | 
Than ſuch as only could deſerve thy Dreſs: 
Witneſs thy Comedies, Pieces of ſuch worth, 
All 27 ſtill lile, bat ne er bring forth, 
Other in ſeaſon laſt ſcarce ſo long time, 
As coſt the Poet but to make the Rhime: 
Where, if a Lord a new way does but ſpit, 
Or change his ſurng, this antiquates the Mit. That 
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That thou didſt live before, nuthing would tell 
Poſterity, could they but write ſo well, © 
Thy Cath lick Fancy will Acceptance find, © 
Net whilſt an Humour living, but Mankind. 

T how, like thy Writings, Innocent and Clean, © 
 Ne'er practisd a new Vice, to make one Scene, 
None of thy Ink had Gall, and Ladies can” 
Securely hear thee ſport, without a fun. 

But uber thy Tragick Muſe would pleaſe to riſe 

Ins Majeſly, and call Tribute from our Eyes; 

Like Scenes, we ſhiſted Paſſions, and that ſo, 

M ho only came to fee, turn'd Actors too. 9 
How didſt then fey the Theatre] make ns feel 


The Players Wounds were true, and theif, Swords Steel © 


Nay, ftranger yet, how often did I know © _ \ + 
When the Spectators ran to ſave the blow? 
Frozen with Grief we could not flir away 
Until the Epilogue told us *twas a Play.” © 
What fhall I do? all Commendations end, © 
In ſaying only thou wert Beaumont's Friend . 
Give me thy Spirit quickly, for I ſwell, 
And like a ravi Prophzeeſs cannot tel! 
How to receive thy Genius in my Breaſt: 


0h! I muſt ſleep, and then Pl fing the reſk, © 
| T. PALMER of Ch. Ch. Oxon. 


Upon the Unparalell'd PLAYS written by 


thoſe Renowned Twins of POETRY, 
BEAUMONT and FLETCHER. 


Hat's here? another Library of Praiſe, 
Miet in a Troop advance contemned Plays, 
And bring exploded Wit again in Faſhion ? 
I can't but wonder at this b 2 
My skipping Soul ſurfeits with ſo much gooa, 
| To he = A into fruition bud. q 
A happy Chimilſtry ! bleſt Viper, Joy! 
That ; th h thy Mothers Bowels guaw'ſt thy way 
Wits flock in Shoals, and club to re- erect 
In ſpigbt of Ignorance the Architect 
Of Occidental Poeſy; and turn 
Gods, to recal Wits Aſhes from their Urn. 
Like huge Colloſſes they' ve together met 
Their Sonlders, to ſupport a World of Writ. 


We plainly read Mythologiz'd in this; 


i N 


The Tale of Atlas (though of Truth it miſs, Orphe- 


Orpheus a. 4 Amphion, whoſe undying Stories 
Made Athens famous, are but Allegories. - 
*Tis Poetry has power to civilige 
Mem, worſe than Stones, more blockiſh thanthe Trees. 
1 cannet chaſe but think (now things ſo fall) 
That Wit is paſt its Climattericall ;z + | 
And though the Muſes have been dead and gone, 
I know they'll find a Reſurrection. 

Zit vain to praiſe ; they're to themſelves a Glory, 
Aud Silence is our ſweeteſt Oratory. 
tor he that names but Fletcher muſt needs be 
Found guilty a lum Hyperbole. 
His Fancy 15 tranſcendently aſpires, | 
He ſhows himſelf a Wit, who but admires. 

ere are no Volumes ſtufft with cheverle Senſe, 

The very Anagrams ef Eloquence, ' 7 
Nor long-long-winded Sentences that be, da 
Being rightly ſpelPd, but Wits Stenographie. 
Nor Words, as void of Reaſon, as of Rhime, 
Only cæſura' d to ſpin out the time. | 
But here's a Magazine of nureſt Senſe 
Cloath'd in the neweſt Garb of Eloquence. 
Scenes that are quis and ſprightly, in whoſe Veins 
Bubbles the Quinteſſence of ſweet-high ſtrams, | 
Lines like their Authors, and each word of it 
Does fay *twas writ b Gemini of Wit. = 

How happy is our Age! how bleft our Men 
When ſuch rare Souls live themſelves ver again, 
We err, that think a Poet dies; for this 
Shews that tis but a Metempſychoſis. - 
Beaumont and Fletcher here at laſt we ſee 
Above the reach of dull Mortality, 
Or 2 of Fate : and thus the Proverb hits 
(That's ſo much croſs'd) Theſe Men live by their Wits. 


Alex. Brome. 


On the DEATH and WORKS of 
Mr. FONH FLETCHER. _ 


M Y Name, ſo far from great, that "tis not known, -—- 
Can lend no Praiſe but what thow' dſt bluſh to ewn; 
And no rude Hand, or feeble Wit ſhould dare 0 
To vex thy Shrine with an unlearned Tear. W 

I'd have a State of Wit convot' d, which hath wats 
A power to tate np on the common Faith ; 


e | That 
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That when the loch of the whole Kingdom's ſpent 

In but Preparative to thy Monument, 

The prudent Council may invent freſb ways 

To get new Contribution to thy Praiſe, 

And rear it high, and equal to thy Wit, 

Which muſt give Life and Monument 10 it. 
So when late Eſſex dy d, the pnbleck Face 

Wore Sorrow in't; pug to add monrnful Grace 

To the fad Pomp of his lamented fall, 

The Common-wealth ſeru'd at bis Funeral, 

And by a ſolemn Order built his Hearſe. _ 
But not like thine, built by thy ſelf, in Verſe, 

Where thy advanced Jmagy ſafely lands 

Above the reach of Sacri * hands, 


Baſe hands, how 1 ly your diſcloſe 


Your Rage gainſt Camden's learned Ashes, whoſe 


Defaced Statua and Martyr'd Book, | 

Like an Antiquity and Fragment look, 

Nonnulla deſunt's leg:bly appear, Dont 

So truly now Camden's Remains 1ye there. 
Vain Malice) how he mocks shy Rage, while breath 
Of Fame ſhall ſpeak his great Elizabeth ! 

*Gainſt Time and thee he well provided hath, 
Britannia i the Tomb ard yoo 
Thus Princes hononrs ; but Mit only gives 


Name which to ſucceeding Ages lives. 


Singly we now conſult our ſelves and Fame, 
Ambitions to twiſt ours with thy great Name. 
Hence we thus bold to praiſe. as a Vine 
With ſubtle Wreath, and cloſe Embrace W0th twine 
A friendly Elm, by whoſe tall Trunk it fhoots 
And gathers growth and moiſture from its Kovts; 
About its Arms the thankfal cluſters cling 
Like Bracelets, and with purple ammelling 
The blew-cheek'd Grape ſtuck in its vernant Hair 
Hanys like rich Jewelt iu @ beauteons Ear. 

So grow our Praiſes by thy Wit; we do 
Borrow ſuppdtt aud ſtrengtb, and lend but ſhow. 

Aud but ny Male Wit lite the youthful Suk 
Serongly begers upon vir Paſſion, | 
Making our ſorrow teem with Elegy, | 
Thou yet unwept, amd yet unprais a might'ft be. 
But they're impenſect Births; and ſuch are all 
3 d by —_ not uni voc al, 

e ſcapes of Nature, Paſives being unit, 

And hence our Verſe ſpeaks only Mother Wit. 
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0h for d fit orb Huber]! for a Spiris 
That might but parcel of thy worth inherit ; 
For but a ſpark of that diviner fire 
Which thy full Breaſt did animate and inſpire ; 
That Souls could be divided, thux traduce 
But a ſmall Particle of thine to #5) © 
Of thine ; which we admir'd when thou diaſt ſis 
But as a Foint-Commiſſioner in Mit; 
When it had Plummets hung on 10 ſuppreſs 
{ts too luæuriant growing mightineſs : 
Till as that Tree which ſcorns to be kept down, 
T hox grew to govern the whole Stage alone. 
In which Orb thy throng d Light did make the Star, 
Thou wer't th* Inteſlirence did move that Sphere, 
Thy Fury was cumpos*d ; Rapture no fit 
That hung on thee ; nor thou far gane in Wit 
As Men in a Difeaſe; thy Pbanſie clear, 
Muſe chaſt, as thoſe frames whence they tool their fire; 
No ſpurious Compoſures amongſt thine | 
Got in Adultery tuiat Wit and Wine, 

And as th' Hermetical Phyſicians draw 
From things that curſe of the firſt-brokew Law, 
That Ens Venenum, whrch extradited thence | 
Leaves nought but primitive Good and Iunocence- 
So was thy Spirit calein d; no Mixtures there 
But perfect, ſuch as next t0 * are. 
Not like thoſe Meteor-wits which wildly 
In Storm and Thunder through nb amazed Shy; 
Speaking but th Ille and Villanies in a State, 
Which Fools admire, and wiſe Men tremble at, 
Full of Portent and Progidy, whoſe Gall 
Of ſcapes the Vice, and on the Man doth fall. 
Natare umd all ber ill, when thee ſhe meant 
A Wit 2 once * 2 and 4 5 5 1 

Tet thou hadſt Tooth; but "twas thy Judgment, not 
For mending Werd, @ whole ſheep to blot, 
Thou conlaſt Apergraize with 47929 art 
And skliful hand crimes locks cloſe ap i'th' Heart. 
Thou couldſt A dark Plets, and foew that path 
By which Ambitiam climb d to greatneſs hath. 

hou couldſt the riſes, turns, and falls of States, 
Hau near they were their Periods aud Dates ; 
Couldft mad the Subject into papular Rage, 
And the grown Sea of that great Star m eſſwage, 
- Dethrone u arping Tyrants, and plac o there 


The lawful Prince aud true Huboriter ; 
| e 2 Kaew'ft 


Knew'ſt all dark turnings in the Labyrinth ; 
Of Policy, which who but knows he ſinn th, 

Save thee, who un-infedted didſt walk in't 

As the great Genius of Government, 

And when thou laidſt thy Tragick Buskia by 

Zo Court the Stage with gentle Comedy, 

How new, how proper th Humours, how expreſi'd 
In rich variety, how neatly dreſs'd 

In Language, how rare Plots, what frrength of Wit 
Shin'd in the Face and every Limb of it | 

The Stage grew narrow while thou grewſt to be 

In thy whole Life an Exc'llent Comedy. 

To theſe a Virgin-modeſly which firſt met 
Applanſe with bluſh and my as if be yet 

Had not deſerv'd; "till bald with conſtant Praiſe 
His Brows admitted the unſought for Bays. 

Nor would he raviſh Fame; but let Men free 

To their own Vote and Ingenuny. 
When his fair Shepherdels on * guilty Stage, 
Was martyr'd between Ignorance and Rage; 

At which the impatient Virtues of thoſe few 

Could judge, grew high, cryd Murther : though he knew 
The Innocence and Beauty of his Child, 

He only, as if unconcerned, ſinil'd, 

Princes have gather*d:ſince each ſcatter*d Grace, 

Each Line and Beauty of that injur'd Face ; 

And on th* united parts breath'd ſuch a fire 

As ſpight of Malice ſhe ſhall ne er expire. 

| "—poquny « not affecting, thus the Crown, | 

*Till every hand did help to ſet it on, 

He came to be ſole Monarch, and did reign 
Jn Wits great Empire, abs lute Sovereign. 


John Harris. 


6 


On Mr. FOHN FLETCHER's ever to 
| be admired Dramatical WORKS. 


1*7 E thought upon't ; and thus I may gain Bays, 
will commend thee Fletcher, and thy Plays. 

But none but Wits can dot; how then can I 

Come in ys them, that cou d ne er come nigh? 

There is no other way, Til throng to ſit, 

And paſs th Croud amongſt them for a Wit. 

Apollo knows me not, nor I the Nine, ' 

All my pretence to Verſe is Love and Wine. 


By your Teave Gentlemen. You Witso'th* Age, 
Tou that both furniſh'd bave, and judg'd the Stage. 
Ton, who the Poet and the Adors fright, 
Leaſt that your Cenſure thin the ſecond Night: 
Pray tell me, gallant Wits, could Criticks think 
There &er was Soleciſm. in Fletcher's Ia? 
Or Lapſe of Plot, or Fancy in his Pen? 
A happineſs not ſtill allaw'd to Ben! 
After of Time and Wit Mad been at coſt, 
He of his own New-Inn was but an Hoſt. 
Inſpir d Fletcher ! here's no vain-glorious words : , 
Heu ev'n thy Lines, how ſmooth thy Senſe accords. 
Thy Language ſo inſinuates, each one . 
Of thy — has thy Paſſion. 
Men ſeeing, valiant; Ladies amorons prove: 
Thus owe to thee their Valour and their Love: 
Scenes! chaſte yet ſatisfying! Ladies can't ſa | 
Though Stephen D that ſo did the Play: 
Judgment could ne er to this Opinion lean _ 
That Lowen, Tailor, e' er could grace thy Scene : 
'Tis richly good uuacted, and to me 0 
Thy very * 2 4 Comedy. | 
Thy Drollery is deſign, each looſer Part 
Stuffs not thy Plays, but makes em up an Art * 
The Stage has feld ſeen; how often Vice 
Is ſmartly ſcourg'd to check us? to. intice, a 
How wall encourag d Virtue is? how guarded, 
And, that which makes us love her, how rewarded? 
Some, I dare ſay, that did with looſe T houghts ſit, 
Reclaim'd by thee, came Converts from the Pit. 
And many a ſhe that to betak'n up came, 
Took up themſelves, and after left the Game. 


Henry Harington. 


To the Memory of the Deceaſed but Ever- 
living Author, in theſe his POEMS, 
Mr. FOHN FLETCHER. © © 


"JV the large Train of Fletchers Friends let me 


(Retaining ſtill my wonted Maude 
Become a Wand in = ragged Parkes 6 
As Fullower to the Maſes Followers. 
Many here are of Noble Rank and Worth, 
That have, by ſtreng th of Art ſet Fletcher forth | 
| Iz 


In true and lively Colours, as they ſaw him, 
And had the beſt Abilities to draw him; 
AMAuny more are abroad, that write, and lool 
| mY have _— ** ſet 2 Fletcher*s Bo; 
ome, that have known him too; ſome more leſs; 
—_— but by Hear-ſay, het Gueſs, * 
And ſome for 2 bion-ſake would take the hius, 
T» try how well their Wit will ſhew in Print. 
Torn that are here befure me Gentlemen, 
And Princes of Parnaſſus by the Pen, 
And your juſt Fudgments of bis worth, that have 
Preſerv'd this Author's Mem'ry from the Grave, 
And made it glorions; let me, at your Gate, 
Porter it here, 'gainſt thoſe that come too late, 
Asd are unfit to enter. Something T - 
Will deſerve here : For where 2 ö 7 
In flowing Numbers, lawful Weight and Time, 
Il write, though not rich Verſes, honeſt Rhime, 
1 am admitted. Nom, have at the Ro 
Of thoſe that would crowd in, but muſt keep ont. 
Bear back, my Maſters; Pray keep back ; Forbear : 
Tou cannot, at this time, have Entrance here. 
Tor, that are warthy, may, by Interceſſion, 
End Entertainment at the next Impreſſion. 
But let none then attempt it, that nos know 
The Reverence due, which to this Shrine they owe: 
All ſuch muſt be excluded; and the fort, 
That only upon Truſt, or by Ae port 
Have taken Fletcher xp, and think it trim 
Jo have their Verſes planted before Him: 
Let them read firſt his Works, and learn to know him, 
And offer, then, the Sacrifice they owe him. 
But far from hence be ſucb, as would proclaim + 
Their knowledge of this Author, not his Fame; 
And ſuch, as would pretend, of all the reſt, 
To be the beſt Wits that haue known him beſt, 
Depart hence all ſuch Writers, and, before 
Inferiour ones, thruft in, by many a Scare, 
As formerly, before Tom Coryate, 
thoſe Work before his Praiſers had the Fate 
To periſh: For the witty Copies took 
Of his Encomiums made themſelves a Book. 
Here's no ſuch Subject for you to out- d, 
Out- bine, vut- live (though well you may do tao 
In other Spheres:) For Fletcher“ flauriſbing Bays 
Aduſt never ade, while Phoebus wears hit Kayes. 


Therefore 


- 


Therefore fongear to preſs upon him thus. 

Mby, what are you (cry ſoms) ps grieve #0 n: 

Do not we know "for a flaſhy Meteor? | 

And ftiIPd (at beſt) the Muſes. Serving-Creature ? 

Do you comptrole > Thave had your Feer ; Sers, no; 

But, in an humble manner, let you know _ 

01d Serving-Creatures oftentimes are 

T inform young Maiers, as in Land, in Wit, 

What they inherit ; and how well their Dads 

Left one, and wiſh'd the vther to their Lads. 

And from departed Poets I caw gueſs _ + 

Who has a greater ſhare of Wit, who leſs. 

May Fool, another ſays, I, let bim rail, 

And 'bout his own Ears floursfh his Wit- Flail, 

Tull with his Swingle he his Noeddle break; 

While this of Fletcher and his Works I ſpeak: 

His Works (ſays Momus) way, his Plays you'd ſay; 

Thou haſt ſaid right, for that #0 him tvas Play 

Which was to others Brains @ toil: with eaſe 

He play'd un Waves, *hith were Their troubled Seat. 

His nimble Births have longer liv'd than theirs 

That have, with ſtrongeſt Labour, divers Tears 

Been ſending forth the Mues of their Brams 

Upon the Stage; und foull to 1 Stationer / garn: 

Life after Life take, itil ſoine AfteriAge \. 

Shall put down Printing, as this doth the Stage; 

Which nothing now preſents natd the Eye, 

But in Dumb-ſhews her own ſad Tragedy. + 

"Would there had heen un failder Works 

Since her decay, adted in Fields of Blood. 
But tothe Man again, "of whom we write, 

The Writer that made Writing his Delight, 

Kather than Work, He did not pump, nor drudge, 

To beget Wit, or manage it; mor ernage 

To Wit-Conventioms wth Note-Book, i glean 

Or ſteal ſome Feſts to fait into a Scrur: | 

He ſcorn'd thoſe Shifts. Nu, that have known him, know 

The common talk that from hrs Lips did flow, 

And run at waſte, did ſavowr wort of Wit, 

Than any of his Time, vr fitdee have worie, 

(But os excepted) in the Stages way: 

Hit Scenes were Acts, and every Act a Play. 

[ knew him in 3 th; even then, when He 

That was the Maſter of his Art and Me 

Moſt knowing Johnſon (proud to call bim Son) 

is fi tewly Envy ſwore, He bad ont-done 


* 


His very Self. I knew him till he died; GO 
And, at his Diſſolution, what a Tide © 


— A * wot as ao . 8 * 


. — 


Of Sorrow over helm d the Stage; which gave 
Vollies of Sighs to ſend him to his Grave, 


And 2 Diſtracted in moſt violent Fits 


(For She had loft the beſt part of her Wits ) 

In the firſt Tear, our famous Fletcher fell, — 
Of good King Charles, who grac'd theſe Poems well, 
Being then in Life of Action: But they dy'd 

Since the King's abſence ;' or were laid 264. 

As is their Poet. Nou at the Report 

Of the King's ſecond coming to his Court, 

The Books creep from -the Preſs to Life, not Action, 
Crying unto the World, that no Protraction 

May hinder Sacred Majeſty to give 

Fletcher, ia them, leave on the Stage to live. 

Others may more in lofty Verſes move; 

E only, thus, expreſs my Truth and Love. 


Richard Brome. 


Upon the Printing of Mr. 70 HN 
FLETCHE R's Works. 


WI. means this numerous Guard? or ds we come 
To File our Names or Verſe upon the Tomb 
Of Fletcher, aud by boldly making known © 

His Wit, betray the Nothing of our Own ? 

For if we grant him dead, it it as true 


Asainſt our ſelves, No Wit, no Poet now ; 


Or if he be return d from his cool Shade, 

To us, this Book his Reſurrection i made; 

We bleed our ſelves to Death, and but contrive 
By our own Epitaphs to ſhew him alive.” 

Fut let him Live, and let me Propheſie, 

As I go Swan-like out, our Peace is nigh; 

A Balm unto the wounded Age I ſing, 

Aud nothing now is wanting but the King. 


+042. Ji: Shirley. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Ing. 
Lyſippus, Brother tv the King. 
Amintor, A noble Gentleman. 


Dip, Jen Erle, 


Calianax, an old humorous Lord, and Fathe 
to — 

Cleon, \ 

Strato, 

Diagoras, A Servant. 


Evadne, Wife to Amintor. 
Aſpatia, Troth-plight Wife to Amintor. 
Antiphila, } 


Olympis 7 aiting-Gentlewomen to Aſpatia. 


> Gentlemen. 


Dula, 4 Lach. 


Night, 


Cynthia, 
Neptune, * — 


Eolas | 


THE 
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MAIDS TRAGEDY. | 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter Cleon, Strato, Lyſippus, and Diphilus. 


CLEO. 
E reſt are making ready, Sir. 
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Strat. So let them, thcre's time enough. 
Dipb. You are the Brother to the King, 
my Lord, 
Well take your word. 
Lyſ. Strato, thou haſt ſome skill in Poetry, 
What think'ſt thou of a Mask? will it be well? 

Strat, As well as Mask can be. 

Lyſ. As Mask can be? | 

Strat. Yes, they muſt commend their King, and ſpeak 
in Praiſe of the Aſſembly, bleſs the Bride and Bride- 
ow. in Perſon of ſome God; they're tyed to Rules of 

attery. 

Cle. See, good my Lord, who is return'd! 

Enter Melantius. 

Lyſ. Noble Melantius! The Land by me 
Welcomes thy Virtues home to Rhodes, 
Thou that with Blood abroad buy'ſt us our Peace; 
The Breath of Kings is like the Breath of Gods; 
My Brother witht thee here, and thou art here; 
He will be too kind, and weary thee with often wel- 
Vo. I. B 2 comes; 
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4 The Maids Tragedy. _ 
comes; but the time doth give thee a welcome above 
this or all the World's. 2 (of mine 
Mel. My Lord, my Thanks; but theſe ſcratch'd Limb: 
Have ſpoke my Love and Truth unto my Friends, 
More than my Tongue e' er could: my Mind's the fame 
It ever. was to you; where I find Worth, 
I love the Keeper, till he let it go, 
And then I follow it. Diph. Hail, worthy Brother! 
He that rejoyces not at your Return 
In Safery, is mine Enemy for ever. 
Mel. I thank thee Dipbilus: but thou art faulty; 
I ſenttor thee to exerciſe thine Arms 
With me at Patria: thou cam'ſt not, Diphilus: Twas il, 
Diph. My noble Brother, my Excuſe | 
Is my King's ftrict Command, which you, my Lord, 
Can. witneſs with me. Lyſ. *Tis true, Melantins, 
He might not come till the Solemnity 
Of this great Match were paſt, Diph. Have you heard of it? 
Mel. Yes, I have given cauſe to thoſe that 
Envy my Deeds abroad, to call me gameſome 
IT haveno other Buſineſs here at Rhodes. 
Lyf. We have a Mask to Night, 
And you muſt tread a Soldier's meaſure. 
Mel. Theſe ſoft and filken Wars are not for me; 
The Muſick muſt be ſhrill, and all confus'd, | 
That ſtirs my Blood, and then I dance With Arms: 
But is Amntor wed? Diph. This Day. 
el. All Joys upon him, for he is my Friend: 
His Worth is great; Valiant he is, and Temperate, 
And one that never thinks his Lite his own, 
If his Friend need it: When he was a Boy, 
As oft as I return'd (as without boaſt 
I brought home Conqueſt) he would gaze upon me, 
And view me round, to find in what one Limb 
The Virtue lay to do thoſe things he heard : 
'Then would he wiſh to ſee my Sword, and feel 
The quickneſs of the Edge, and in his Hand 
Weigh it; he oft would make me fmile at this; 
His Youth did promiſe much, and his ripe Years 
Will ſee it all perform'd. 
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Enter Aſpatia 
Mel. Hail Maid and Wife 1 * 
Thou fair Aſpatia, may the holy Knot, 
That thou haſt tyed to day, laſt till the Hand 
Of Age undo't z may'ſt thou bring a -Race 
Unto Amintor, that may fill the World 
Succeſſively with Soldiers. Aſp. My hard Fortunes 
Deſerve not Scorn; for I was never pro 
When they were good. Mel. How's this? [Exit Aſp. 

Lyſ. You are miſtaken, tor the is not Married, 

Mel. You faid Amintor was. Diph. *Tis true; but 

Mel. Pardon me, I did receive 
Letters at Patria, from my Amintor, PALS 
That he ſhould marry her. Diph. And ſo it ſtood, 
in all Opinion long; but your Arrival” 7 Ws 
Made me imagine you had heard the Change. 

Mel. Who hath he taken then? Lyf. A Lady, Sir, 
That bears the Light above her, and ſtrikes dead (Siſter. 
With flaſhes of her Eye; the fair Evadne, your virtuous 

Mel. Peace of Heart betwixt them: but this is ſtrange. 

Lyſ. The King my Brother did it, 

To honour you; and theſe Solemnities | 

Are at his Charge. Mel. Tis Royal, like himſelf; 

But I am ſad, my Speech bears ſo unfortunate a ſound 

To beautiful Aſpatia; there is Rage | 

Hid in her Father's Breaſt; Calianax | 

Bent long againſt me, and he ſhould not think, 

If I could call it back, that I would take 

So baſe revenges, as to ſcorn the State 

Of his negle&ed Daughter: Holds he ſtill 

His Greatneſs with the King? Lyſ. Ves; but this Lady 

Walks diſcontented, with her watry Eyes q 

Bent on the Earth: The unfrequented Woods j 

Are her Delight; and when ſhe ſees a Bank y 

Stuck full of Flowers, ſhe with a Sigh will tell | 
Her Servants what a pretty place it were 
To bury Lovers in, and make her Maids 
Pluck *em, and ſtrow her over like a Corſe, 
ohe carries with her an inſectious Grief, 


That ſtrikes all her Beholders; ſhe will ſing BD. 
B 3 The 
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The mournful'ſt things that ever Ear hath heard, 
And ſigh, and ſing again; and when the reſt 
Of our young Ladies, in their wanton Blood, 
Tell mirthful Tales in courſe that fill the Room 
With Laughter, ſhe will with ſo ſad a Look 
Bring forth a Story of the ſilent Death 
Of ſome forſaken Virgin, which her Grief 
- put in ſuch a Phraſe, that cer ſhe end, 
She'll ſend them weeping one by one away. 

Mel, She has a Brother under my Command 
Like her, a Face as womaniſh as hers, 
Bur with a Spirit that hath much out-grown 
'The number of his Years. 

| Enter Amintor. 

Cle. My Lord the Bridegroom: 

Mel. I might run fiercely, not more haſtily 
Upon my Foe: I love thee well, Amintor, 
My Mouth is much too narrow for my Heart; 
T joy to look upon thoſe Eyes of thinez 
Thou art my Friend, but my diſorder'd Speech 
Cuts off my Love. Amin. Thou art Melantius; 
All Love is ſpoke in that, a Sacrifice 
To thank the gods, Melantius is return'd 
In Safety Viäkory ſits on his Sword 
As ſhe was wont; may ſhe build there and dwell, 
And may thy Armour be as it hath been, 
Only thy Valour and thy Innocence. 
What endleſs Treaſures would our Enemies give, 
That I might hold thee ſtill thus! (Man, 

Mel. I am but poor in words, but credit me, young 
Thy Mother could no more but weep, for joy to ſee thee 
After long abſence; all the Wounds I have 
Fetch not ſo much away, nor all the Cries 
Of widowed Mothers: bur this is Peace ; 
And what was War? Amin. Pardon, thou holy God 
Of Mariage-bed, and frown not, I am forc'd, - wi 
In anſwer of ſuch noble Tears as thoſe, 
To weep upon my Wedding-day. 

Mel. I fear thou art grown too ſick; for I hear 
A Lady mourns for thee, Men ſay, to Death, 5 
1 ory 
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Forſaken of thee, on what terms I know not. 

Amin. She had my Promiſe, but the King forbad it, 
And made me make this worthy Change, thy Siſter, 
Accompanied with Graces above her, 

With whom I long to loſe my lufty Youth, 
And grow old in her Arms. Mel. Be proſperous. 
| Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. My Lord, the Maskers rage for you. 

Lyſ. We are gone. Cleon, Strato, Diphilus. 

Amin. We'll all attend you, we ſhall trouble you 
With our Solemnities. Mel. Not ſo, Amintor. 

But if you laugh at my rude carriage | 

In Peace, III do as much for you in War, 

When you come thither: yet I have a Miſtreſs 

To bring to your Delights; rough though Lam, 

I have a Miſtreſs, and ſhe has a Heart, 

She ſays, but truſt me, it is Stone, no better, 

There is no place that I can challenge in't. 

But you ſtand ſtill, and here my way lies. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Calianax with Diagoras. | 

Cal.. Diagoras, look to the Doors better for ſhame, 
you let in all the World, and anon the King will rail 
at mez why very well ſaid, by Fove the King will have 
the Show >h% Court. | 1 

Diag. Why do you ſwear ſo, my Lord? 

You know he'll have it here. 

Cal. By this Light if he be wiſe he will not. 

Diag. And if he will not be wiſe, you are forſworn. 

Cal. One may wear out his Heart with ſwearing, and 
get thanks on no fide, I'll be gone, look to't who will, 

Diag. My Lord, I ſhall never keep them out. 

Pray ſtay, your Looks will terrific them. 

Cal. My Looks terrifie them, you Coxcombly Afs you ! 
I'll be judg'd by all the Company whether thou haſt not 
a worſe Face than 1 | 

Diag. I mean, becauſe they know you and your Office, 

Cal. Office! I would I could put it off, I am ſure l 
ſweat quite through my Office, I might have made room 
at my Daughter's Wedding, they had near kill'd her a- 
mong them. And now I muſt do ſervice for him that bath 
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forſaken her; ſerve that will. [ Exit Calianax. 

Diag. He's ſo humorous ſince his Daughter was for- 
ſaken: hark, hark, there, there, ſo, fo, codes, codes. 

W hat now? - | Knock within. (tins. 

Mel. Openthe Door. Diag. Who's there? Mel. Melan- 

Diag. 1 hope your Lordſhip brings no Troop with 
you, for if you do, I muſt return them. 

Enter Melantius, and a Lady. 

Mel. None but this Lady, Sir. 

Diag. The Ladies are all plac'd above, fave thoſe that 
come in the King's Troop, the beſt of Rhodes fit there, 
and there's room. | 

Mel. I thank you, Sir. When I have ſeen you plac'd, 
Madam, I muſt attend the King; but, the Mask done, 
I'll wait on you again. 

Diag. Stand back there, room for my Lord Melantins, 

pray bear back; this is no place for ſuch Youths and their 

rulls; let the Doors be ſhut again; ay, do your Heads itch? 
Til fcratch them for you: ſo now thruſt and hang: again, 
who is't now ? I cannot blame my Lord Calianax for 
going away z would he were here, he would run raging 
among them, and break a dozen wiſer Heads than his 
own in the twinkling of an Eye: what's the news now? 

Within.) 1 . can you help me to the ſpeech of the 
Maſter Cook: "TH 9 

Diag. If I open the Door Pll cook ſome of your 
Calves-heads. Peace Rogues. again, who is't? 

Mel. Melantius. [ Within, 

Enter Calianax 20 Melantius. 

Cal. Let him not in. 

Diag. O my Lord I muſt; make room there for my 
Lord. Is your Lady plac'd? [To Mel. 

Mel. Yes Sir. I thank you, my Lord Calianax ; well 
met, your cauſleſs Hate to me I hope is buried. 

Cal. Yes, I do ſervice for your Sifter here, 
Thar brings my own poor Child to timeleſs Death; 
She loves your Friend Amintor, ſuch another falſe-hearted 
Lord as you. Mel. You do me wrong, 
A moſt unmanly one, and I am flow 


In taking vengeance z but be well advis'd. 


Cal, 


X. 
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Cal. It may be fo: Who plac'd the Lady there ſo near 
the preſence of the King? _ Mel: I did. I 
Cal. My Lord, the muſt not fit there. Mel. Why? 
Cal. The place is kept for Women of more Worth. 
Mel. More Worth than ſhe? ir miſ-becomes your Age 


= 


And Place to be thus womaniſh; forbear 3 
What you have ſpoke, I am content to think -. 
The Palſey ſhook your Tongue to. [ehe 
Cal. Why 'tis well if I ſtand here to place Mens Wen- 
Mel. I ſhall forget this Place, thy Age, my Safcty, and 
through all, cut that poor ſickly week thou haſt to live, 
away from thee. | TEA 
Cal. Nay, I know you can fight for your Whore. 
Mel. Bate the King, and be he Fleth and Blood, 
He lyes that fays it; thy Mother at fifteen 
Was black and ſinful to her. Diag. Good my Lord! 
Mel. Some God pluck threeſcore Years from that fond 
That I may kill him, and not ſtain mine Honour; (Man, 
It is the curſe of Soldiers, that in Peace 
They ſhall be brain'd by ſuch ignoble Men, 
As (if the Land were troubled) would with Tears 
And Knees beg Succour from em. Would that Blood 
(That Sea of Blood) that I have loſt in fight, 
Were running in thy Veins, that it might make thee 
Apt to ſay If, or able to maintain, | 
Shouldſt thou ſay more. This Rhodes J ſee is nought 
Put a Place privileg'd to do Men wrong. ä 
Cal. Ay, you may ſay your pleaſure. | 
| Enter Amintor. . 
Amin. What vile Injury ; 
Has ftirr'd my worthy Friend, who is as flow 
To fight with Words, as he is quick of Hand? 
Mel. That heap of Age, which I ſhould reverence 
If it were temperate; but teſty Years 
Are moſt contemptible. 
Amin. Good Sir forbear. | 
Cal. There is juſt ſuch another as your ſelf. 
Amin. He will wrong you, or me, or any Man, 
And talk as if he had no Life to loſe, 
Since this our Match: The King is coming in, ? 
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I would not for more wealth than I enjoy, 


He ſhould perceive you raging; he did hear 
You were at difference now, which haſtned him. 


Cal. Make room there. 
Hoboyes play within. 
Enter King, Evadne, Aſpatia, Lords and Ladies. 
King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and my Love 
Is with thee ſtill ; but this is not a Place 
To babble in; Calianax, join hands. | 
Cal. He ſhall not have my hand. Ning. This is no time 

To force you to't, I do love you both: 

Calianax, you look well to your Office 

And you Melantius are welcome home. Begin the Mask. 
Mel. Siſter, I joy to ſee you, and your Choice. 

You lookt with my Eyes when you took that Man; 

Be happy in him. [Recorders play. 
Evad. O my deareſt Brother ! me. 

Your Preſence is more joytul than this Day can be unto 


THE MASK. 
Night riſes in Miſts. 


Night. Our Reign is come; for in the raging Sea 
The Sun is drown'd, and with him fell the Day: 
Bright Cinthia hear my voice, I am the Night 
For whom thou bear'ſt about thy borrow'd Light; 
Appear, no longer thy pale Viſage ſhrowd, 

But ſtrike thy Silver Horn thorough a Cloud, 
And ſend a Beam upon my ſwarthy Face, 

By which I may diſcover all the Place 
And Perſons, and how many longing Eyes I; 
Are come to wait on our Solemnities. Enter Cinthia. 
How dull and black am I ? I could not find 
This Beauty without thee, I am ſo blind; 
Methinks they ſhew like to thoſe Eaſtern Streaks 
That warn us hence, before the Morning breaks 
Back, my pale Servant, for theſe Eyes know how 
To ſhoot far more and quicker Rays than thou. 

Crnth. Great Queen, they be a Troop for whom alone 
One of my cleareſt Moons I have put on ; 4 
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» 
A Troop that looks as if thy ſelf and I 
Had pluckt our Reins in, and our W hips laid by, 
To gaze upon theſe Mortals, that appear 2 
Brighter than we. Night. Then let us keep em here, 
And never more our Chariots drive away, 
But hold our Places, and out-ſhine the Day. [ſpeak 
Cinth. Great Queen of Shadows, you are pleas d to 
Of more than may be done ; we may not break 
The Gods decrees, but when our time 1s come, 
Muſt drive away, and give the Day our room. 
Yet while our Reign laſts, let us ſtretch our Pow'r 
To give our Servants one contented hour, 
With ſuch unwonted ſolemn Grace and State, 
As may for ever after force them hate 
Our Brother's glorious Beams, and wiſh the Night 
Crown'd with a thouſand Stars, and our cold Light: 
For almoſt all the World their ſervice bend 
To Phebus, and in vain my Light I lend, 
Gaz'd on unto my ſetting from my riſe 
Almoſt of none, but of unquiet Eyes. 
Night. Then ſhine at full, fair Queen, and by thy pow'r 
Produce a Birth to crown this happy hour 
Of Nymps and Shepherds let their Songs diſcover, 
Fafie and ſweet, who is a happy Lover; 
Or if thou woot, then call thine own Endymion 
From the ſweet Flowry Bed he lies upon, 
On Latmus top, thy pale Beams drawn away, ; 
And of this long Night let him make a Day. (not min-, 
Cinth, Thou dream'ſt, dark Queen; that fair Boy was 
Nor went I down to kiſs him ; Eaſe and Wine 
Have bred theſe bold Tales; Poets, when they rage, 
Turn Gods to Men, and make an Hour an Age; 
But I will give a greater State and Glory, 
And raiſe to time a noble Memory 
Of what theſe Lovers are: Riſe, riſe, I ſay, 
Thou Pow'r of Deeps, thy Surges laid away, 
Neptune, great King of Waters, and by me 
Be proud to be commanded. | Neptune viſes. 
Nept. Cinthia, ſee, | | 
Thy word hath fetcht me hither, let me know 
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Why I aſcend. 

__ Ginth. Doth this Majeſtick Show | 
Give thee no knowledge yet? Nept. Yes, now I ſee 
Something intended (Cinthia) worthy thee ; 

Go on, I il be a Helper. Cinth. Hie thee then, 
And charge the Wind flie from his Rocky Den, 

Let looſe thy Subjects, only Boreas, 
Too foul for our Intention as he was; e 

Still keep him faſt chain'd z we muſt have none here 
But vernal Blaſts, and gentle Winds appear, 
Such as blow Flow'rs, and through the glad Boughs ſing 
Many ſoft welcomes to the luſty Spring. | 
Theſe are our Muſick : Next, thy watry Race 

Bring on in couples; we are pleas'd to grace 

This noble Night, each in their richeſt things 

Your own Deeps or the broken Veſſel brings, 

Be prodigal, and I ſhall be as kind, 

And ſhine at full upon you. 

Nept. Ho the Wind! Ener F.olus ont of a Rock, 
Commanding Evolus! Fol. Great Neptune! Neft. He. 

Evol. What is thy will? Net. We do command thee free 
Favonius, and thy milder Winds, to wait : 
Upon our Cintbia, but tye Boreas ſtraight ; 

He's too rebellious. Eil. I ſhall do it. 

Nept. Do, great Maſter of the Flood, and all below, 
Thy full command has taken. Eol. Ho! the Main! 
Neptune. Nept. Here. Ev. Boreas has broke his Chain, 
And ſtruggling with the reſt, has got away. 

Nepr. Le him alone, I'll take him up at Sea; 

He will not long be thence; go once again, 

And call out of the bottoms of the Main, 

Blue Proteus, and the reſt; charge them put on 

Their greateſt Pearls, and the moſt ſparkling Stone 
The bearing Rock breeds, till this Night is done 

By me a ſolemn honour to the Moon; - 

Fly like a full fail. Eol. I am gone. Cinth. Dark Night, 
Strike a full Silence, do a thorough right 

To this great Chorus, that our Muſick may 

Touch high as Heay'n, and make the Eaſt break Day 
At Mid-night. = Auel 
8 SON G. 
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Hold back thy Hours, dark Night, till we bave done, 
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Cinthia 20 thy Power, and them 
We obey. | 


Foy to his great any, 
And no Day 


Come to ſteal this Night away, 
Tull the Rites of Love are ended, 
And the luſty Bridegroom 1 ay, 
Welcome Light, of all befriended. 
Pace out, yote watry powers below, 
Let your Feet | 
Like the Gallies when they row, 
Even beat. 
Let your unknown Meaſures ſet 
D the ſtill Winds, tell to all _ 
| That Gods are come immortal great, 
To honour this great Nuptial. 


The Meaſure. Second Song. 
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The Day will come tos ſoon ;; ; 
Tung Maids will curſe thee if thou fteal'ſt away, 
Aud leav'ſt their Bluſbes open to the Day. 

Stay, ſtay, ad hide 

The Bluſbet of the Bride. 
Stay gentle Night, and with thy Darkneſs cover 

The Kiſſes of her Lover. | 
Stay, and con found ber Tears, and her ſbrill Crymgs, 
Her weak Denials, Vows, and often Dyings z : 

Stay, and hide all, 
Bur help not, though ſbe call. 


Nept. Great Queen of us and Heav'n, 
Hear what I bring to make this hour a full one, 
If not her meaſure. GCinth. Speak, Seas King. 
Nepr. Thy Tunes my Ampbitrite joys to have, 
When they will dance upon the rifing Wave, 
And court me as the Sails, my Tryzons play 
Muſick to lead a Storm, I'll lead the way. 
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To bed, to bed; come Hymen, lead the Bride, 
And lay her by her Husband's Side : 
Bring in the Virgins every one, 
. © That grieve zo bye alone: 

That they may kiſs while they may ſay, a Maid, 
To morrew *twill be other, kiſt and ſaid : 
Heſperus be long à ſhining, 

Whilſt theſe Lovers are a twining. 


El. Ho! Neptune! MNept. Eolus! 
Eil. The Seas go high, | 
Boreas hath rais'd a Storm ; go and apply 
Thy Trident, elſe I Propheſie, e' er Day 
Many a tall Ship will be caſt away: [ a Call. 
Deſcend with all the Gods, and all their power, to ſtrike 
Ginth. A thanks to every one, and to gratulate 
So great a Service done at my deſire, 
Ye ſhall have many Floods, tuller and higher 
Than you have wiſhed for; no Ebb ſhall dare 
To let the Day ſee where your dwellings are: 
Now back unto your Government in haſte, 
Leſt your proud Charge ſhould ſwell above the Waſte, 


And win upon the Iſland. Nept. We obey. 


Neptune N and the Sea- gods. 
Cinth. Hold up th 

The Eaſt begins to lighten, I muſt down, Day? 
And give my Brother place. Night. Oh! I could frown 
To ſee the Day, the Day that flings his Light 

Upon my Kingdoms, and contemns old Night 

Let him go on and flame, I hope to ſee | 
Another wild-fire in his Axletree; 

And all falſe drencht : But I forgot, ſpeak Queen; 
The Day grows on, I muſt no more be ſeen. 

Cn. Heave up thy drowſie Head again, and ſee 

A greater Light, a greater Majeſty, 
Between our Sect and us; whip up thy Team; 
The Day breaks here, and yon ſome flaſhing Stream 
Shot from the South; ſay, which way wilt thou go? 


 Nizhz. Pil vaniſh into Miſts. | Exit. 


Cinth. 


head, dead Night; ſee'ſt thou not 
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Curb. I into Day. [ Exit. Finis Mask. 
- " King. Take lights there, Ladies, get the Bride to bed; 
We will not fee you laid. Good night Aminror, | 
We'll eaſe you of that tedious Ceremony; 
Were it may Cafe, I ſhould think time run flow. 
4 If thou be'ſt Noble, Youth, get me a Boy, 
That may defend my Kingdom from my Foes. | 
Amin. All Happineſs to you. 
King. Good night, Melantius. [ Exennt. 
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Enter Evadne, Aſpatia, Dula, and other Ladies. 


Dula. Adam, ſhall we undreſs you for this Fight? 
The Wars are nak'dthat you muſt make to 
Evad You are very merry, Dula. Night. 
Dul. ] ſhould be far merrier, Madam, if it were with 
me as it is with you. Evad. Why how now Wench? 
Dula. Come Ladies will you help? 
Evad. IT am ſoon undone. | 
Dula. And as ſoon done: 
Good ſtore of Cloaths will trouble you at both. 
Evad. Art thou drunk, Dula? 
Dula, Why here's none but we. | 
Evad. Thou think'ft, belike, there is no Modeſty q 
When we are alone. | Woe | : 
Dula. Ay by my Troth,, you hit my thoughts aright. 
Evad. V ou prick me, Lady. Dula, Tis againſt my will: 
Anon you muſt endure more, and lie till. | 
You're beſt to practiſe. Evad. Sure this Wench is mad. 
Dula. No faith, this is a trick that I have had 
Since I was fourteen. : 
Evad. Tis high time to leave it. 
Dula. Nay, now T'll keep it till the trick leave me; 
A dozen wanton Words put in your Head, | | 
Will make you lively in your Husband's Bed. 
Evad. Nay faith, then take it. 
Dula. Take it Madam, where? 
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We all, I hope, will take it, that are here. '- © 


ua. Nay then Il give you o'er; Dla. So will I make 


The ableſt Man in Rhodes, or his Heart to ake. 
Evad. Wilt take my place to Night? 
Dula. Tl ho your Cards *gainit any two I know. 
Evad. W hat wilt thou do? 4 fo 
Dula. Madam, we'll do't, and make em leave play too, 
Evad. Aſpatia, take her part. Dula. I will refuſe it. 

She will pluck down a ſide, ſhe does not uſe it. 
Evad. Why, do. Dula. You will find the play 

"Quickly, becauſe your Head lies well that way. | 
Evad. I thank thee, Dula; would thou could'ſt inſtil 

Some of thy Marth into Aſparia- | 

Nothing but {ad Thoughts in her Breaſt do dwell 

Methinks a mean betwixt you would do well. 
Dula. She is in Love, hang me if I were fo, 

Bur I could run my Country: I love too 

To do thoſe things that People in Love do, 
Aſp. Ix were a timeleſs Smile ſhould prove my Cheek. 

It were a fitter hour for me to laugh, | 
When at the Altar the religious Prieſt 

Were pacifying the offended Powers 

With Sacrifice, than now; this ſhould have been 
My Night, and all your Hands have been imploy'd 
In giving me a ſpotleſs Offering 
To young Amintor's Bed, as we are now 

For you: Pardon, Evadne; would my Worth 

Were great as yours, or that the King, or he, 

Or both, thought ſo. Perhaps he found me worthleſs, 

But till he did ſo, in theſe Ears of mine 

(Theſe credulous Ears) he pour'd the ſweeteſt words 
That Art or Love could frame; if he were falſe, 
Pardon it Heav'n, and if I did want | 
Virtue, you ſafely may forgive that too 

For I have left none that I had from you. 

: Evad. Nay, leave this ſad talk, Madam. 
Aſp. Would I could, then ſhould I leave the Caulc;. 
Evad. See if you have not ſpoil'd all Dula's Mirth. _. 
Aſp. Thou think'ſt thy Heart hard, but if thou belt 
caught, remember me; thou ſhalt perceive a Fire ſhot 
ſuddenly into thee, | | Dula. 
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Dula. 'That's not ſo good;let*emſhoot any thing but 
Fire, I fear *em not. A | 
Aſp. Well Wench, thou may'ſt be taken. 

Evad. Ladies good Night, I'll do the reſt my ſelf. 

Dula. Nay, let your Lord do ſome. . 

Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Yew. 
a Exad. That's one of your fad Songs, Madam. 


Aſp. Believe me, tis a very pretty one. 
Evad. How is it, Madam? 


S O N G. 


Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe f the diſmal Tew 
Maidens, Willow Branches bear; ſay I died true: - 
My Love was falſe, but [was firm from my hour of Birth 
Upon my buried Body lay lightly gentle Earth. 


Evad, Fie on't Madam, the Words are ſo ſtrange, 
they are able to make one Dream of Hobgoblins. I could 
never have the Power; Sing that, Dula. | 


Dula. I could never Dave the Power : 
To Love one above an Hour, 
But my Heart would prompt mine Eye 
On ſome other Man to fie; | | 
Venus, fix mine Eyes faſt, a nd 
Or if not, give me all that I ſhall ſee at laſt. 


Evad. So, leave me now. 

Dula, Nay, we muſt ſee you laid. 8 

Aſp. Madam good-night, may all the Marriage joys 
That longing Maids imagine in their Beds, 
Prove ſo unto you; may no Diſcontent 
Grow 'twixt your Love and you; but if there do, 
Enquire of me, and I will guide your Moan, 
Teach you an Artificial Way to grieve, 
Jo keep your Sorrow waking ; love your Lord 
b No worſe than I ; but if you love ſo well, 
% Aus, you may diſpleaſe him, ſo did I. 
al This is the laſt Time you ſhall look on me: 
k it adics farewel; as ſoon as I am dead, 

* Come all, and watch one N ight about my Hearſe; 
att Wt nn ads © | Bring 
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Bring each a Mournful Sto and a Tear, 
To offer at it when I goto Earth: 
With flatt'ring Ivy. claſp my Coffin round, 
Write on my -Brow my Fortune, let my Bier 
Be born by Virgins that ſhall Sing, by courſe, 
Thc Truth of Maids, and Perjuries of Men. 


Evad. Alas, I pity: thee, Exit Evadne. 


Omnnes. Madam, Good-night. 
1 Lady. Come, we'll let in the Bridegroom. 
Dula. W herc's my Lord? 
1 Lady. Here, take this Light. 
30! Enter Amintor. 
Dula.. You'll find her in the Dark. (her, 
1 Lady. Your Lady's ſcarce a-Bed yet, you muſt help 
Aſp. Go, and be happy in your Lady's Love; 
May all the Wrongs that you have done to me 
Be utterly forgotten, in my Death. 
Fil trouble you no more, yet I will take 
A parting Kiſs, and will not be deny'd. 
You'll come, my Lord, and ſec the Virgins weep 
When I am laid in Earth, though you your ſelf 
Can know no Pity ; Thus I wind my ſelt 
Into this Willow Garland, and am prouder. . 
That I was once your Love (though now refus'd) 
Than to have had another true to me. 
So with my Prayers I leave you, and muſt try 
Some, yet unpractis'd, Way to grieve and die. 
Dula. Come Ladies, will you go? Exit Aſpatu 
Om. Good-night my Lord. 1 
Amin. Much Happineſs unto you all. ¶Exeunt Ladie. 
1 did that Lady wrong: Methinks I fcel! 
Her Grief ſhopt ſuddenly through all my Vein; 
Mine Eyes run; this is ſtrange at ſuch a Time. ..... 
It was the King firſt mov'd me tot, but he 
Has not my Will in keeping Why do 
Perplex my ſelf thus? Something whiſpers me, 
Go not to Bed. My Guilt is not fo greaalt 
As mine own Conſcience; (too ſenſible) { +... 
Would make me think; I only brake a Promiſe, 
And 'twas the King that forc'd me: 'Timorous Fleſh, 
Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo? away my idle Fears. Fus 


WHO A A Ac 


<> 


T 


The Maids Tragedy. 


Enter Evadne. 
Vonder ſhe is, the Luſtre of whoſe Eye 
Con blot away the ſad Remembrance 
Of all theſe things: Oh my Evadne, ſpare 
That tender B y, let it not take Cold; 
The Vapours of the Night will not fall here. 
To Bed, my Love; Hymen will puniſh us 
For being flack Performers of his Rites. 
Cam'ſt thou to call me? Evad. No. 
Amin. Come, come my Love, 
And let us loſe our ſelves to one another. 
Why art thou up ſo long? Evad. I am not well. 
Amin. To Bed then let me wind thee in cheſe Arms, 
Till J have baniſh'd Sickneſs. 
Evad. Good my Lord, I cannot Sleep: 
Amin. Evadne, we'll watch, I mean no ſleeping. 
Evad. I'll not go to Bed. Amin. 1 een as. 
Evad. I will not for the World. 
Amin, W hy, my Dear Love? 
Evad. Why? I have Sworn I will not. 
Amin. Sworn! Evad. Ay. 
Amin. How? Sworn, Fvadne? 
Erad. Yes, Sworn Amintor, and will ſ wear again, 
If you will wiſh to hear me. 
Amin, 'To whom have you ſworn this? 
Evad. If I ſhould name him, the Matter were not great. 
Amin. Come, this is but the Coynieſs of 4 Bride. 
Evad. The Coyneſs of a Bride? = 
Amin, How prettily that Frown becomes thee! 
Evad. Do you like it ſo? 
Amin. Thou canſt not dreſs'thy Face ith ſuch a Look 
But I ſhall like it. Evad. What Look like you beſt? 
Amin. Why do you asæx? 1 {OUT e 
Evad. That I may ſhew Jeu one lefs pleaſing to you, 
Amin. How's that? 
Evad, That I may ſhew ydu one leſs pleaſing to you. 
Amin, I prethee put thy Je eſts in wilder . 
It ſhe ws as thou wert Angry! 
Evad, So perhaps I am inet a 
Amin. Why, who has done — Wrong? 
C2 Name 
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Name me the Man, and by thy ſelf I ſwear, 


Thy yer unconquer'd ſelf, I will revenge thee. (me, 
Evad. Now I ſhall try thy Truth; if thou doſt love 


Thou weigh'ſt not any thing compar'd with me: 
Lite, Honour, Joys Eternal, all Delights 
Th s World can yield, or hopeful People feign 
Are in the Lite to come, arc light as Air 
To a true Lover when his Lady frowns, 
And bids him do this: Wilt thou kill this Man ? 
Swear,my Amintor, and I'll kifs the Sin off from thy Lips. 
Amin, I will not ſwear, ſweet Love, 
Till I do know the Cauſe. Evad. I wou'd thou wou'dſt; 
Why, it is thou that wrong'ſt me, I hate thee, 
Thou ſhouldſt have kill'd thy (elf. 
Amin. If I ſhould know that, I ſhould quickly kill 
The Man you hated. Evad. Know it then, and do't. 
Amin. Oh no; what Look ſoe'er thou ſhalt put on, 
To try my Faith, I ſhal} not think thee falſe; 
I cannot find one Blemiſh in thy Face, 
W here Falſhood ſhould abide. Leave, and to Bed ; 
If you have ſworn to any of the Virgins, 
That were your old Companions, to preſerve (means. 
Your Maiden-head a Night, it may be done without this 
Evad. A Maiden-head, Amintor, at my Years ? 
Amin. Sure ſhe raves, this cannot be 
Thy natural Temper ; ſhall I call thy Maids? 
Either thy healthful Sleep: hath lefr thee long, 
Or elſe ſome Fever rages in thy Blood. 
Fouad. Neither, Amintor; think you I am Mad, 
Becauſe I ſpeak the Truth? ah 
Amin, Will you not lye with me to Night? 
Evad, To Night ? You talk as if I would hereafter. 
Amin. Hereafter? Yes, I do. Evad. You areDecciv d. 
Put off Amazement, and with Patience mark 
What I ſhall utter, for the Oracle 
Knows nothing truer; tis not for a Night, 
Or two, that I forbear thy Bed, but for ever. 
Amin. I dream, — awake Amintor ! 
Evad. You hear right, 
I ſooner will find out the Beds of Snakes, 
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And with my youthful Blood warm their cold Fleſh, 

Letting them curl themſelves about my Limbs, 

Than 1 ep one Night with thee; this is not feign'd, 

Nor ſounds it like the Coyneſs of a Bride. 
Amin. Is Fleſh ſo earthly to endure all this? 

Are theſe the Joys of Marriage ? Hymen, keep 

This Story (that will make —— Youth 

Neglect thy Ceremonies) from all Ears: 

Let it not riſe up for thy Shame and mine 

To after Ages; we will ſcorn thy Laws, 

If thou no better bleſs them; touch the Hearr 

Of her that thou haſt ſent me, or the World 

Shall know there's not an Altar that will ſmoak 

In praiſe of thee z we will adopt us Sons; 

Then Virtue ſhall inherit, and not Blood : 

If we do luſt, we'll take the next we meet, 

Serving our ſelves as other Creatures do, 

And never take Note of the Female more, 

Nor of her Iſſue, I do rage in vain, 

She can but Jeſt; Oh! pardon me my Love; 

So dear the Thoughts are that I hold of thee, 

That I muſt break forth: Satisfie my fear; 

It is a Pain, beyond the Hand of Death, 

To bein doubt; confirm it with an Oath, if this be true. 
Evad. Do you invent the Form: | 

Let there be in ir all the binding Words 

Devils and Conjurers can put together, 

And I vill take it; I have ſworn before, 

And here, by all things holy, do again, 

Never to be acquainted with thy Bed. 

Is your donbt over now ? 
Amin, I know too much, would I had doubted ſtill. 

Was ever ſuch a Marriage Night as this! 

You Pow'rs above, if you did ever mean 

Man ſhould be us'd thus, you have thought a Way 

How he may bear himſelf, and fave his Honour, 

Inſtruct me in it; for to my dull Eyes 

There is no mean, no moderate Courſe to run, 

I muſt live ſcorn'd, or be a Murderer : 


Is there a third? Why is this Night ſo Calm ? wo 
C 3 Why 


* 
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Why does not Heav'n ſpeak in Thunder to us, | 

And drown her Voice? 

Evad. This Rage will do no good. 
Amin. Evadne, hear me, thou haſt tab en an Oath, 

But ſuch a raſh one that, to keep it, were | 

Worſe than to ſwear it; call it back to thee; 

Such Vows as thoſe never aſcend the Heav'n; 

A Tear or two will wath it quite away: 

Have Mercy on my Youth, my hopeful Youth, 

If thou be pitiſul, for (without Boaſt | 

'This Land was proud of me : what Lady was there, 

That Men call'd Fair and Virtuous in this Iſle, T. 

That would have ſhun'd. my Love? It is in thee; Ar 

To make me hold this Worth Oh! we vain Men 

Thar truſt out all our Reputation, 


To reſt upon the weak and yielding Hand V. 
Of feeble Women! But thou art not Stone; 1. 
Thy Fleſh is ſoft, and in thine Eyes doth dwell W 


The Spirit of Love, thy Heart cannot be hard. 
Come lead me from the bottom of Deſpair, 
To all the Joys thou haſt; I know thou wilt; 
And make me careful, leſt rhe ſudden Change 


O'ercome my Spirits. (environ me. Al 
Evad. When I call back this Oath, the Pains of Hell T. 
Amin. Iſleep, and am too temperate; come to Bed, or by D 


Thoſe Hairs, which if thou haſt a Soul like to thy Locks 8 
Were Threads {or Kings to wear about their Arms 1 
Evad. Why ſo perhaps they are. 5 
Amin. I'll drag thee to my Bed, and make thy Tongue At 
Undo this wicked Oath, or on thy Fleſh 
III print a thouſand Wounds to let out Life. W Tc 
Exad. I fear thee not, do what thou dar'ſt to me; f. 


® 1 


Ev'ry ill- ſounding Word, or threatning Look Ot 
Thou ſhew'it to me, will be reveng'd at full. 
Amin, It will not ſure, Evadne ? 
Evad. Do not you hazard that. MANY | 
Amin. Ha' ye your Champions? Tr Os If 
Evad. Alas Amintor, think'ſt thou I forbcar Ki 
To ſlecp with thee, becauſe I have put on In 
A Maidens ſtrictneſs? look upon thete Cheeks, Sh 


And 


The Maids Tragedy. 23 


And thou ſhalt: find the hot and riſing Blood 

Unapt for ſuch a Vow; no, in this Heart 

There dwells as much Deſire, and as much Will ir © 

To put that wiſhr Act in practice, as ever yt 

Was known to Woman, and they have eee re 

Both; but it was the folly of thy Vouth, 

To think this Beauty (to what Land ſoe er 

It ſhall be call'd) ſhall ſtoop to any — % 

do enjoy the beſt, and in that heigt 

Have ſworn to Stand or Die: Vou gueſs the Man. 
Amin. No, let me know the Man DR nen 

That I may cut his Body into Motess, 

And ſcatter it before the Northern Wind. 

Evad. You dare not ſtrike him. 

Amin. Do not wrong me ſoz" lente 15h | 

Yes, if his Body were à pois nous Plant, 

That it were Death to touch, I have a Soul 

Will throw me on him. Euad. Why, *tis the King. | 
Amin. The King! vad. What e now? 

Amin. Tis not the King 
Evad. What, did he make this Match * dull dein: 
Amin. Oh! thou haſt nam'd a Word that wipes away 

All Thoughts revengeful; in that Sacred Name, 

The King, there lies a Terror; What maya 

Dares lift his Hand againſt it? let the Gods 

_ to him when they pleaſe” ale a | 
ill when let us ſuffer, and wait. M 
Evad. Why ſhould you fill your: ſelf fo fl of Heat, 

And haſte ſo to my Bed? I am no Virgin: 
Amin. What Devil put it in thy Fancy hate: 

To marry me? uad. Alas, I muſt have one 

To father Children, and to bear the Namm 

Of Husband to me, that my Sin may be _ honourable. | 
Amin, What a ſtrange Thing am 12 
Evad. A miſerable one; one — my felt am forry for, 
Amin. Why ſhew it then in this, 

If thou haſt Pity; though thy Love be none, 


Kill me, and al true Lovers that ſhall live». 
In after Ages croſt in their deſires 


Shall bleſs * Memory, and call thee good) 
18 C 4 " Becauſo 
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Becauſe ſuch Mercy in thy Heart was found, 


To rid a lingring Wretch. Evad. I muſt have one 


Jo fill thy Room again, if thou wert Dead, 
Elſe by this Night 1 would: I pity thee. 


Amin: Theſe ſtrange and ſudden Injuries have fall n 


So thick upon me, that I loſe all Senſe 
Of what they are. Methinks I am nor wrong'd, 
Nor it is ought, if from the cenſuring World 
I can but hide it. Reputation, hl 
Thou art à Word, no more: But thou haſt ſhown 
An Impudence ſo high, that to the World 
J fear thou wilt betray or ſhame thy ſelf. 

Evad. To cover Shame I took thee, never fear 
That l would blaze m = | 

Amin. Nor let the 


Know I conceive he . me, then mine Honour 


Will thruſt me into Action, that my Fleſh _ 
Could bear with Patience; and it is ſome eaſe 
To me in theſe Extreams, that I knew this 
Before I toucht thee; elſe had all the Sins 
Of Mankind ſtood betwixt me and the King, 
I had gone through em to his Heart and t ine. 
J have loſt one — tis not his Crown 
Shall buy me to thy Bed: Now I reſolve 
He has diſhonour'd thee; give me thy Hand, 
Be careful of thy Credit, and fin cloſe, - , 
*Tis all I wiſh; upon thy Chamber-floor 
T1l reſt to Night, that Morning Viſiters 
May think we ” dia as Married Thople uſe. 
And prethee ſmile upon me when they come, 
And ſeem to toy, as if thou hadft been pleas'd 
With what we did. Evad. Fear not, I will do this. 

Amin. Come let us. practiſe, and as wantonly 

As ever loving Bride and Bridegroom met, 

Let's laugh and enter here. Evad. I am content. 


Amin. Down all the Swellings of my troubled Heart. 


When we walk thus intwin'd, let all Eyes ſee 


If ever Lovers better did agree. . [ Exennt. 


Enter Aſpatia, Antiphila and Olympias. 


Aſp. Away, you are not fad, force it no further; 


3 


err 
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» 
Good Gods, how well you look! ſuch a full colour 
Young baſhful Brides put on: Sure you are new Married. 
Ant. Yes, Madam, to your Grief. F 
Aſp. Alas! poor Wenches. 
Go learn to love firſt, learn to loſe your ſelves, 
Learn to be flatter'd, and believe, and bleſs 
The double Tongue that did it; * 23G 
Make a Faith out of the Miracles of Ancient Lovers. 
Did you neꝰ er love yet, Wenches ? ſpeak Olympras, 
Such as ſpeak Truth and dy'd in't, 
And, like me, believe all faithful, and be miſerable; 
Thou haſt an eaſie 'Temper, fit —— 21 396 
Olymp. Never. Aſp. Nor you, Antipbila? 
Ant. Nor I. 91373" 3 2H 1 
Aſp. Then my good Girls, be more than Women, wiſe. 
At leaſt be more than I was; and be ſure 1 
You credit any thing the Light gives Light to, 
Before a Man; rather believe the Sea | 
Weeps for the ruin'd Merchant when he roars; 
Rather the Wind courts but the pregnant Sails 
When the ſtrong Cordage cracks; rather the Sun 
Comes but to kiſs the Fruit in wealthy Autumn, 
When all falls blaſted z if you needs muſt Love 
(Forc'd by ill Fate) take to your Maiden Boſoms 
Two dead cold Aſpicks, and of them make Lovers, 
They cannot flatter nor forſwearz one Kiſs 
Makes a long Peace for all; but Man, 
Oh that beaſt Man! Come let's be fad my Girls; 
That down-caſt of thine Eye, Olympias, 
Shews a fine Sorrow; mark Antipbila, 
Juſt ſuch another was the Nymph Oenone, 
When Paris brought home Helen: Now a Tear, 
And then thou art a piece expreſſing fully 
The Carthage Queen, when from a cold Sea Rock, 
Full with her Sorrow, ſhe ty'd faſt her Eyes 
To the fair Trojan Ships, and having loſt them, 
Juſt as thine Eyes do, down ſtole a Tear, Antipbila; 
What would this Wench do, if ſhe were Aſpatia? 
Here ſhe would ſtand, till ſome more pitying God 
Turn'd her to Marble. Tis enough, my Wench 2 q 
; ew 
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Shew me the piece of Needle work you wrought. 
Ant." Of Ariadne, Madam? Aſp. Yes, that Piece. 


This ſhould be Theſeus, he'as a coz ning Face, 


You meant him for a Man. Ant. He was ſo, Madam. 

Aſp. Why then *tis well enough, never look back, 
You have a full Wind, and a falſe Heart, Theſes; 
Does not the Story ſay, his Keel was ſplit, 

Or his Maſts ſpent, or fome kind Rock or other 
Met with his Veſſel? Ant. Not as I remember. 

Aſp. It ſhould ha' been fo; could the Gods know this, 
And not of all their number raife a Storm? | 
But they are all as ill. This falſe Smile was well expreſt; 
Juſt fuch another caught me; you ſhall not go fo, Au- 
In this Place work a Quickſand, (tipbila, 
And over it a ſhallow ſmiling Water. _ 

And his Ship ploughing it, and then a Fear. 
Do that Fear to the Life, Wench. 

Ant. "Twill wrong the Story. 

Aſp. Twill make the Story, wrong'd by wanton Poets, 
Live long and be believ'd. But where's the Lady? 

Ant. There, Madam. | 

Aſp. Fie, you have miſs'd it here, Antipbila, 

You are much miſtaken, Wench; 

Theſe Colours are not dull and pale enough, 

To ſhew a Soul fo full of Miſery 

As this ſad Lady's was; do it by me, 

Do it again by me, the loſt Aſpatia, 

And you ſhall find all true but the wild Iſland; 

I ſtand upon the Sea-beach now, and think 
Mine Arms thus, and mine Hair blown with the Wind, 


Wild as that Deſart, and let all about me 


Tell that I am forſaken, do my Face 


(If thou hadſt ever feeling of a Sorrow) + 


Thus, thus, Antipbila, ſtrive to make me look 


Like Sorrow's Monument; and the Trees about me, 


Let them be dry and leaveleſs; let the Rocks 


Groan with continual Surges, and behind me 


Make all a Deſolation; look, look, Wenches, 
A miſcrable Life of this poor Picture. 
r 
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405 Thave done, ſit down, and let us | 
Upon that Point fix all our Eyes, that Point there; 
Make a dull Silence, till you feel a ſudden Sadneſs 


Give us new Souls. 
Enter Calianax. \. | 
Cal. The King mee do this, and he may not do i it; 
My Child is wrong'd, diſgrac'd. Well, how now Huſ- 
wives? * pony caſe? Is _ time to fit ſtill? up 
ou yo laz Ne e you. 
y Of, "tang, wa "q — Fe ney 
Cl. You'll 12 * ſhortly, get you in and work; 
W hat are you grown ſo e you want Ears, ; 
We ſhall have ſome of the Court Boys do that Office. 
Ant. My Lord we do no more than we are charg'd: 
It is the Lady's plealure we be thus in Grief; 
She 1s forſaken. 
Cal. There's a Rogue too, 
A young diſſembling Slave; * well, get you in, 
I'll have a bout with that Boy; *tis high time 
Now to be valiant; I confel, my Youth 
Was never prone that way. What, made an Aſs? 
A Court Stale? Well, I will be valiant, 
And beat ſome dozen of theſe Whelps; Iwill; and there's s 
Another of em, a trim cheating Soldier, 
I'll maul that Raſcal, Was out-brav'd me twice; 
But now I thank the Gods I'm valiant ; 
Go, get you in, I'Il take a courſe with all. 


[Exeunt. 


— 
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ACT UW. SCENE I. 


Enter Clean, Strato, and Diph lus. 


Cle. YF Our Sitter is not up yet. 
Diph. Oh, Brides Wake thei Morning'sreſt, 


The Night 1s troubleſome. Stra. But not tedious. 
Diph. What odds, he has not my Siſter's Maidenhead 
to Night? 
fog No; it's odds againſt any Bridegroom Wy 
ne er gets | it while he lives, 8 7. 
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Diph. You're merry with my Siſter, you'll pleaſe to 

allow me the ſame freedom with your Mother. 
Stra. She's at your Gr vICe. **** + | Ol 

Diph. Then ſhe's merry enough of her ſelf, ſhe diced I. 
no dicklin Knock at the Door. 

Stra. We ſhall interrupt ther. J. 

iph. No matter, they have the Year before them. 
God morrow, Siſter; ſpare your felf to Day, A 
The Night will come again. | 
Enter Amintor. 
: Amin. Who's there, my Brother? I am no readier 
yet, your Siſter is but now up. 

Dijpb. You look as you had loft your Eyes to N 1ght; 

I think you ha” not flept. Amin. faith I have not. 

Diph. You have done better then. | 

Amin. We ventur'd for a Boy; when he is Twelve, 
He ſhall command againſt the Foes of Rhodes. | 

Stra. You cannot, you want Sleep. [ Aſide. 

Amin, Tis true; but ſhe, - | 
As it ſhe had drunk Lethe, or had made 
Even with Heav'n, did fetch fo ſtill a Sleep, 

So ſweet and ſound. Diph. What's that? 

Amin. Your Siſter frets this Morning, and does turn 
Her Eyes upon me, as People on their Headſman; 
She does chafe, and kiſs, and chafe again, 

And clap my Cheeks; ſhe's in another World. 

Diph. Then I had loſt; I was about to lay, you had 
not got her Maiden-head to Night. 

Amin. Ha! he does not mock me; you'd loſt, indeed; 1 
I do not uſe to onngee. Cleo. You do deſerve her: 


g 
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Amin. I laid my Lips to hers, and that wild Breath i. 
That was rude and rough to me, laſt N ight, P 
Was ſweet as April; ll be guilty too, [ Aſide. 

If theſe by the effects. , 
Enter Melantius. 2 


Mel. Good day, Amintor, for to me the Name 
Of Brother is too diſtant; we are Friends, 
And that is nearer. Amin. Dear Melantius! 
Let me behold thee; is it poſſible? 

- Mel. What ſudden gaze is this? 


Amin, 


d; 
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Amin. Tis wond'rous {trange. 
Mel. Why does thine Eye deſire ſo ſtrict a view 
Of that it knows ſo well? 


' There's nothing here that is not thine. 


Amin. T wonder much, Melantius, 

To ſee thoſe noble Looks that make me think 
How virtuous thou art; and on the ſudden (nour, 
'Tis ſtrange to me, thou ſhouldſt have Worth and Ho- 
Or not be baſe, and falſe, and treacherous, 

And every ill. But Mel. Stay, ſtay, my Friend, 
I fear this ſound will not become our Loves; 

No more, embrace me. Amint. Oh miſtake me not; 
know thee to be full of all thoſe Deeds 

That we frail Men call good; but by the courſe 

Of Nature thou ſhou'dit be as quickly chang'd 

As are the Winds, diſſembling as the Sea, 

That now wears Brows as {mooth as Virgins be, 
Tempting the Merchant to invade his Face, 

And in an Hour calls his Billows up, 

And ſhoots 'em at the Sun, deſtroying all 

He carries on him. O how near am I [ Aide. 
To utter my ſick Thoughts! 

Mel. But why, my Friend, ſhould I be fo by Nature? 

Amin. 1 have wed thy Siſter, who hath virtuous 
Enough for one whole Family, and it is ſtrange (Thoughts 
That you ſhould feel no want. | 

Mel. Believe me, this Complement's too cunning for me. 

Diph. What ſhould I be then by the courſe of Nature, 
They having both robb'd me of ſo much Virtue? 

Stra. O call the Bride, my Lord Amintor, that we 
may ſee her bluſh, and turn her Eyes down; it is the 
prettieſt ſport. 8 

Amin. Evadne! Evad. My Lord! Mithin. 

Amin. Come forth, my Love, 


Tour Brothers do attend to wiſh you Joy. 


Evad. I am not ready yet. Amin. Enough, enough: 
Evad. They'll mock me. 
Amin. Faith thou ſhalt come in. 
Enter Evadne. 
Mel. Good morrow, Siſter ; he that underſtands | 
_— W hom 
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0 
Whom you have wed, need not to with you Joy: - 

ou have enough, take heed you be not proud. 
Dipb. O Sitter, what have you done! 

Evad. I done! why, what have I done? 

Stra. My Lord Amintor ſwears you are no Maid now. 

Evad. Puſh! Stra. I'faith he does. 

Evad. I knew I thou'd be mockt. : 

- Diph. With a Truth. | 
Evad. If twere to do again, in faith I would not marry. 
Amin. Nor I, by Heav'n. 22 
Diph. Siſter, Dula ſwears ſhe heard you cry two 

Rooms off. | 
Evad. Fie, how you talk! Driph. Let's ſee you walk. 
Evad. By my troth you're ſpoil'd. Mel. Amintor! 
Amin. ! - Mel. Thou art fad. 
Amin. Who, I? I thank you for that. 
Shall Diphilus, thou and I ſing a Catch? Mel. How! 
Amin. Prithee let's. 
Mel. Nay, that's too much the other way. 
Amin. I am fo lightned with my Happines - 
How doſt thou, Love? kiſs me. 
Evad. I cannot Love you, you tell Tales of me. 
Amin. Nothing but what becomes us. Gentlemen, 
Would you had all fuch Wives, and all the World, 
That I might be no wonder. You're all ſad; 
What, do you envy me? I walk, methinks, 
On Water, and ne'er fink, I am fo light. 
Mel. Tis well you are fo. | 
Amin. Well? how can Ibeother, when ſhe looks thus? 
Is there no Muſick there? let's Dance. 4 
Mel. Why? this is ſtrange, Amintor! 
Amin. 1 do not know my ſelf; 
Yet I could with my Joy were leſs. | 

| Diph. PI] marry too, if it will make one thus. 

Evad. Amintor, lark. Abt Alt. 
- Amin. What lays my Love? I muſt obe. 

Evad. You do it ſcurvily, 'twill be p:iceiv'd. - 

Cle. My Lord, the King is here, - 83 
5 Enter King an Lyſippus. 
Amin. Where? Stra. And his Brother. 


King. 
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King. Good morrow all. 
Amintor, joy on, Joy fall thick upon thee.! 
And, Madam, you are alter'd ſince I ſaw you, 
I muſt ſalute you; you are now another's; 
How lik'd ou your Night's Reſt? Evad. Ill, Sir. 

Amin. *deed ſhe took but little. 

Lyſ. You'll of let her take more, and thank her too ſhortly. | 

Tow. Amintor, wert thou truly honeſt 
Till . wert Married? 

Amin. Yes, Sir. 

King. Tell; me then, how ſhews the Sport unto thee? 

Amin. Why well. King. What did you do? 

Amin. No more nor leſs than other Cou les 8 3 
Y 1 Know what tis; it has but a courſe 

g. But prithee, I ſhould think, by her black Eye, 
Ad * red Check, ſhe ſhould be quick and ſtirring 
In this ſame buſineſs, ha? 
Amin, I cannot tell, I nc'er try'd other, Sir, but I 
perceive ſhe is as quick as you delivered. 

King. Well, you'll truſt me then, Amintor, | 

To 2 a Wife for you again? Amin. No never, r 
ng. Why? like you this ſo ill? 

p<. 80 Wel I like her. | 
For this I bow my Knee in thanks to, you, 

And unto Heay'n a will pay my & ateful Tribute 
Hourly, and to hope we ſhall.draw out 

A long contented. Life together here, 

And die both full of gray Hairs in one Day; | 
For which the Thanks is yours: But if the Pow' rs. 
That rule us, pleaſe to call her firſt away, 

Without Pride ſpoke, this World holds not a Wife 
Worthy to rake — room. 

King. I do not like this; all forbear the Room, 

But you, Amintor, and your Lady. Ihaveſome ann 
You, that may concern your after living well. 

Amin. He will not je me that he lies with her: if be do, 
Coghlan heav'nly ſtay, my Heart, for I ſhall be aN 
To thruſt this * 2 — to Acts unlaw ful. 

Kirg. You will ſuffer me to talk with her, Amin, 


And not have a jealous pang! 1 
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Amin. Sir, I dare truſt my Wife <2 

With whom ſhe dares to talk, and not be jealous: 
King. How do you like Amintor?. . n 
Evad. As I did, Sir. King. How's that! | 
Evad. As one that, to fulfil your Will and Pleaſure, + 

I have given leave to call me Wife and Love. 
King. I ſee there is no laſting Faith in Sin; 

FS; keg that break word with Heav'n, will break again 

With all tbe World, and ſo doſt thou with me. 
Evad. How, Sir? ? * 
King. This ſubtile Woman's Ignorance 

Will not excuſe you; thou haſt taken Oaths 

So great, methought they did not well become 

A Woman's Mouth, that thou won ne'er enjoy 

A Man but me. 
Evad. I never did ſwear ſo; you do me e wrong. 
King. Day and Night have heard it. 

Evad. 1 ſwore indeed that I would never love 

A Man of lower place; but if your Fortune 

Should throw you from this height, I bad you truſt 

J would forſake you, and would bend to him | 

That won your Throne; I love with my Ambition, 

Not with mine Eyes; but if I ever yet 

Tpucht any other, Leproſie light here 

Upon my Face, which for your Royalty I would not mur 

* Why thou diſſembleft, and it is in me to puniſh 

thee 
Evad. Why, it is in me chen not to love you, which will 
More afflict your Body, — 9 Puniſhment can mine. 
King. But thou haſt let Aminzor lie with thee. 
Evad. Tha' not. King. Impudence! he ſays himſelf fo. 
Evad. He lyes. King. He does not. 

Evad. By this Light he does, ſtrangely, and baſely, and 
Fll-prove A ſoz I did not ſhun him for a Night, 
But told him I would never cloſe with him. 

King. Speak lower; tis falle. | 
1 I'm no Man to anſwer with a Blow; (rue 
Or if Iwere, you are the King; but urge me not, tis moſt 
Aing. Do not I know the uncontrouled thou tits A 
That Youth brings with him, when his Blood 1s gn 
* 1 
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He long hath waited for? Is not his Spirit, 
Though he be temperate, of a valiant Strain, 
As this our Age hath known? What could hedo, 
If ſuch a ſudden Speech had met his Blood, 
But ruin thee for ever? if ke had not kill'd thee, 
He could not bear it thus; he is as we, 
Or any other wrong'd Man. Evad, It is diſſembling. 
King. Take him; farewel; henceforth I am thy Foe; 
And what Diſgraces I can blot thee, look for, 
Evad. Stay, Sir; Amintor z you ſhall hear Amintor, 
Amin. What, my Love? | | 
Evad. Amintor, thou haſt an ingenuous Look, 
And ſhouldſt be virtuous; it amazeth me, 
That thou canſt make ſuch baſe malicious lyes. 
Amin. What, my dear Wife? 4 
Evad. Dear Wife! I do deſpiſe thee 
Why, nothing can be baſer, than to ſow 
Diſſention amongſt Lovers. Amin. Lovers! who? 
Evad. The King and me. - Amin. O Heay'n! 
Evad. Who ſhould live long, and love without diſtaſte, 
Were it not for ſuch Pickthanks as thy ſelf! 
Did you lie with me? ſwear now, and be puniſht in Hell 
For this. Amin. The faithleſs Sin I made * 
To fair Aſpatia, is not yet reveng d, 
It follows me. I will not loſe a word 
To this wild Woman; but to you, my King, 
The anguiſh of my Soul thruſts out this Truth, 
You're a Tyrant; and not ſo much to wrong 
An honeſt Man thus, as to take a pride 
In talking with him of it. 
Evad. Now, Sir, ſee how loud this Fellow ly'd. 
Amin. You that can know to wrong, ſhould know how 
Men muft right themſelves: What Puniſhment is due 
From me to him that ſhall abuſe my Bed! 
It is not Death; nor can that ſatisfie, 
Unleſs I ſend your Lives through all the Land, 
To ſhew how nobly I have freed my felt. © | 
King. Draw not thy Sword, thou know*ſtI cannot fear 
A Subject's Hand; but thou ſhalt feel the wait of this 
Vor. I. D If 
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If thou doſt rage. Amin. The weight of that? 
If you have any worth, for Heav'ns fake think 

I fear not Swords; for as you are meer Man, 

1 dare as eaſily kill you for this Deed, 

As you dare think to do it: but there is 

Divinity about you, that ſtrikes dead 

My riſing Paſſions; as you are my King, 

T full before you, and preſent my Sword 

To cut mine own Fleſh, if it bc your will. 

Alas! I'm nothing but a multitude 

Of walking Griefs; yet, ſhould I murther you, 

I might before the World take the excule 

Of Madneſs: for compare my Injuries, 

And they will well appear too ſad a weight 

For Reaſon to endure; but fall I firſt 

Among my Sorrows, e'er my treacherous Hand 
Touch holy Things: But why? I know not what 
J have to oy ; why did you chuſe out me 

To make thus wretched? there were thouſand Fools 


Eaſie to work on, and of State enough, within the and. 
Evad. T would not have a Fool, it were no Credit for me. 


Amin. Worſe and worſe! 6 

Thou that dar'ſt talk unto thy Husband thus, 
Profeſs thy ſelf a Whore; and more than ſo, 
Reſolve to be ſo ſtill; it is my Fate | 
To bear and bow beneath a thouſand Griefs, 

To keep that little Credit with the World. 

But there were wiſe ones too, you might have ta'ne 
Another. King. No; for I believe thee Honeſt, 
As thou wert Valiant. Amin. All the Happineſs 
Beſtow'd upon me, turns into Diſgrace; 
Gods take your Honeſty again, for! 

Am loaden with it. Good my Lord the King, 

Be private in it. King. Thou may'ſt live, Amintur, 
Free as thy King, if thou wilt wink at this, 
And be a means that we may meet in ſecret. 
Amin. A Baud! hold my Breaft, a bitter Curſe 
Seize me, if I forget not all reſpects 
That are Religious, on another word 


Sounded like that, and through a Sca of ſins Wil 
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Will wade to my Revenge, though I ſhould call 


Pains here, and after Lite, upon my Soul. 

King. Well, I am refolute you lay not with her, 

And ſo leave you. [ Exit Ring, 
Evad. You muſt be prating, and ſee what follows. 
Amin. Prithee vex me not. 

Leave me, I am afraid ſome ſudden ftart 

Will pull a Murther on me. 

Evad. Jam gone; Ilove my Life well. [ Exit Evadne. 
Amin. I hate mine as much. _ 
This 'tis to break a Troth; I ſhould be glad 
If all this tide of Grief would make me mad. ¶ Exit. 
Enter Melantius. 
Nel. I'll know the Cauſe of all Amintor's Griets, 
Or Friendſhip ſhall be idle. 
Enter Calianax. 
Cal. O Melantius, my Daughter will die. (Room. 
Mel. Truſt me, Iam lorry ; would thou hadſt ta en her 
Cal. 'Thou art a Slave, a Cut-throat Slave, a bloody 

treacherous Slave. oo 
Mel. Take hced old Man, thou wilt be heard to rave, 

And loſe thine Offices. Cal. I am valiant grown 

At all theſe Years, and thou art bur a Slave. 

Mel. Leave, ſome Company will come, and I reſpect 

Thy Years, not thee ſo much, that I could wiſh 

To laugh at thee alone. ; 
Cal. I'll ſpoil your Mirth, I mean to fight with thee 

There lie my Cloak, this was my Father's Sword, 

And he urit fight; are you prepar'd? : 
Mel. Why? wilt thou doat thy ſelf out of thy Life? 

Hence get thee to Bed, have careful looking to, and eat 

warm things, and trouble not me; my Head is full os | 

Thoughts more weighty than thy Life or Death can be. i 
Cal. You have a Name in War, when you ſtand fate | 

Amongſt a multitude; but I will try 

What you dare do unto a weak old Man 4 

In 105 e fight; you'll ground, I fear: Come, draw. 

e. I will not draw, unleſs thou pull'ſt thy Death 

Upon thee with a ſtroke; there's no one blow _ 

That thou canſt give, hath ſtrength enough to kill me. 

| D 2 Tempt 
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Tempt me not ſo far then; the Pow'r of Earth 
Shall not redeem thee. Cal. I muſt let him alone, 
He's ſtout and able; and to ſay the Truth, 
However I may ſet a Face, and talk, 
I am not valiant : When I was a Youth, 
J kept my credit with a teſty trick I bad, 
Among Cowards, but durſt never fight. (ſtay. 
Mel. I will not promiſe to preſerve your Life if you 0 
Cai. I would give half my Land that Idurſt fight with 
that proud Man a little: If I had Men to hold, I would 
beat him, till he ask me Mercy. | 
Mel. Sir, will you be gone: 
Cal. 1 dare not ſtay, but I will go home, and beat my 
Servants all over for this. [ Exit Calianax. 
Mel. This old Fellow haunts me, 
But the diſtracted carriage of mine Amintor 
Takes deeply on me, I will find the Cauſe; 
I fear his Conſcience cries, he wrong'd Aſpatia. 
Enter Amintor. 
Amin. Mens Eyes are not fo ſubtle to perceive 
My inward Miſery; I bear my Grief 
Hid from the World; how art thou wretched then? 
For ought I know, all Husbands are like me; 
And every one I talk with of his Wife, 
Is but a well Diſſembler of his Woes 
As Tam: Would Iknew it, for the rareneſs afflicts me now. 
Mel. Amintor, we have not enjoy'd our Friendſhip of 
For we were wont to charge our Souls in talk. late, 
Amin. Melantius, I can tell thee a good Jeſt of Strat 
and a Lady the laſt day. Mel. How walſt? | 
Amin, Why ſuch an odd one. 
Mel. I have long'd to ſpeak with you, not of an idle Jeſt 
that's fore d, but of matter you are bound to utter to me. 
Amin. What is that, my Friend? 
Mel. I have obſerv d, your words fall from your Tongue 
Wildly; and all your Carriage, 
Like one that ſtrove to ſhew his merry Mood, 
When he were ill diſpos'd: You were not wont 
o put ſuch ſcorn into your Speech, or wear 
Upon your Face ridiculous jollity: ? 
ome 
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. 
Some Sadneſs ſits here, which your Cunning wou'd 
Cover o'er with Smiles, and *twill not be. What is it? 
Amin. A Sadneſs here! what Cauſe 
Can Fate provide for me, to make me ſo? 
Am ] not lov'd through all this Iſle? the King 
Rains Greatneſs on me: Have I not receiv'd 
y. A Lady to my Bed, that in her Eye 
h Keeps mounting Fire, and on her tender Cheeks 
th Incvitable Colour, in her Heart 
1d A Priſon for all Virtue ? Are not you, 
Which is above all Joys, my — Friend? 
What Sadneſs can I have? no, I am light, 
ay And feel the courſes of my Blood more warm 
X. And ſtirring than they were; faith marry too, 
And you will feel ſo unexpreſt a Joy 
In chaſt Embraces, that you will indeed appear another. 
Mel. You may ſhape, Amintor, 
Cauſes to cozen the whole World withal, 
And your ſelf too; but tis not like a Friend, 
To hide your Soul from me; tis not your Nature 
Io be thus idle; I have ſeen you ſtand 
As you were blaſted ; midft of all your Mirth, 
Call thrice aloud, and then ſtart, feigning Jo 
to coldly: World! what do I here? a Frien 
Is nothing, Heav'n! I would ha' told that Man 


. My ſecret Sins; I'll ſearch an unknown Land, 
f And there plant Friendſhip, all is wither'd here 
„ Come with a complement, I wou'd have fought 


9 Or told my Friend he ly'd, e' er ſooth'd him fo; 
Out of my Boſom. Amin. But there is nothing. 
Mel. Worſe and worſe z farewell; . 
t From this time have Acquaintance, but no Friend. 
, Amin. Melantius, ſtay, you ſhall know what that is. 
Mel. See how you pad with Friendſhip; be advis'd i 
c How you give cauſe unto your ſelf to ſay, / 
You ha' ofa Friend: Amin. Forgive what have done; 
For I am fo o'er-gone with Injuries i 
Unheard of, that I loſe Conſideration 
Of what I ought to do oh oh. 
Ael. Do not weep z what is't? 2041 vi 
c 5 D 3 May 
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May I once but know the Man 
Hath turn'd my Friend thus? 

Amin. J had ſpoke at firſt, but that Mel. But what? 

Amin. I held it moſt unfit 
For you to know; faith do not know it yet. 

Mel. Thou ſeeſt my Love, that will keep company 
With thee in Tears; hide nothing then from me; 
For when I know the cauſe of thy Diſtemper, 

With mine own Armour [I'll adorn my gelt 

My Reſolution, and cut through thy Foes, 
Unto thy Quiet, till I place thy Heart 

As peaceable as ſpotleſs Innocence. What is it? 

Amin. Why, 'tis this it is too big 
To get out, let my Tears make way awhile. 

Mel. Puniſh me ſtrangely Heav'n, if he eſcape 
Of Life or Fame, that brought this Youth to this. 

Amin. Your Siſter. Mel. Well faid. 

Amin. You'll wiſh't unknown, when you have heard it. 

Mel. No. Amin. Is much to blame, 

And to the King has giv'n her Honour up, 

And lives in Whoredom with him. Mel. How, this! 
Thou art run mad with Injury indeed, 

Thou cou'dft pot utter this elſe; ſpeak again, 

For I forgive it freely; tell thy Griefs. 

Amin. She's wanton; I am loth to ſay a Whore, 
Though it be true. 

Mel. Speak yet again, before mine Anger grow 
Up, beyond throwing down; what are thy Griefs? 
Amin. By all our Friendſhip, theſe. 

Mel. What? am I tame? .. | 
After mine Actions, ſhall the name of Friend 
Blot all our Family, and ftrike the brand 
Of Whore upon my Siſter, unreveng'd? 

My ſhaking Fleſh be thou a Witneſs for me, 

With what unwillingneſs I go to pes 

This Rayler, whom my Folly hath call'd Friend; 

I will not take thee baſely; thy Sword 

Hangs near thy Hand, draw it, that I may whip 

Thy Raſhneſs to Repentance. Draw thy Sword. 
Amin. Not on thee, did thine Anger ſwell as = 
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As the wild Surges; thou ſhouldſt do me caſe 
Here, and Eternally, if thy noble Hand 
Wou'd cut me from my Sorrows. (Lies 

Mel. This is baſe and fearful! they that uſe to utter 
Provide not Blows, but Words to qualifie 
The Men they wrong'd; thou haſt a guilty Cauſe. 

Amin. Thou pleaſeſt me; for ſo much more like this 
Will raiſe my anger up above my Griefs, | 
Which is a Paſhon eaſier to be born, 

And I thall then be happy. 

Mel. Take then more to raiſe thine: Anger. *Tis meer 
Cowardice makes thee not draw; and I will leave thee 
However ; but if thou art ſo much preſt (dead 
With Guilt and Fear, as not to dare to fight, 

I'll make thy Memory loath'd, and fix a Scandal 
Upon thy Name for ever. Amin. Then I draw, 
As juſtly as our Magiſtrates their Swords, 

To cut Offenders off; I knew before 

'Twould grate your Ears; but it was baſe in you 
To urge a weighty Secret from your Friend, 

And then rage at it; I ſhall be at caſe 

If I be kill'd; and if you fall by me, 

I ſhall not long out-live you. Mel. Stay a while. 
The name of Friend is more than Family, 

Or all the World beſides; I was a Fool. 

Thou ſearching human Nature, that didſt wake 
To do me wrong, thou art inquiſitive, 

And thruſts me upon Queſtions that will take 
My Sleep away; would I had dy'd, e' er known 
This ſad Dithonour. Pardon me my Friend; 

If thou wilt ſtrike, here is a faithful Heart, 
Pierce it, for I will never heave my Hand 

To thine; behold the Pow'r thou haſt in me! 

I do believe my Siſter is a Whore, 

A Leprous one; put up thy Sword, young Man. 

Amin. How thou'd I bear it then, ſhe being ſo? 
I fear, my Friend, that you will loſe me ſhortly; 
And I ſhall do a foul Act on my ſelf : 
Through theſ- Diſgraces. Mel. Better half the Land 
Were buried quick together; no, Amintor, 

D 4 Thou 
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Thou ſhalt have eaſe: O this Adult'rous King 
That drew her to't. where got he the Spirit 
To wrong me ſo? Amin. What is it then to me, 
If it be wrong to you! | 
Mel. Why, not ſo much: 'The credit of our Houſe 
Is thrown away 
But from his Iron Den I'll waken Death, 
And buri him on this King; my Honeſty 
Shall ſteel my Sword, and on its horrid Point 
FI! wear my Cauſe, that ſhall amaze the Eyes 
Of this proud Man, and be too glittering 
For him to look on. 
Amin. J have quite undone my Fame. 
Mel. Dry up thy watry Eyes, 
And caſt a manly Look upon my Face; 
For nothing is ſo wild as I thy Friend, 
Till J have freed thee : ſtill this ſwelling Breaſt; 
I go thus from thee, and will never ceaſe 
My Vengeance, till I find my Heart at Peace. 
Amin. It muſt not be ſo; ſtay, mine Eyes wou'd tel 
How loth I am to this; but Love and Tears 
Leave me a while, for I have hazarded 
All this Wor'd calls happy; thou haſt wrought 
A Secret from me under name of Friend, 
Which Art could ne'er have found, nor Torture wrung 
From out my Boſom; give it me again, 
For 1 ill find it, whereſoe'er it lies hid 
In the mortal'ſt part; invent a way to give it back. 
Mel. Why, wou'd you have it back? 
I will to D-arh purſue him with Revenge. 
Amin, T way Lon I call it back from thee; for I know 
Thy Blow io high, that thou wilt ſtir in this, 
And ſhame m to Folterity : 
Take to thy Weapon. 
Mel. lea thy Freud, that bears more Years than thou. 
Amin. Iwill not hear: but draw, or l Mel. Amintor. 
Ain. Drawthen, for 1 am full as reſolute 
As Fame and Honour can inforce me be; 
cannot linger, draw. Mel. I do but is not 


My ſharc of Credit equal with thine, if 1 do flir? 
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, 
Amin. No; for it will be call'd 
Honour in thee to ſpill thy Siſter's Blood, 
If ſhe her Birth abuſe, and on the King 
A brave Revenge: but on me that have walkt 
With Patience in it, it will fix the Name | 
Of fearful Cuckold O that Word ! be quick. 
Mel. Then join with me. | 
Amin. 1 dare not do a Sin, or elſe I would: Be ſpeedy. 
Mel. Then dare not fight with me, for that's a Sin. 
His Grief diſtracts him; call thy Thoughts again, 
And to thy ſelf pronounce the Name of Friend, / 
And ſee what that will work; I will not fight. 
Amin. You mult. 
Mel. I will be kill'd firſt, though my Paſſions 
Offer'd the like to you; *tis not this Earth 
Shall buy my Reaſon to it; think a while, 
For you are (I muſt weep when I ſpeak that) 
Almoſt beſides your felt Amin. Oh my ſoft Temper ! 
So many ſweet Words from thy Siſter's Mouth, 
Lam afraid would make me take her 
To embrace, and pardon her. I am mad indeed, 
And know not what I do; yet have a Care 
Of me, in what thou doeſt. (or to ſave 
Mel. Why thinks my Friend I will forget his Honour, 
The Bravery of our Houle, will lole his Fame, 
And fear to touch the Throne of Majeſty ? 
Amin. A Curſe will follow that, but rather live 
And ſuffer with me. 
Mel. Iwill do what Worth ſhall bid me, and no more. 
Amin. Faith I am ſick, and deſp'rately I hope, 
Vet leaning thus, I feel a kind of Eaſe. | 
Mel. Come take again your Mirth about you. 
Amin. I ſhall never do't. 
Mel. ] warrant you, look up, we'll walk together, 
Pu: thine Arm here, all ſhall be well again. (why, 
Amin. Thy Love, O wretched, I thy Love, Melautius; 


[Exennt. 


Mel. Be merry then, 


Enter 
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| Enter Melantius again. 
Mel. This worthy Young Man may do Violence 
Upon himſelf, but I have cheriſht him 
To my beſt Pow'r, and ſent him ſmiling from me 
To counterfeit again. Sword hold thine Edge, 
My Heart will never fail me. Diphilus, 
Thy com'ſt as ſent. 
Enter Diphilus. 
Diph. Yonder has been ſuch laughing. 
Mel. Betwixt whom? 
Diph. Why, our Siſter and the King, 
I thought their Spleens would break, 
Thy laught us all out of the Room. 
Mel. They mult weep, Diphilus. Diph. Muſt they ? 
. Mel. They muſt: Thou art my Brother, and if I did be- 
Thou hadſt a baſe Thought, I would rip it out, (lieve 
Lie where it durſt (̃and find it. 
Dipb. You ſhould not, I would firſt mangle my ſelf 
Mel. That was ſpoke according to our Strain; 
Come join thy Hands to mine, (thee. 
And ſwear a Firmneſs to what Project I ſhall lay before 
Diph. You do wrong us both; | 
People hercafter ſhall not ſay there paſs'd 
A Bond more than our Loves, to tie our Lives 
And Deaths together. 
Mel. It is as nobly ſaid as I would with; 
Anon TI tell you Wonders; we are wrong'd. 


Diph. But I will tell you now, we'll right our ſelves. 


Mel. Stay not, prepare the Armour in my Houle ; 
And what Friends you can draw unto our Side, | 
Not knowing of the Cauſe, make ready too; 

Haſte Diphilus,the Time requires it, haſte. | Exit Diphilus. 
I hope my Cauſe is juſt. I know my Blood 

Tells me it is, and I will credit it. 

To take Revenge, and loſe my ſelf withal, 

Were idle ; and to {cape impoſſible, 

Without I had the Fort, which Miſery 

Remaining the Hands of my Old Enemy 

Calianax, but I muſt have it. See 
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Enter Calianax. 
Where he comes ſhaking by me: Good my Lord, 
Forget your Spleen to me, I never wrong d you, 
But would have Peace with ev'ry Man. Cal. Tis well; 
If I durſt fight, your Tongue would lie at quiet. 

Mel. You're touchy without all Cauſe. 

Cal. Do, mock me. 

Mel. By mine Honour I ſpeak Truth. 

Cal. Honour ? where is't ? 

Mel. See what ſtarts you make into your hatred to 
my Love and Freedom to you. 
I come with Reſolution to obtain a Suit of you. (Sir. 

Cal. A Suit of me! 'tis very like it ſhould be granted, 

Mel. Nay, go not hence; : 

"Tis this; you have the keeping of the Fort, 
And I would wiſh you, by the Love you ought 
To bear unto me, to deliver it into my Hands. 

Cal. I am in hope that thou art mad, to talk rome thus. 

Mel. But there is a Reaſon to move you to it. I would 
kill the King, that wrong'd you and your Daughter. 

Cal. Out Traytor ! | (done, 

Mel. Nay but ſtay; I cannot ſcape, the Deed once 
Without I have this Fort. 

Cal. And ſhould I help thee? now thy Treacherous 
Mind betrays it ſelf. Mel. Come, delay me not 
Give me a ſudden Anſwer, or already 
Thy laſt is ſpoke; refuſe not offer'd Love, 

When it comes clad in Secrets. 

Cal. If Iſay T will not, he will kill me, I do ſee't writ 
In his Looks; and ſhould I ſay I will, he'll run and tell the 
King. I do not ſhun your Friendſhip, dear Melantius, 
Bur this Cauſe is weighty, give me but an Hour to think. 

Mel. Take it I know this goes unto the King, 
But I am Arm'd. [Ex. Melant. 

Cal. Methinks I feel my ſelf | 
But twenty now again; this fighting Fool 
Wants Policy; I ſhall revenge my Girl, 
And make her red again; I pray, my Legs 
Will laſt that Pace that will carry them, 
I ſhall want Breath before I find the King. 
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Enter Melantius, Evadne, and a Lady. 


Mel. __ you. 
Evad. Save you, ſweet Brother. 

Mel. In my blunt Eye methinks you look, Evadne. 

Evad. Come, you would make me Bhuſh. 

Mel. 1 would Evade, I ſhall diſpleaſe my ends elſe. 

Evad. You ſhall, if you command me; I am baſhtul; 
Come Sir, how do I look? 

Mell would not have your Women hear me 
Break into Commendation of you, tis not ſeemly. 

Evad. Go wait me in the Gallery — now ſpeak. 


Mel I'll lock the Doorjfirſt. [ Exeunt Ladies, 

Evad. Why? 

Mel. | will not have your gilded Things that dance 
Choke up my Buſineſs 


In Viſitation with their Millan Skins 
Evad. You are ſtrangely diſpos'd, Sir. 
Mel. Good Madam, not to make you merry. 
Evad. No, if you praiſe me, 'twill make me ſad. 
Mel. Such a ſad Commendation I have for you. 
Evad. Brother, the Court hath made you witty, 
And learn to Riddle. (thing? 
Mel. I praiſe the Court for't; has it learn'd you no- 
Evad. Me? 
Mel. Ay, Evadne, thou art young and handſom, 
A Lady of a ſweet Complexion, 
And ſuch a flowing Carriage, that it cannot 


Chuſe but inflame a Kingdom. Evad. Gentle Brother: 


Mel. Tis yet in thy Remembrance, fooliſh Woman, 
To make me gentle. Evad, How is this? 
Mel. Tis baſe, | 
And I could bluſh at theſe Years, thorough all 
My honour'd Scars, to come to ſuch a Parly. 
_ Evad. lunderſtand you not. Mel. You dare not, Fool; 
They that commit thy Faults, fly the Remembrance. 
Evad. My Faults, Sir! I would have you knowl care not 
If they were written here, here in my Forchead. - 


Mel. 
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Mel. Thy Body is too little tor the Story, 
The Luſts of which would fill another Woman, 108 
Though ſhe had Twins within her. Evad. This is ſaucy; 
Look you intrude no more, there lies your Way. 

Mel. Thou art my Way, and I will tread upon thee, 
'Till I find Trurh our. 
Evad. What Truth is that you look for? 

Mel. Thy long-loſt Honour: would the Gods had ſet me 
One of their loudeſt Bolts; come tell me quickly, 
Do it without Enforcement, and take heed 
You ſwell me not above my Temper. 

Evad. How Sir? where got you this Report? 

Mel. Where there were People in every Place. 

Evad. They and the Seconds of it are baſe People; 
Believe them not, they lyed. 

Mel. Do not play with mine Anger, do not Wretch, 
I come to know that deſperate Fool that drew thee 
From thy fair Life; be wiſe, and lay him open. 

Evad. Unhand me, and learn Manners ; ſuch another 
Forgetfulneſs forfeits your Life. . 
Mel. Quench me this mighty Humour, and then tell me 

Whoſe Whore you are, for you are one, I know it. 

Let all mine Honours periſh but PII find him, 

Though he lie lockt up in thy Blood; be ſudden; 

There is no facing it, and be not flattered; 

The burnt Air, when the Dog reigns, is not fouler 

Than thy contagious Name, *till thy Repentance 

Af the Gods grant thee any) purge thy Sickneſs. 
Evad. Be gone, you are my Brother, that's your Safety. 
Mel. I'll be a Wolf firſt; tis to be thy Brother 

An Infamy below the Sin of a Coward : 42 

I am as fr from being Part of thee, 

As thcu art from thy Virtue : Seck a Kindred 

Mongſt ſenſual Beaſts, and make a Goat thy Brother, 

A Goat is cooler, Will you tell me yet! 
Evad. If you ſtay here and rail thus, Tſhall tell you, 

II ha' you whipt; get you to your Command, 

And there preach to your Sentinels, (at you. 

And tell them what a brave Man you are; I ſhall laugh 
Mel. You're growna glorious Whore; where be your 

Fighters? 


* 
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Fighters? what mortal Fool durſt raiſe thee to this daring, 
And I alive? by my juſt Sword, tad ſafer 


Plows up the Sea, or made Heav'ns Fire his Food: 
Work me no higher; will you diſcover yet? 
Evad. The Fellow's mad; ſleep, and ſpeak Senſe. (thee; 
Mel. Force my ſwoll'n Heart no further; I would fave 
Your great Maintainers are not here, they dare not, 


Would they were all, and arm'd, I would ſpeak loud ; 


Here's one ſhould thunder to em: will you tell me? 

Thou haſt no hope to ſcape; he that dares moſt, 

And damns away his Soul to do thee Service, R 
Will ſooner fetch meat from a hungry Lion, 8 
Than come to reſcue thee; thou haſt Death about thee: * 
He has undone thine Honour, poyſon'd thy Virtue, 
And, of a lovely Roſe, left thee a Canker. 

Evad. Let me conſider, Mel. Do, whoſe Child thou wert, 
Whoſe Honour thou haftmurder'd, whoſe Grave open'd, I 
And ſo pull'd on the Gods, that in their Juſtice . 
They muſt reſtore him Fleſh again and Life, 

And raiſe his dry Bones to revenge his Scandal. 
Evad. The Gods are not of my mind; they had better 
let *em lie ſweet ſtill in the Earth; they'll ſtink here. 
Mel. Do you raiſe Mirth out of my Eaſineſs? 
Forſake me then all weakneſſes of Nature, 
That make Men W omen: Speak you W hore, ſpeak truth, 
Or by the dear Soul of 1 Father, 
This Sword ſhall be th ver: tell, or I'll kill thee: 
And when thou haft told all, thou wilt deſerve it. 
Evad. You will not murder me |! | 
Mel. No, tis a Juſtice, and a Noble one, 
To put the Light out of {ſuch baſe Offenders. T 
vad. Help! 
Mel. By thy foul ſelf, no Human Help ſhall help thee, T 
If thou crieſt; when I have kill'd thee, as 1 have T 
Vow'd to do, if thou confeſs not, naked as thou haſt left | 


Thine Honour, will I leave thee, 
That on thy branded Fleſh the World may read 
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Thy black Shame, and my Juſtice. Wilt thou bend yet? 


9 
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\ Evad. 


Evad. Ves. Mel. Up and begin your Story. 
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Evad, Oh I am miſerable. | 
5 Mel. Tis true, thou art; ſpeak Truth till. 
Evad. I have offended, Noble Sir: forgive me. 
Mel. With what ſecure Slave? Evad. Do not ask me, Sir. g 
Mine own Remembrance is a Miſery too mighty for me. 
Mel. Do not fall bak again; my Sword'suntheath'd yet. 
: Evad. What ſhall Ido? _—- 
Mel. Be true, and make your Fault leſs. 
Evad. I dare not tell. | 
Mel. Tell, or I'll be this Day a killing thee. 
Evad. Will you forgive me then ? 
Mel. Stay, I muſt ask mine Honeur firſt, I have too much 
fooliſh Nature in mez ſpeak. Evad. Is there none elſe here? 
Mel. None but a fearful Conſcience, that's too many. 
Who is't? Evad. O hear me gently; it was the King. 
Mel. No more. My worthy Father's and my Services 
| Are liberally — e ung, I thank thee : 
s For all my Dangers and my W ounds, thou haſt paid me 
, In my own Metal: Theſe are Soldiers thanks. | 
How long have you liv'd thus, Evadne? 
Evad. Too long. 
F Mel. Too late you find it: Can you be ſorry? 
Evad. Wou'd I were half as blameleſs. 
Mel. Evadne, thou wilt to thy Trade again. 
Evad. Firſt to my Grave. 
Mel. Wou'd Gods th'hadft been ſo bleft : 141 
: Doſt thou not hate this King now? prethee hate him: 
Cou' dſt thou not curſe him? I command thee curſe him, 
Curſe rill the Gods hear, and deliver him 
To thy juſt Wiſhes ; yet I fear, Evadne, | | 
You had rather play your Game our. X 
Evad. No, I feel too many ſad Confuſions here = 
To let in any looſe Flame hereafter. 
Mel.Doſt thounor feel among all thoſe one braveAnger, 
F That breaks aut nobly, and directs thine Arm 
To kill this baſe King ? 
Evad. All the Gods forbid it. | 
Mel. No, all the Gods require it, they are diſhonour'd 
> Evad. Tis too fearful. (in him. 
el. You're yaliant in his Bed, and bold enough 
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To be a ſtale Whore, and have your Madam's Name 
Diſcourſe for Grooms and Pages; and hereafter, + 


When his cool Majeſty hath laid you by, 


To be ar Penſion with ſome needy Sir | k 


For Meat and courſer Clothes, thus far you know no fear. 


Come, you ſhall kill him. Evad. Good Sir! 
Mel. And *twere to kiſs him Dead, thou'd ſmother him; 

Be wiſe and kill him: Canſt thou live, and know - 

W hat noble Minds ſhall make thee ſee thy ſelf 

Found out with ev'ry Finger, made the Shame 

Of all Succeſſions, and in this great Ruin 

Thy Brother and thy noble Husband broken? 

Thou ſhalt not live thus; kneel, and ſwear to help me 

When I ſhall call thee to it, or by all 

Holy in Heav'n and Farth, thou ſhalt not live 

To breath a full hour longer, not a Thought : 

Come *tis a righteous Oath ; give me thy Hand, 

And both to Heav'n held up, ſwear by that Wealth 


This luſtful Thief ſtole from thee, when I ſay it, 


To let his foul Soul out. Evad. Here I ſwear it, 
And all you Spirits of abuſed Ladies 
Help me in this Performance. BY Alon, 

Al. Enough; this muſt be known.to none 
But you and I, Evadue; not to your Lord, 
Though he be wiſe and noble, and a Fellow 
Dares ſtep as far into a worthy Action 
As the moſt daring, ay as far as Juſtice. 
Ask me not why. Farewel. Exit Mel. 

Evad. Would I cou'd fay ſo to my black Diſgrace. 
Oh where have I been all this time! how friended, 
That I ſhould loſe my ſelf thus deſperately, 
And none for Pity ſhew me how I wandred? 
There is not in the compaſs of the Light 
A more unhappy Creature: Sure I am monſtrous, 
For | have done thoſe Follies, thoſe mad Miſchiefs, 
Wou'd dare a Woman. O my loaden Soul, 
Be not ſo cruel to me, choak not up | 

Enter Amintor, | T 


The way to my Repentance. O my Lord. 


Amin. How now? 
Evad. 
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Evad. My much abuſed Lord! 4 + {Mineels. 
Amin. This cannot be. 1 11 
Evad. I do not kneel to live, I dare not hope it; 
The Wrongs I did are greater; look upon me, 
Though I appear with all my Faults. Amin. Stand up. 
This is no new way to beget more Sorrows | 
Heav'n knows I have too many; do not mock me; 
Though I am tame and bred up with my wrongs, 
Which are my Foſter- brothers, I may kap 
Like a Hand- wolf into my natural Wildneſs, 
And do an Outrage: pray thee do not mock me. 
Evad. My whole Life is ſo leprous, it infects 
All my Repentance: I wou'd buy your Pardon 
Though at the higheſt ſet, even with my Life: 
That ſlight Contrition, that's no Sacrifice 
For what I have committed. Amin. Sure I dazle: 
There cannot be a Faith in that foul Woman TT 
That knows no God more mighty than her Miſchiefs: 
Thou doſt ſtill worſt, ſtill number on thy Faults, 
To preſs my poor Heart thus. Can I believe ; 
There's any Fad of Virtue in that Woman 
Left to ſhoot up, that dares go on in Sin _ 
Known, and ſo known as thine is, O Evague 7 
Wou'd there were any ſafety in thy gov + | 
That I might put a thouſand Sorrows off, 
And credit thy Repentance. But I muſt, not: 
Thou haſt brought me to the dull Calamity, - 
To that ſtrange Misbelief of all the World, 
And all things that are in it, that I fear _ 
I ſhall fall like a Tree, and find my Grave; 
Only remembring that I grieve. 4 
Fuad. My L... 
Give me your Griefs: You are an Innocent, 
A Soul as white as Heav*n; let not my Sins 
Periſh your noble Vouth: Ido not fall here 
To ſhadow by diſſembling with my Tears, 
As all ſay Women can, or to make leſss 
What my hot Will hath done, which Heav'n and you 
Knows to be tougher than the hand of time 
Can cut from Mans remembrance; no, I do not; 
eis * E 


*y 


p 


þ” 


\ 
A i 


* 


The Maids' Tragedy. 49 


— 


— EC TIS ———— ¾— Az. 
—— — —— yn 
o o 
—— — — — — mo 5 


50 The Maids Tragedy. 


I do appear the ſame, the fame Evadne, 

Dreſt in the Shames I liv'd in, the fame Monſter, 
But theſe are Names of Honour, to what I am; 

I do preſent my ſelf the fouleſt Creature, 

Moſt pois nous, dang'rous, and deſpis'd of Men, 

Lerna e're bred, or Nilus; I am Hell, 

Till you, my dear Lord, ſhoot your light into me, 
The beams of your Forgiveneſs: I am Soul-ſick, 

And wither with the fear of one condemn'd, 

Till I have got your Pardon. Amin. Riſe Evadne. 

Thoſe 'Heav'nly Pow'rs that put this good into thee, 
Grant a continuance of it: I forgive thee; 
Make thy ſelf worthy of it, and take heed, 
Take heed Evadne this be fericus 
Mock not the Pow'rs above, that can and dare 
Give thee a great example of their Juſtice 
To all enſuing Eyes, if thou playeſt 
With thy Repentance, the beſt Sacrifice. 

Evad. I have done nothing good to win belief, 
My Lite hath been ſo faithleſs; all the Creatures 
Made for Heav'ns Honours have their ends, and good ones, 
All but the coz'ning Crocodiles, falſe Women; 
They reign here like thoſe Plagues, thoſe killing Sores 
Men pray againſt; and when they die, like Tales 
Ill told, and unbeliev'd, they paſs away, 
And go to Duſt forgotten: But my Lord, 
Thoſe ſhort Days I ſhall number to my reſt, 
(As many muſt not ſee me) ſhall, though too late, 
Though in my evening, yet perceive a Will, 
Since I can do no good becauſe a Woman, 
Reach conſtantly at ſomething that is near it; 
I will redeem one minute of my Age, 
Or like another Miobe I'll weep 
Till I am Water. | 
Amin. I am now diſſolv'dl: 

My frozen Soul melts: may each Sin thou haſt, 
Find a new Mercy: Riſe, I am at peace: 
Hadit thou been thus, thus excellently good, 
Before that devil King tempted thy frailty, 

Sure thou hadſt made a Star. Give me thy Hand; * 
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From this time I will know thee, and as far 
As Honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor. 
When we meet next, I will ſalute thee fairly, 
And pray the Gods to give thee happy Days: 
My Charity ſhall go along with thee, 
Though my Embraces muſt be far from thee. 
I ſhould ha' kill'd thee, but this ſweet Repentance 
Locks up my Vengeance, for which thus J kiſs thee, 
The laſt kiſs we muſt take; and wou'd to Heav'n 
The Holy Prieſt that gave our Hands together, 
Had giv'n us equal Virtues. Go Evadne, 
The Gods thus part our Bodies, have a care 
My Honour falls no farther, I am well then. 
Evad. All the dear Joys here, and above hereafter 
Crown thy fair Soul. 'Thus I take leave my Lord, 
And never ſhall you ſee the foul Evade 
Till ſhe have try'd all honour'd means that may 
Set her in reſt, and waſh her Stains away. | Exeunt. 
Banquet. Enter King, Calianax. Hoboyes play within. 
King. 1 cannot tell how I ſhoy'd credit this 
From you that are his Enemy, | ad 
Cal. I am ſure he ſaid it to me, and I'll juſtifie it 
What way he dares oppoſe z but with my Sword. 
King. But did he break without all circumſtance 
To you his Foe, that he wou'd have the Fort 
To kill me, and then eſcape? 4 31 
Cal. If he deny it, I'll make him bluſh. 
King. It ſounds incredibly... 
Cal. Ay, ſo does every thing I ſay of late. 
King. Not ſo Calignax. Cal. Yes, I ſhou'd fit mutę 
Whilſt a Rogue with ſtrong Arms cuts your Throat. 
King. Well, I will try him, and if this be truc 
Pl pawn my Life I'll find it; if't be falſe, 
And that you clothe your Hate in ſuch a Lie, 
You ſhall hereafter doat in your own Houſe, | 
Not in the Court. © | 4:50 
Gol, Why if it be a Lin 1s nw 
Mine Ears are falſe; for I'll be ſworn I heard it; 
Old Men are good for nothing; you were beſt 
om Fat me to death for hearing, * free him ge 
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For meaning of it; you wou'd ha' truſted me 
Once, but the time is altered. (World; 
King. And will tilt where may do, with Juſtice to the 
You have no witneſs. Cal. Yes, my ſelf. 
King. No more I mean there were that heard it. 
Cal. How no more? would you have more? why am 
Not I enough to hang a thouſand Rogues? 
King. But ſo you may hang honeſt Men too if you pleaſe. 
Cal. 1 may, tis like I will do fo ; there are a hundred 
will ſwear it for a need too, if I fay it. 3 
King. Such Witneſſes we need not. (rous Knave. 
Cal. And 'tis hard if my Word cannot hang a boyſte- 
King. Enough; where's Straro? Stra. Sir! | 
Enter Strato, 
King. Why where's all the Company? call Amintor in. 
Evadne, where's my Brother, and Melantins? 
Bid him come too, and Dipbilur; call all ¶ Exit Strato. 
That are without there: If he ſhould deſire 
The combat of you, tis not in the Pow'r 
Of all our Laws to hinder it, unlefs we mean to quit em. 
Cal. Why if you do think 
*Tis fit an old Man and a Counſellor, 
To fight for what he ſays, then you may grant it. 
Enter Amintor, Evadne, Melantius, Dipbilus, Ly- 
fippus, Cleon, Strato, and 23 
King. Come Sirs, Amintor thou art yet 4 Bridegroom, 
And 1 will uſe thee ſo; thou ſhalt fit down; 
Evadne ſit, and you Amintor tooz | 
This mn is for you, Sir: Who has brought | 
A marry Tale about him, to raiſe a laughter 
Amongſt our Wine? Why Strato, where art thou? 
Thou wilt chop out with them unſeafonably . _ 
When I defire em not. | 
Sera. Tis my ill luck Sir, ſo to ſpend them then. (ad. 
King. Reach me a Boul of Wine: Melantites, thou art 
Amin. I ſhould be Sir the merrieſt here, 
But I ha' ne'er a Story of mine own 
Worth telling at this time. | 
King. Give me the Wine. 
Melantius, T am now conſidering 
How eafic twere for any Man we truſt 
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on one of us in fuch a Boul. 
el. I think it were not hard Sir, for a Knaye. 

Cal. Such as you are. N 3; 

King. I' faith twere cafe, it becomes us well 
To get plain dealing Men about our ſelves, 

Such as you all are here. Amintor, to thee, 
And to thy fair Evadne. 

Mel. Have you thought of this, Calianar? | Aſide. 

Cal. Yes marry have I. TA 

Mel. And what's your Reſolution? 

Cal. Ye ſhall have it ſoundly? 

King. Reach to Amintor, Strato. Amin. Here my Love, 
This Wine will do thee wrong, for it will ſet (Pity. 
Bluſhes upon thy Cheeks, and*till thou doſt a Fault, 'twere 

King. Yet T wonder much | a 
Of the ſtrange deſperation of theſe Men, 

That dare attempt ſuch Acts here in our State; 
He could not that did it. 
Mel. Were he known, unpoſſible. 
Ning. — would be SIN prove you 
ht to be, if he got then away 
He muſt veal our Lives of be his Sword, 
He need not fly the Iſland, he muſt leave no one alive. 

King. No, I ſhould think no Man 
Cou'd kill me and ſcape clear, but that old Man. 

Cal. But I! Heav'n bleſs me: I, ſhould I my Liege? 

King. I do not think thou wouldſt, but yet thou might ſt, 
For thou haſt in thy hands the means to ſcape, (it well. 
By keeping of the Fort ; he has, Melautiut, and he has kept 

Mel. From Cobwebs Sir, a 1 
Tis clean ſ : I can find no other Art (manded. 
In keeping of it now, twas neꝰ er Beſieg d ſince he com- 

Cal. T ſhall be ſure of your good Word, ö 
But I have kept it ſafe from ſuch as you. 

Mel. Keep ycur ill temper in, I ſpeak no Malice; 
Had my Brother kept it T ſhould ha faid as much 

King. You are not merry, Brother; drink Wine, 
Sit you all ſtill! Calianax, 
cannot truſt thus: I have thrown out Words 
That would have fetcht warm _ upon the ri yo 
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of guilty Men, and he is never moy'd, heknowsno ſuch 
thing. 


Cal. Impudence may ſcape, whem feeble Virtue is accus d. 
King. He muſt, if he were guilty, feel an alteration 
At this our whiſper, whilſt we point at him, | 
You ſee he does not. Cal. Let him hang himſelf, 
What care I what he does; this he did ſay. 
, King. Melantius, you cannot eaſily conceive | 
What J have meant; for Men that are in fault 
Can ſubtly apprehend when others aim 
At what they do amiſs; but I forgive 
Freely before this Man; Heav'n 45 ſo too: 
Iwill not touch thee ſo much as with ſhame. 
Of telling it, let it be ſo no more. wh 
Cal. Why this 1s very fine, Mel. I cannot tell 
What *tis you mean, but I am apt enough ' 
Rudely to thruſt into ignorant fault, 
But let me know it; happily tis noughht 
But miſconſtruction, and where I am clear 
I will not take forgiveneſs of the Gods, much leſs of you. 
King. Nay if you ſtand ſo ſtiff, I ſhall call back my Mercy. 
Mel. I want ſmoothneſs. to thank a Man 
For pardoning of a Grime I never knew. (ou 
King Not to 1 your Knowledge, but to ſhew 
My Ears are every where, you meant to kill me, 
And get the Fort to ſca pee. 1 
Mel. Pardon me Sir; my bluntneſs will be pardoned: 
You preſerve eee . 2 
A race of idle People here about you, 
Eaters, and Talkers, to defame the Worth . 
Ofthoſe that do things worthy. The Man that utter'd thn 
Had pcriſht without Food, be't who it will, | 
But for this Arm that fenc'd him from the Foe. 
And if I thought you gave n Faith to this, | 
The plainneſs of my Nature would ſpeak more; 
Give me a Pardon (for you ought to do't) 
To kill him that ſpake this. 
Cal. Ay, that will be the end of all, 
Then I am fairly paid for all my care and ſervice. 
Ae. That old Man who calls me Enemy, and of whom 
Though Iwill never match my hate fo low) Have 
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Have no good thought, would yet, I think, excuſe me, 
And ſwear he thought me wrong'd in this. 
Cal. Who I, thou ſhameleſs Fellow ! Didtthou not 
ſpeak to me of it thy ſelf? _ 
Mel. O then 1 it came from him. 
Cal. From me! who ſhould it come from bat from me? 
Mel. Na 77 believe your Malice is enough, 
my Anger. Sir, I hope you are well ſatisfied] 
King. Liſippus, chear Amintor and his Lady; there's no 
Comes from you; I will come and do't my elf: (ſound 
Amin. You have done already Sir for me, | thank you. 
King. Melantins, I do credit this om A. | | 
How flight ſo &'er you make't. 
Mel. Tis ſtrange you ſhould. | 
Cal. Tis ſtrange hethould believe an ol Man s word, 
That never lied in his Life. ö 
Mel. I talk not to theeʒ 1 
Shall the wild Words of this hag oe W 
Frantick with Age and Sorrow, make a breach 
Betwixt your Majeſty and we? ITIwas wrong 
To hearken to him; but to credit him 
As much, at leaſt, as have pow ir to bea. 
But pardon me, whilſt I ſpeak onl truth, 
I may commend my ſelf I have begon- 
My careleſs Blood with you, and ſhou'd be lot 
To think an Action that wou'd make me loſe Fil 
That, and my Thanks too. When I was a Boy, | 
| thruſt my ſelf into my Country's Cauſe, 
And did a deed that pluckt five Years from time, | 
And ſtil'd me Man then. And for you my King, 
Your Subje&s all are fed by vertue of my Arm. 
This Sword of mine hath plow'd the Ground, 
And reapt the Fruit in Peace 1189 
And your ſelf have liv'd at home in eaſe: 
So terrible I grew, that without Swords 
My Name hath fercht you Conqueſt, and my Heart 
And Limbs are ſtill the ſame; my wall is great 


To do you ſervice: Let me not be paid 


With ſuch a ftrange Diſtruſt. 
King. Melantins, I held it great —— to believe 
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Thine Enemy, 


Before me? Do but take his Weapons from him, 
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„and did not; if I did 


Ido not, let that ſatisfie: What, ſtruck 
With ſadneſs all? More Wine! 


Cal. A few fine Words have overthrown my Truth: 


Ah th'art a Villain. 
Mel. Why thou wert betterlet me have the Fort; 


Dotard, I will diſgrace thee thus for ever; | Aſide. 


There ſhall no credit lye upon thy Words; 
Think better, and deliver it. | 

Cal. My Liege, he's at me now again to do it; ſpeak, 
Deny itif thou canſt; examine him 
* he's hot, for he'l! cool again, he will forfwear it 

This is Lunacy I ho 5 Melamine. 
. He hath loſt him 
Mach, ſince his Daughter miſ d the Wannen 
My Silter gain'd; and though he call me Foe, I pity him. 

Cal Pity! A Pox upon vou. 

King. Mark his diſorder'd Words, and at the Mask. 

Me Diagorks knows he rag'd, and rail'd at me, 
And call'd a Lady Whore, 0 innocent 
She underſtood him not; but it becomes 

Both you and me too, to forgive Diſtraction, 
Pardon him as I do. 

Cal. not ſpeak for thee, for all thy cunning} if you 
will beſate chop off his Head, for there was never known 
ſo impudent a Raſc l. 

King, Some that love him, get him to Bed: Why, 
Pity ſhould not let Age make it {elf contemprible; we 
mult be all Old; have him away. (go 

Mal. Calianax, rhe Kin 8 come you fhall 
Home, and reſt; you'ha' 12 well; you'll give it up 
When I have us'd you thus a Month, 1 hope. 

Cal. Now, now, tis plain Sir, he does move me fill; 
He ſays he knows I'll give him up the Fort, 

When he has us d me thus a Month: 1'am Mad, 


Am I not, ſtill? . Ownes. Ha, ha, ha! 


Cal. I ſhall be Mad * 15 you do thus. 
Why would you truſt a ſturdy Fellow there 
(That has no Virtue in him, all's in his Sword) 


And 


nd 
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And he's an Aſs, and I am a very Fool, ny. 
Both with him, and without him, as you uſe me. 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | 
King. Tis well Calianax; but if you uſe 
This once again, 1 ſhall intrear ſome other 
To ſee your Offices be well diſcharg'd. 
Be merry Gentlemen, it grows ſome what late. 
Amintor, thou wouldeſt be a- bed again. Anis. Ves Sir. 
King. And you Ruadue; let me take thee in my Arms, 
Melautius, and believe thou art as thou deſerveſt 
To be, my Friend ſtill, and for ever. Good Caliamax, 
Sleep ſoundly, it will A to thy ſelf. ö 
[ Exeuyt all but Mel. aud Cal. 
Cal. Sleep ſoundly! I fleep foundly now I hope, 
] cou'd not be thus elſe. How dat'& thou ſtay 
Alone with me, knowing how thou haſt us'd me ? 
Mel. You cannot blaſt me with your Tongue, 


And that's the ſtrongeſt part you have about _ 


Cal. Ido look for fome great Puniſhment 

For I begin to forget all my hate, 

And take't unkindly that mine Enemy 

Should uſe me ſo extraordinarily feurvily. 
Mel. I ſhall melt too, if you begin to take 

Unkindneſſes: I never meant you hurt. 3 
Cal. Thou'lt anger me again thou wretched Rogue, 

Meant me no hurt! Diſgrace me with the King; 

Loſe all my Offices! This is no hurt, . 

Is it? I prithee what doſt thou call hurt? | 
Mel. To poiſon Men becauſe they love me not; 

To call the credit of Mens Wives in queſtion; 

To murder Children betwixt me and Land; this is all txirt. 
Cal. All this thou think ſt is ſport; 

For mine is worſe: But uſe thy will with me; 

For betwixt Grief and Anger I cou'd cry. a 
Mel. Be wiſe then, and be fafe; thou may ſt revenge 
Cal. Ay o' th' King? I wou'd revenge of thee. 

Mel. That you muſt plot your ſelf. 
Cal. I am a fine Plotter. | 
Mel. The ſhort is, I will hold thee with the King 
In this perplexity, till pecviſhneſs 


And 
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And thy Diſgrace have laid thee in thy Grave: 

But if thou wilt deliver up the Fort, 

Fl take thy trembling Body in my Arms, (ate. 

And bear thee over Dangers; thou ſhalt hold thy wonted 
Cal. If I ſhould tell the King, can'ſt thou deny't again? 
Mel. Try and believe. Les e 

Cal. Nay then, thou canſt bring any thing about: 

Thou ſhalt have the Fort. 
Mel. Why well, here let our Hate be buried, and 
This Hand ſhall right us both; give me thy aged Breaſt 
to compals. = 
Cal. Nay, I do not love thee yet: - 
I cannot well endure to look on thee : 
And if I thought it were a courteſie, 
Thou ſhould*ſt not have it: But I am diſgrac'd; 
My Offices are to be ta'en away; 
And if I did but hold this Fort a day, 
I do believe the King would take it from me, 
And give it thee, things are ſo ſtrangely carried; 
Ne'er thank me for't; but yet the King ſhall know 
There was ſome ſuch thing in't I told him of; 
And that I was an honeſt Man. | 

Mel. He'll buy that Knowledge very dearly. 

| Enter Diphilus. 

What News with thee? | 

Dipb. This were a Night indeed to do it in; 
The King hath ſent for * | 
- Ael. She ſhall perform it then; go Diphilus, 
And take from this good Man, my worthy Fricnd, 

The Fort; hel give it thee. 
Dipb. Ha' you got that? | 
l. Art thou of the ſame breed? canft thou deny 
This to the King too? | 

Diph. With a Confidence as great as his 
Cal. Faith, like enough. 

Mal. Away, and uſe him kindly. 

Cal. Touch not me, I hate the whole ſtrain : if thou 
follow me a great way off, I'll give thee up the Fort; and 
hang * — | 

Mel. Be gone. | 

| Dipb. 
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| » 
Diph. He's finely wrought. . [ Exeum Cal. and Diph. 
Mel. This is a Night, in ſpight of Aſtronomers, 
To do the deed in; I will waſh the ſtain 
That reſts upon our Houſe, off with his Blood. 
Enter Amintor. RY 
Amin. Melantius, now aſſiſt me, if thou beeſt -  - 
That which thou ſay'ſt, aſſiſt me: I haveloſt (help me. 
All my Diſtempers, and have found a Rage fo pleaſing; 
Mel. Who can fee him thus — — 
And not ſwear Vengeance? What's the matter, Friend? 
Amin. Out with thy Sword; and hand in hand with me 
Ruſh to the Chamber of this hated King, 
And ſink him with the weight of all his ſins 
To Hell for ever. Mel. Twere a raſh Attempt, 
Not to be done with Safety: Let your Reaſon 
Plot your Revenge; and not your Paſſion. | 
Amin. If thou refuſeſt me in theſe extreams, 
Thou art no Friend: He ſent for her to me 
By Heav'n to me; my ſelf; and I muſt tell ye 
| love her as a Stranger; there is worth | 
In that vile Woman, worthy things, Melantinsz _ 
And ſhe repents. I'll do't my fell Ane, | 
Though I be ſlain. Farewell. | 
_ Mel. He'll overthrow my whole Deſign with Madnels. 
Amintor, think what thou doſt; I dare as muchas Valour; 
But tis the King, the King, the King, Amintor, 
With whom thou fighteſt; I know he's Honeſt, [ Ajide. 
And this will work with him. 
Amin, | cannot tell | Tt \ 
What thou haſt ſaid; but thou haſt charm'd my Sword 
Out of my Hand, and left me ſhaking here defenceleſt 
Mel. I will take it up for thee. | 
Amin. What a wild Beaſt is uncollected Man! 
The thing that we call Honour, bcars us all 
Headlong unto Sin, and yet it ſelf is nothing. 
Mel. Alas, how variable are thy Thoughts! 
Amin. Juſt like my Fortunes: I was run to that 
I purpos'd to have chid thee for. 2 
Some Plot I did diſtruſt thou hadſt againſt the e, 


8 The Maids Tragedy. 


q 
By that old ene Agen e: but take heed, - 
There is not the leaſt Limb growing to a King 
But carries Thunder in it. Wwe h | T. 
Mel. I have none againſt him. | "IT 
Amin. Why? come then, and ftill remember we may St 
not think Revenge. | T 
Mel. I will remember, - 
- — A 


ACT:N. SCENE 
Enter Evadne, and a Gentleman. 


Evad. CIR, is the King a-bed? 
Gent. Madam, an _— | 
Evad. Give me the Key then, and let none be near; 
*Tis the King's Pleaſure. 
Gent. I underſtand you, Madam, would 'twere mine. 
I muſt not wiſh good reft unto your Ladiſhip. 
Evad. You talk, you talk. 
Gent. Tis all 1 dare do, Madam; but the King wil 
wv and then. R e 
vad. Saving your Imagination, ood Night, Sir, 
Gent. A 2 Night ber then, 15 long 625 Ma- 
dam; I am gone. | i | 
Evad. The Night grows horrible, and all abont me 
Like my black purpoſe. O the Conſcience [ King a. bed. 
Of a loſt Virgin; whither wilt thou pull me? 
To what things diſmal, as the Depth of Hell, 
Wilt thou provoke me? Let no Man dare 
From this hour be diſloyal: if her Heart 
Be Fleth, if ſhe have Blood, and can fear, tis a daring 
Above that deſperate Fool that left his Peace, 
And went to Sea to fight: *tis ſo many fins 
An Age cannot prevent em; and fo great, | 
The Gods want Mercy for: Yet I muſt through em. 
I have begun a laughter on my Honour, 
And I muſt end it there: He Sleeps. Good Heay'ns 
Why give you Peace to this untemperate Beaſt 
That hath fo long tranſgreſs d you? I mult kill din, 
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And I will do't bravely: The meer joy 
Tells me I merit in it: Yet I muſt not 
Thus tamely do it as he ſleeps; that were 
To rock him to another World: My Vengeance 
Shall take him waking, and then lay before him 
The number of his Won and Puniſhments. 
Il ſhake his Sins like Furies, till I waken 
His evil Angel, his ſick Conſcience | 
And then in {ſtrike him dead. King, by your leave: 
Dees hi, Arms to the Bed. 
I dare not truſt your Strength. Your Grace and I 
Muſt grapple upon even Terms no more. 
So, if he rail me not from my Reſolution, 
ſhall be _ enough. i 
My Lord the King, my Lord; he ſlee 
As if he meant to wake no more; my Lord 3 
Is he not dead already? Sir, my Lord. 
King. Who's that? 
Evad. O you ſleep ſoundly, Sir! 
King. My dear Evade, 
I have been dreaming of thee; come to Bed. 
Evad. J am come at length, Sir, but how welcome? 
King. What pretty new Device is this, Evadne? 
What do you tye me to you by my Love? 
This is a quaint one: Come my Dear and kiſs me; 
I'll be thy Mars, to Bed my Queen of Love: 
Let us be caught together, that the Gods 
_ ſee, and envy our Embraces. 
ad. Stay, Sir, . l 
You are too hot, and I have brought you Phyſick 
To temper your high Veins. 3 
9 King. Prithee to Bed then; let me take it warm, 
There you ſhall know the ſtate of my Body better. 
Evad. 1 know you have a ſurfeited foul Body, 
And you muſt bleed. 
King. Bleed! . 
Evad. Ay, you ſhall bleed: Lye ſtill, and if the Devil, 
| Your Luſt, will give you leave, repent: This Steel 
Comes to redeem the Honour that you ſtole, 
King, my fair Nam e, which nothing but thy Death 
Can anſwer to the World. . X 
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King. How's this, Evadne ? 2 
Evad. I am not ſhe; nor bear I in this Breaſt 

So much cold Spirit to be call'd a Woman: 

I am-a Tyger; 1 am any thing 

That knows not Pity. Stir not, if thou doſt, 

I'll take thee unprepar'd; thy Fears upon thee, 

That make thy Sins look double, and fo ſend thee 


(By my Revenge I will) to look thoſe Torments 
6 wh for ſuch black Souls. 
7 


Gy 


More chaſtly 1 till thou, thou, Ae foul Canker, 
4 


(Stir not) didſt poyſon me: I was a World of Virtue, 
Till your curſt Court and you (Hell bleſs you for't) 
With your Temptations on Temptations | 
Made me give up mine Honour: For which (King) 
Jam come to kill thee. | | 
King. No. Evad. I am. 

King. Thou art not. 
I prithee ſpeak not theſe things; thou art gentle, 


And wert not meant thus rugged. 


Evad. Peace, and hear me. 
Stir nothing but your Tongue, and that for Mercy 
To thoſe above us; by whofe Lights I vow, 
Thoſe bleſſed Fires that ſhot to ſee our Sin, 
If thy hot Soul had ſubſtance with thy Blood, 
I would kill that too, which being paſt niy Steel, 
My Tongue ſhall teach. Thou art a ſhameleſs Villain, 
A thing out of the overchange of Nature 
Sent like a thick C'oud to diſperſe a Plague 
Upon weak catching Women; ſuch a Tyrant 
That for his Luſt would ſell away his Subjects, 
Ay. all his Heav'n hereafrer, 
King. Hear, Evadne, ks 
Thou Soul of ſweetneſs ! hear, I am thy King. (you) 
vad. Thou art my Shame; lye ſtill, there's Does 2 
2 15 | Ithin 
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Within your Cries; all promiſes of Safety 
Are but deluding Dreams, Thus, thus, thou foul Man, 
'Thus I begin my As | Fabi him. 

King. Hold Evadne: ' 
I do command thee hold. 

Evad. I do not mean Sir, 
To pre ſo fairly with you; we muſt change 

More of theſe Love-tricks yet. 

hat bloody Villain 

Pro: oe thee to this Murther? 

Evad, Thou, thou Monſter. King. Oh! 

Evad. Thou kept'{t me brave at Court, and whor'd me; 
Then Married me to a young Noble Gentleman; 
And whor'd me ſtill. 

King. Evadne, pity me. 

Evad. Hell take me then. This for my Lord Amintor 3 
This for my noble Brother; and this ſtroke 


For the moſt wrong'd of Women. [ Kills bim, 
King. Oh! I die. 
Evad. Die all our Faults together: 31 firgive thee, Erie. | 
Enter two of the Bed-Chamber. 


1. Come now ſhe's gone, let's enter, the King ex- 
pol it, and will be an 

'Tis a fine Wench, we'll have a ſnap at her one 
of theſe Nights as ſhe goes from him. 

1. Content. How quickly he haddone with her! I ee 
Kings can do no more that way than other mortal People. 
2. How faſt he is! Icannot hear him breathe. (pale. 

1. Either the Tapers give a feeble light, or he looks very 

2. And ſo he does, pray Heav'n he be well. 
Let's look: Alas! He's ſtiff, wounded and dead: 
Treaſon, Treaſon! 

1. Run forth and call. 


2. Treaſon, Treaſon! [Exit Gent. 
1. This will be laid on us. Who can believe 
A Woman cou'd do this? 
Enter Cleon and Liſippus. 


Cleon. How now, where's the Traitor? 

1. Fled, fled away; but there her woful act lyes ſtall, 

Cle, Her Act! a Woman! LI 
17. 
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Liſi Where's the Body? 
#4, $-* There. ... 


Li.. Farewel thou worthy Man; there were two Bonds 


That tied our Loves, a Brother and a King; 

The leaſt of which might fetch a flood of Tears: 

But ſuch the miſery of Greatneſs is, 

They have no time to moura ; then pardon me. 

Sirs, which way went ſhe? Enter Strato. 

Stra. Never follow her, a 
For ſhe, alas! was but the Inſtrument. 

News is now brought in, that Melantins 

Has got the Fort, and ſtands upon the Wall; 

And with a loud Voice calls thoſe few that paſs 

At this dead time of Night, delivering 

T K. end of this Act. 6 

IL. Gentlemen, I am your King. 

Stra. We do acknowledge it. 195 * 

Liſ. I would I were not. Follow all; for this mul 
have a ſudden ſtop. [Exeunt. 

- Enter Melantius, Diphilus and Calinax on the Wall. 

Mel. If the dull People can believe Lam arm'd 
Be conftant Dipbilus; now we have time, 

Either to bring our baniſht Honours home, 
Or create new ones in our Ends. 

Diph. I fear not; e e 
My ac” lyes not that way. Courage, Calianax. 
Cal. Wou'd J had any, you ſhould quickly know it. 

Mel. Speak to the People thou art cloquent. 

Cal. Iis a fine Eloquence to come to the Gallows; 
You were born to be my End. The Devil take you. 
Now muſt I hangfor company. Tis ſtrange 
I ſhould be Old, and neither Wiſe nor Valiant. 

Enter Liſippus, Diagoras, Cleon, Strato, and Guard. 
Liſ. See where he konds, as boldly confident 
As if he had his full Command about him. | 

Stra. He looks as if he had the better Cauſe; Sir, 
Under your gracious Pardon let me ſpeak it ! 

Though he be mighty-ſpirited, and forward 
To all great things; to all things of that danger 
Worſe len ſhake at the telling of ; yet certainly 


* 
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Ido believe him Noble, and this Action 
Rather pull'd on than ſought; his Mind was ever 
As worthy as his Hand. | 
Liſ. Tis my fear too; 
Heav'n forgive all. Summon him, Lord Cleox. 
Cleon. Ho from the Walls there. 
Mel. Worthy Clem, welcome; [ 
We could have wiſht you here Lord; you are honeſt. 
Cal. Well, thou art as flattering a Knave, though Idare 
not tell you ſo, A N [ Afide. 
Liſ. Melantins ! | Z 
Mel. Sir. * | | 
Liſ. I am ſorry that we meet thus; our old Love 
Never requir'd ſuch diſtance; pray Heav'n 
You have not left your ſelf, and fought this Safety 
More out of Fear than Honour; you have loſt 
A noble Maſter, which your Fa th, Melantius, | N 
Some think might have preſerv'd; yet you know beſt. 109 
Cal. When time was I was mad; ſome that dares = 
Fight I hope will pay this Raſcal. (theo, I} 
Mel. Royal young Man, whoſe Tears look lovely on 1 
Had they been ſhed for a deſerving one, 45 th 
They had been laſting Monuments. Thy Brother, 18 
While he was good, I call'd him King, and ſerv'd him 14 
With that ſtrong Faith, that moſt unwearied Valour, 
Pull'd People from the fartheſt Sun to ſeek him; 
And by his Friendſhip, I was then his Sold er; 
But ſince his hot Pride drew him to . -— i 
And brand my noble Actions with his Luſt, 
(That never cur'd Diſhonour of my Sitter, 
Paſe ſtairi of Whore; and which is worſe, 
The joy to make it ſtill ſo) like my ſelf; - 
Thus havel flung him off with my Allegiance, 
And ſtand here mine own Juſtice, to revenge 
What I have ſuffer'd in him; and this old Man 
Wrong'd almoſt to Lunacy. 1 
Cal. Who 1? You'ddraw me in. I have had no wrong, 
do diſclaim ye all. | 
= Thy ſhort is this; car 
'Tis no Ambition to lift up my ſelf, | | 
* 0 I. I. P F Urgeth 
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Urgeth me thus; I do defire again 
To be a Subject, ſo I may be freed 
If not, I know my Strength, and will unbuild 
This goodly Town; be ſpeedy, and be wife, in a Reply. 
Stra. Be ſudden, Sir, to tie 
All again; what's done is paſt recal, 
And paſt you to Revenge; and there are thouſands 
'That wait for fuch a troubled hour as this; 
Throw him the blank. 
Liſ. Melantins, write in that thy choice, 
My Scal is at it. | 
Mel. It was our Honour drew us to this Act, 
Not Gain; and we will only work our Pardon. 
Cal. Put my Name in too. | 
.Diph. You difchim'd us but now, Calianax. 
Cal. That's all one; 
I'll not be hang'd hereafter by a trick; 
I'll have it in. | 
Mel. You ſhall, you ſhall; 
Come to the back Gate, and we'll call you King, 
And give you up the Port. 3 
Liſ. Away, away. | Exeunt. 
Enter Aſpatia in Mans Apparel. 
Aſp. This is my fatal hour; Heav'n may forgive 
My raſh attempt, that cauſeleſly hath laid 
Griefs on me that will never let me reſt: 
And put a Woman's Heart into my Breaſt; 
It is more Honour for you that I die; 
For ſhe that can endure the Miſery 
That I have on me, and be patient too, 
May live, and laugh at all that you can do. 
God fave you Sir. Eurer Servant. 
Ser. And vou Sir; what's your buſineſs? 
A. With you Sir now, to do me the Office 
To help me to your Lord. 
Ser. What wou'd you ſerve him? 
Aſp. lil do him any Service; but to haſte, 
For my Affairs are earneſt, I deſire to ſpeak with him- 
Ser. Sir, becauſe you are in ſuch haſte, I wou'd be loth 
delay you any longer; You cannot. | Mb 
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Aſp. It Nepal tho' to tell your Lord. 


Ser. Sir, he will . with no Body. 

Aſp. This is moſt ſtrange: art thou gold proof? there's 
for thee; help me to him. 

Ser. Pray be not angry Sir, I'll do my beſt. [ Exit. 

Aſp. How ſtubboraly this Fellow anſwer'd me! 
There is a vile diſhoneſt trick in Man, 

More than in Women: All the Men I meet 

Appear thus to. me, are harſh and rude, - 

And have a ſubtilty in every thing, 

Which Love could never know; but we fond Women 

Harbour the eaſieſt and ſmootheſt Thoughts, 

And think all ſhall go ſo; it is unjuſt 

That Men and Women ſhou'd be matcht together. 
Enter Amintor, and his Man. 

Amin. Where is he! | 

Ser. There my Lord. | 

Amin. What wou'd you, Sir ? 2. 

Aſp. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip to command your Man 
Out of the Room; I ſhall deliver things 
Worthy your hearing. 

Amin. Leave us. Exit Ser. 

Aſp.O that that ſhape ſhould bury falſhood in at. ¶ Aide. 

Amin. Now your Will, Sir. 

Aſp. When you know me, my Lord, you needs muſt 
My buſineſs! and Lam not hard to know (gueſs 
For till the change of War mark'd this ſmooth Face 
With theſe few blemiſhes, People would call me 
My Siſter's Picture, and her mine; in ſhort, 
am the Brother to the wrong'd Aſpatia. 

Amin. The wrong'd Aſpatia! Wou d thou wert ſo too 
Unto the wrong'd Amintor ; let me kiſs 
That Hand of thine in honour that I bear 
Unto the wrong'd Aſpatie : Here I ſtand 
That did itz wou'd he could not; gentle Youth, 

Leave me, for there is ſomething in thy looks 
[That calls my Sins in a moſt * Foe 
nto my Mind; and I have Grief enoug 

Without thy help. | 


Aſp. 1 wou'd I could with Credit. FE 
F 2 - Since 


* 
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Since I was twelve years old I had not ſeen 
| My Siſter till this hour; I now arriv'd; 
| She ſent for me to ſee her — 
A woful one: But they that are above, 
Have ends in every thing. She us'd few Words, 
But yet enough to make me underſtand 
The baſeneſs of the Injury you did her; 
That little training I have had, is War; 
I may behave my ſelf rudely in Peace; 
I wou'd not though; I ſhall not need to tell you 
J am but young; and you would be loth to loſe 
Honour, that is not eaſily gain'd again; 
Fairly I mean to deal; the Age is ſtrict 
For ſingle Combats, and we ſhall be ſtopt 
If it be publiſh'd: If you like your Sword, 
Uſe it; if mine appear a better to you, 
Change; for the ground is this, and this the time 
To end our Difference. 
Amin. Charitable Youth, 
If thou be'ſt ſuch, think not I will maintain 
So ſtrange a wrong; and for thy Siſter's ſake, 
Know that I could not think that deſperate thing 
I durit not do; yet to enjoy this World 
I would not ſee her; for beholding thee, 
I am I know not what; if I have ought 
'That may content thee, take it and be gone; 
For Death is not ſo terrible as thou; | 
Thine Eyes ſhoot Guilt into me. 
Aſp. Thus ſhe ſwore 
Thou wou dſt behave thy ſelf, and give me Words 
That would fetch Tears into mine . and ſo 
Thou doſt indeed; but yet ſne bade me watch, 
Leſt I were eozen'd, and be ſure to Fight cer I return d. 
Amin. That muſt not be with me; 
For here I'll die directly, but againſt her 
Will never hazard it. Aſp. You muſt be urg'd; 
I do not deal uncivilly with thoſe that 
Dare to fight; but ſuch a one as you 
Muſt be us'd thus. 8 [ She ſtrikes bim. 
Amin. Prithee Youth take heed; ” 
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, , 
Thy Siſter is a thing to me ſo much 
Above mine Honour, that I can endute 
All this; good Gods — a blow | can endure ; 
But ſtay not, leſt thoudrawatimely Death upon thy ſelf. 
Aſp. Thou art ſome prating Fellow, I 
One that hath ſtudyed out a trick to talk 5 
And move ſoft- hearted People; to be kickt, De kicks bim. 
Thus to be kickt — wy ſhould hebeſo flow | Aſide. 
In giving me my Death? Amin. A Man can bear 
No more, andkeep his Fleſh; forgive me then; 
I wou'd endure yet if I cou'd; now ſhew 
The Spirit thou pretend'ſt, and underſtand ; 
Thou haſt no Honour to live: [They fabt. 
What doſt thou mean? Thou canſt not Fight: 
The blows thou mak'ſt at me are quite beſides; 
And thoſe I offer at thee, thou ſpread'ſt thine Arms, 
And tak*ſt upon thy Breaſt. Alas! Defenccleſs. 
Aſp. 1 have got enough, and my defire 
There's no place ſo fit for me to die as here. | 
Enter Evadne, her Hands blosdy, with a Knife, 
Evad. Amintor, I am loaden with Events 
That fly to make thee happy; I have joys 
That in a moment can call back thy wrongs, 
And ſettle thee in thy free State again; 
It is Evade ſtill that follows thee, 
But not her Miſchiefs. 5 | 
Amin. Thou canſt not fool me to believe again; 
But thou haſt looks and things ſo full of News 
That I am ftaid. 3 
Evad. Noble Amintor, put off thy amaze; 
Let thine Eyes looſe, and ſpeak, am I not fair? 
ks not Evadne beautcous with theſe Rites now ? 
Were thoſe hours half ſo lovely in thine Eyes, 
When our Hands met before the Holy Man? 
I was too foul within to look fair then ; 
Since I knew Ill, I was not free till now. 
Amin, There is Preſage of ſome important thing 
Abour thee; which is ſeems thy Tongue hath loſt, 
Thy Hands are bloody, and thou haft a Kniſe. 
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Evad. In this conſiſts thy Happineſs and mine: 1 


Joy to Amintor, for the King is Dead. 
Amin. Thoſe have moft Pow'r to hurt us that we love, 


We lay our fleeping Lives within their Arm. | 
Why? Thou haſt rais'd up miſchief to this height, 2 
And found out one to out- name thy other Faults; i Gc 
Thou haft no intermiſſion of thy Sins, Ev, 
But all thy Life is a continual III. a 
Black is thy Colour now, Diſcaſe thy Nature. Th 
Joy to Amimor]! Thou haft touch'd a Life, 4 
The very Name of which had Pow'r to chain Oh 
Up all my Rage, and calm my wildeft wrongs. = - 
Evad. Tis done; and fince I cou'd not find a way Ii , 
To meet thy Love fo clear as through his Life, y 
I cannot now repent it. M. 
Amin. Cou'dit thou procure the Gods to ſpeak to me, All 


| To bid me love this Woman, and forgive, 

| I think I ſhould fall out with them. hold, 

| Here lies a Youth whoſe Wounds bleed in my Breaft, 

ö Sent by his violent Fate to fetch his Death 

From my flow Hand. And to augment my Woe, ' 

You now are preſent ſtain'd with a King's Blood 
Violently ſhed. This keeps Night here, 

And throws an unknown Wilderneſs about me. 
Ab. Oh, oh, oh! Amin. No more, purſue me not. 
Evad. Forgive me then, and take me to thy Bed. 

We may not part. | OTE 
Amin. Firhear, be wiſe, and let my Rage go this way. 
Evad. Tis you that I wou'd ſtay, not it. | 
Amin. Take heed, it will return with me. - (home. 
Evad. If it muſt be, Iſhall not fear to meet it; take me 
Amin. Thou Monſter of Cruelty, forbear. 
Evad. For Heav'ns ſake look more calm; 

Thine Eyes are ſharper than thou canſt make thy Sword: 
Amin. Away, away, 

Thy Knees are more to me than Violence. 

I am worſe than ſick to ſee Knees follow me 

For that I muſt not grant; for Heay'ns ſake ſtand. 
Evad. Receive me then. | 


Amin. dare not ſtay thy language; In 


The Maids Tragedy. _T 


0 
In midſt of all my Anger and my Grief, 
Thou doſt awake ſomething that troubles me, 
And fays I lov'd thee once; I dare not ſtay; 
There is no end of Womens reaſoning. [ Leaves her. 
Evad. Amintor, thou ſhalt love me once again; 
Go, I am calm; farewel; and Peace for ever. 
Evadne whom thou hat' ſt will die for thee.. [ Kills her ſelf. 
Amin. ] have a little human Nature yet 
That's left for thee, that bids me ſtay thy Hand. | Returns. 
Evad. Thy Hand was welcome, but it came too late ; 
Oh Jam loſt ! the heavy Sleep makes hafte. | She dier. 
Aſp. Oh, oh, oh! 
Amin. 'This Earth of mine doth tremble, and I feel 
A ſtark affrighted motion in my Blood; 
My Soul grows weary of her Houſe, and 1 
All over am a trouble to my elf. | 
There is ſome hidden Powir in theſe dead things 
That calls my Fleſh into em; I am cold; 
Be reſolute, and bear em 228 q 
There's ſomething yet which 1 am loth to leave. 
There's Man enough in me to meet the fears 
That Death can bring, and yet wou'd it were done; 
| can find nothing in the whole Diſcourſe 
Of Death, I durſt not meet the boldeſt way; 
Yet ſtill betwixt the Reaſon and the Act, | 
The Wrong I to Aſpatia did ſtands up, : 
| have not ſuch a fault to anſwer, 
Though ſhe may juſtly arm with Scorn _ 
And Hate of me, my Soul will part leſs troubled, 
When I have paid to her in Tears my Sorrow. 
I will not leave this Act unſatisfied, 
If all that's left in me can anſwer it. 
Aſp. Was it a Dream? There ſtands Amintor ſtill : 
Or 1 dream ſtill. =o (Help: 
Amin. How doſt thou? Speak, receive my Love, and 
Thy Blood climbs up to his old place again: | 
There's hope of thy Recovery. 
Aſp. Did you not name Ajpatia? Amin. I did. 
Aſp. And talk'd of Tears and Sorrow unto her? 
in. Tis true, and till theſe happy ſigns in thee 
| F 4 | Did 
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Did ſtay my courſe, *rwas thither I was going. 

Aſp. Thou'rt there already, and theſe W oundsare hers: 
Thoſe Threa:s | brought with me, ſought not Revenge, 
But came to tetch this Bleſſing from thy Hand, I am Aſpa- 

Amin. Dare my Soul ever look abroad again? (ta yet. 

Aſp. I ſhall live, Amintor; I am well: 

A kind of healthful Joy wanders within me. 

Amin. The World wants Lines to excuſe thy loſs : 
Come let me bear thee to ſome place of hclp. 

Aſp. Amintor thou mult ſtay, I muſt reſt here, 

My Strength begins to diſobey my Will. 

How doſt thou, my beſt Soul? I wou'd fain live, 

Now if I cou'd : Wou'dſt thou have lov'd me then? 
Amin. Alas! all that Iam's not worth a Hair from thee. 
Aſp. Give me thy Hand, mine Hands grope up and 

And cannot find thee; I am wendrous fick: (down, 

Have [| thy Hand, Amintor ? 

Amin. Thou greateſt Bling of the World, thou haſt. 

Aſp. ] do believe thee better than my Senſe: 

Oh! I muſt go, farewel. water, 
Amin. She fwoons : Aſpatia; help; for Heav'ns ſake 

Such as may chain Lite tor ever to this Frame. 

Aſpatia, ſpeak : what no help? yet I fool, 

Fll chate her Temples, yet there's nothing ſtirs; 

Some hidden Power tell her that Amintor calls, 

And let her anſwer me: Aſpatia, ſpeak. 

I have heard, if there be Life, but bow 

The Body thus, and it will thew it ſelf. 

Oh the is gone! I will not leave her yet. 

Since out of Juſtice we mult challenge nothing; 

IIIl call it Mercy if you'll pity me, 

You heav'nly Powers, and lend, for ſome few Years, 

The bleſſed Soul to this fair Seat again. 

No Comtort comes, the Gods deny me too. 

PII bow the Body once again: Aſparia! 

The Soul is fled for ever, and I wrong 

My ſelt, ſo long to loſe her Company. / | 

Muſt I talk now? Here's to be with thee, Love. 

[Kills himſelf. 
Euter 
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Enter Servant. 

Ser, 'This is a great Grace to my Lord, to have the 
new King come to him; I muſt tell him, he is entring. 
O Heav'n! help, help. WE. 

Enter Lyſippus, Melantius, Calianax, Cleon, Diphilus, 
and Strato. | 

Lyſ. Where's Amintor £ 

Stra. O there, there. 

Lyſ How ſtrange is this! 

Cal. What ſhould we do here? | 

Mel. Theſe Deaths are ſuch acquainted things with me, 
That yet my Heart diſſolves not. May I ſtand 
Stiff here for ever; Eyes, call up your Tears; 

This is Amintor : Heart, he was my Friend; 
Melt, now it flows; Amintor, give a word 
To call me to thee, | 

Amin. Oh! 

Mel. Melantius calls his Friend Amintor; Oh thy Arms 
Are kinder to me than thy Tongue; 

Speak, ſpeak. 

Amin. W hat? 

Mel. That little word was worth all the ſounds 
That ever I ſhall hear again. 

Dith. O Brother! here lies your Siſter ſlain; 

You loſe your ſelf in Sorrow there. 
Mel. Why Diphilus, it is — 
A thing to laugh at in reſpect of this; 
Here was my Siſter, Father, Brother, Son; 
All that I had; ſpeak once again; 
What Youth lies ſlain es by thee? 
Amin. "Tis Aſpatia. 
My Senſes fade, let me give up my Soul 
Into thy Boſom. | 

Cal. Whar's that? What's that? Aſpatia! (now; 

Mel. I never did repent the Greatneſs of my Heart till 
It will not burſt at need. 

Cal. My Daughter dead here too! and you have all 
fine new tricks to grieve; but I ne er knew any but di- 
rect crying. 

Mel. Jam a Pratler, but no more. 

Dieb. Hold, Brother. | „ 
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Lyſ. Stop him. | 

Dwph. Fie; how unmanly was this Offer in you! 

Does this become our Strain? 

Cal. I know not what the matter is, but I am 

Grown very kind, and am Friends with you; 

You have giv'n me that among you will kill me 

Quickly; but III go home, and live as long as I can. 
Mel. His Spirit is but poor that can be kept 

From Death for want of Weapons. 


ls not my Hand a Weapon good enou 


To ſtop my Breath? or if you tic down thoſe, 
I vow Amzmtor, | will never Eat, 
Or Drink, or Sleep, or have to do with that 
That may preſerve Life; this I ſwear to keep. 
Lyſ. Look to him tho', and bear thoſe Bodies in. 
May this a fair Example be to me, 
To Rule with Temper : For on luſtful Kings, 
Unlook'd for, fudden Deaths from Heav'n are ſent! 


But curſt is he that is their Inſtrument. 
[ Exennt Omnes. 


— — — ͤ —— — — 
N f 8 L 1 Lhe n — 
— = 


F a * 8 in . — 
— — 2 — — 2 — 9 — 9 =—_— e * 1 Se _— 8818 2 — * * 


2 — — — 8 — > —_— — SS. p —— — = > _— - — I — - * — —_— — 8 * r r — - 

— — — — — — — — SEA | ea — — — — — —— ITO 4 p _ 

—— — — — — . — - — —— — — —— — : — 
— — — — "4 - — - — — — —³ — — : 


— ——— —— , ⏑—‚——⏑— 0 —7˖⏑,⏑ð6jtñð — — EE — — — ——— — 


- * 
2 51 3 
, 9 n 
. 49% 


CATS 


LE: 
ELD 
25 9 3 % 
The op 8 
2 Wee 
n Ne e N ER 
e ie e n, 
„ „ 9s 6 p O09 % _ * TT O45. | Vu 


Un W ANTEY 


r I mam i es -— _— — — — — * 0 


— — — — 
z—ů — — — U — v — —— —— — . — room 
— * 
. N 4 — p — 
- — — —— — = = 8 — v wo 
= "= == r £ — 
— Ss 


= ke Y - 8 [1 b 
= 8 — 8 IRS — — a — = ro l — 
E 5 2 2 1 * T — 1 * IF — <P > = — E — = — — —_ 


x 
o 


th. 


F'Y 


O R, 
L G6 VE 
Lyes a BLEEDING. 


4 


LAS TER 


. 


PHI 


Printed in the Lear 1711: 


— b — at 4 . 
. | 1488 5 4 
> w * d 43 2 U . 3 
* 1 A ITO . = 


Dramatis Perſon. 
1." Wm" E Iv. | 


Ing. | 

Philaſter, Heir to the Crown. 
Pharamond, Prince of Spain. 
Dion, a Lord. 

Then > Noble Gentlemen his Aſſociates. il = 
And old Captain. 

Five Citizens. 

A Country Fellow. 

Two Woodmen, | 
The King's Guard and Train. 


Arethuſa, the King's Daughter. 

Galatea, a wiſe modeſt Lady attending the 
Princeſs. Þ! 

Megra, a laſcivious Lady. 

An old wanton Lady, or Croan. 

Another Lady attending the Princeſs. 

Eufraſia, Daughter of Dion, but diſguiſed like 

2 Page, and call d Bellario. 
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ACT I. SCENE I 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 


CLEREMO NT. 
mz ERE's not Lords nor Ladies. 
Dion. Credit me Gentlemen, I won- 
der at it. They receiv'd ſtrict charge 
from the King to attend here: Beſides 


® ſhou'd forbid any Gentlemen that deſire 

to attend and hear. | 

Cle. Can you gueſs the Cauſe? 

Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Saniſb Prince, that's 
come to Marry on; dog's Heir, and be our gms. 

Thra. Many, that will ſeem to know much, ſay, ſhe 
looks not on him like a Maid in Love. | 

Dion. O Sir, the Multitude (that ſeldom know an 
thing but their owh Opinions) ſpeak that they would 
have; but the Prince, before his own approach, receiv'd 
ſo many confident Meſſages from the State, that I think 
ſhe's reſolv'd to be rul'd. 

Cle. Sir, it is thought, with her he ſnall enjoy both 
theſe Kingdoms of Cicily and Calabria. | 

Dion. Sir, it is, without controverſie, ſo meant. — 

4 | | ; *tw1l 


it was boldly publiſh'd, that no Officer 
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twill be a troubleſome labour for him to enjoy both theſe 
- Kingdoms, with Safety, the right Heir to one of them 
living, and living ſo virtuouſly, n the People ad- 
miring the Bravery of his Mind, and lamenting his Injuries, 

Cle. Who, Philaſter? . 

Dion. Yes, whoſe Father, we all know, was by our 
late King of Calabria unrightcouſly depos'd from his 
fruitful Cicily. My ſelf drew ſome Blood in thoſe War, 
which I would give my Hand to be waſh'd from. 

Cle. Sir, my 8 in State- policy, will not let 
me know why Philaſter being Heir to one of theſe King: 
doms, the King ſhould ſuffer him to walk abroad with 
ſuch free Liberty. 

Dion. Sir, it ſeems your Nature is more conſtant than 
to enquire atter State news. But the King, of late, madea 
hazard of both the Kingdoms, of Cicily and his on, with 
offering but to impriſon Philaſter. At which the City 
was in Arms, not to be charm'd dow by any Stabe order 
or Proclamation, till thy ſaw Philaſter ride through the 
Streets pleas d, and without a Guard; at which they 
threw their Hats, and their Arms from them 3” ſome to 
make Bonefires, ſome to drink, all for his deliverance. 
Which, wiſe Men ſay, is the Cauſe the King labows | 
to bring in the Pow'r of a Forcign Nation, to awe his 
own with. 1 4 | 

Enter Galatea, Megra, end 4 ; _ 

Thra. See the Ladies; what's the firſt? (the Princels. 
Dion. A wiſe and modeſt Gentlewoman that attends 

Ce. The ſecond ? 

Dion. She is one that may ſtand {till diſcreetly enough, 
and ill-favour'dly dance her Meaſure; ſimper when-ihc 
is Courtcd by her Friend, and flight her Husband. 

Cle. The laſt? 

Dion Marry I think ſhe is one whom the State keeps 
for the Agents of our Confederate Princes; ſhe'll cog 
and * with a whole Army before the League ſhall break: 
her Name is common through the Kingdom, and the 
Trophies of her diſhonour, advanc'd beyond Hercule:- 

illars. She loves to try the ſeveral Conſtitutions of Mens 
— z and indeed has deſtroyed the Worth of 1 * 
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Body, by making experiment upon it, for the good of 
the Common-wealth. 
Ce. She's a profitable Member. 
La/ Peace, if you love me: you ſhall ſee theſe Gen- 
tlemen ſtand their ground, and not Court us. Pi", Os 
ur Gal. What if they ſhould? Meg. What if they ſhould? 
Th La. Nay, let her alone; what if they ſhould? why, 
if they ſhould, I lays they were never abroad; what Fo- 
reigner wou d do ſo? it writes them directly Untravel'd. 
Cal. Why, what if they be? Meg. What if they be? 
La. Good Madam let her go on; what if they be? 
Why if they be, I will juſtifie they cannot maintain 
diſcourie with a judicious Lady, nor make a Leg, nor 
ſay Excuſe me. 5 | 
Gal. Ha, ha, ha. La. Do you laugh, Madam? 
Dion. Your Deſires upon you, Ladies. 
La. Then you mult fit befide us. 
Dion, I ſhall fat near you then, Lady. 
La. Near me perhaps: But there's a Lady igdures no 
Stranger; and to me you a a very ſtrange Fellow. 
Meg. Methinks he's not fo ſtrange, he would quickly 
be acquainted. Thra. Peace, the King. 
Enter King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, and Train. 
5 King. To give a ſtronger Teſtimony of Love 
Than ſickly Promiſes (Which commonly 
In Princes find both Birth and Burial | 
a In one breath) we have drawn you, worthy Sir, 
Lo make your fair Indearments to our Daughter, 
And worthy Services known to our Subjects, 
, Now lov'd and wonder'd at. Next, our Intent, 
e 10 * you deeply, our immediate Heir, 
Both to our Blood and Kingdoms. For this Lady, 
(The beſt part of your Life, as you confirm me, 
$ And I believe) though her few Years and Sex 
4 Let teach her nothing but her Fears and Bluſhes, 
Deſires without deſire, Diſcourſe and Knowledge 
Only of what her ſelf is to her ſelf, 
Make her feel moderate Health; and when the ſleeps, 
In making no ill Day, knows no ill Dreams. 
Think nor, dear Sir, theſe undivided Parts, 
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To ſhew her ſo, as borrow'd Ornaments, *© 
To ſpeak her perfect Love to you, or add 


| An rtificial Shadow to her Nature: 
No Sir; I boldly dare proclaim her, yet 


No Woman. but woo her ſtill, and think her Modeſty 


A ſweeter Miſtreſs than the offer'd Language 
Of any Dame, were ſhe a Queen whoſe Eye | 
Speaks common Loves and Comforts to her Servants. 
Laſt, noble Son, (for ſo I now muſt call you) 
What I have done thus publick, is not only 
To add a Comfort in particular 
To you or me, but all; and to confirm | 
Nobles, and the Gentry of theſe Kingdoms, 
By Oath to your Succeſſion, which ſhall be 
Within this Month at moſt. * | 
Thra. This will be hardly done. 
Cle. It muſt be ill done, if it be done. 
Dion. When 'tis at beſt, twill be bur half done, 
Whilſt ſo brave a Gentleman's wrong'd and flung off, 
Thra. I fear, Cle. Who does not? 
Dion. I fear not for my ſelf, and yet I fear too: 
Well, we ſhail ſee, we ſhall ſee : no more. 
Pha. Kiſſing your white Hand, Miſtreſs, I take leave, 
To thank your Royal Father; and thus far, 
To be my own tree Trumpet. Underſtand, 
G:eat King, and theſe your Subjects, mine that muſt be, 
(For ſo deſerving you have fools me, Sir, 
And ſo deſerving I dare ſpeak my elf) 
To what a Perſon, of what Eminence, 
Ripe expectation of what Faculties, | 
Manners and Virtues you would wed your Kingdoms ? 
You in me have your Wiſhes. Oh this Country, 
By more than all my hopes I hold it 
Happy, in their dear Memories that have been 
Kings great and good, happy in yours, that is, 
And from you (as a Chronicle to keep 
Your Noble Name from eating Age) do I 
Opine my ſelf molt happy. atiemen, 
Believe me in a word, a Prince's Word, 
There ſhall be nothing to make up a Kingdom 


Mighty, and flouriſhing, detenced, fear d, 


Equal 
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Equal to be commanded and obey d, LED 

But through the Travels of my Life T'll find it. 

And tye it to this Country. AndIvow . _; 

My Reign ſhall be ſo eafic to the Subject, 

That ev'ry Man ſhall be his Prince himſelf, 

And his own Law (yet I his Prince and Law.) 

And deareft Lady, to your deareſt (elf By op 

(Dear, in the choice of him, whoſe Name and Luftre 

Muſt make you more and mightier) let me ſay, 

You are the bleſſed'ſt living; for, ſweet Princeſs, 

You ſhall enjoy a Man of Men, to be Wy 

Your Servant; you ſhall make him yours, for whom 

Great Queens muſt die. Thra. Miraculous. _ 
Cle. I his Speech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but 

A large Inventory of his own Commendations. 

Enter Philaſter. 
Dion. T wonder what's his Price? For certainly 

He'll tell himſelf he has fo prais'd his ſhape: 

But here comes one more worthy thoſe large Speeches, 

Than the large Speaker of them. roots 

Let me be ſwallow'd quick, if I can find., 

In all th* Anatomy of yon Man's Virtues, 

One ſinew ſound enough to promiſe for him, 

He ſhall be Conſtable. 85 

0 this Sun, he'll ne er make King | 
nleſs it be for trifles, in my poor Judgment. 

Phi. Right Noble Sir, as low as my Obedience, 

And with a Heart as loyal as my Knee, 

I beg your favour. _. n | 
King. Riſe, you have it, Sir. | 7 5 
Dion. Mark but the King, how pale he looks with fear. 

Oh ! this ſame whorſon CSnſtietice. how it jades us! 
King, Speak your intents, Sir. | 
Phi, Shall I ſpeak em freely? 

Be ſtill my Royal Soveraign. ©, 

King. As a Subject, we give you freedom. 
on. Now it heats. ae 7 
wi. ph #& - SIA * 
anguage to you Prince, you Forci an. 
er. 5 8 bo eee gn Ne 
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Ne'er ſtare, nor put on wonder, for you muſt 
Indure me, and you ſhall. This Earth you tread on 
(A Dowry, as you hope, with this fair Princeſs, 
W hoſe memory I bow to) was not left 
By my dead Father (Oh, I had a Father) 
To your Inheritance, and I up and living, 
Having my ſelf about me and my Sword, 
The Souls of all my Name, and Memories, 
Theſe Arms and ſome few Friends, beſides the Gods, 
To part fo calmly with it, and fir ſtill, SOT 
And ſay I might have been! I tell thee, Pharamond, 
When thou art King, look I be dead and rotten, 
And my Name Aſhes; For, hear me Pharamond, 
This very ground thou goeſt on, this fat Earth, 
My Father's Friends made fertile with their Faiths, 
Before that Day of ſhame, ſhall gape and ſwallow 
Thee and thy Nation, like a hungry Grave, 
Into her hidden Bowels : Prince, it ſhall; 
By Newefis it ſhall. Pha. He's mad beyond Cure, mad, 
Dion. Here's a Fellow has ſome Fire in's Veins : 
The Outlandiſh Prince looks like a Tooth-drawer. 
Phi. Sir, Prince otFoppingnyes, Ill make it well appear 
To you I am not mad. King. You diſpleaſe us. 
You are too bold. Phi. No Sir, I am too tame, 
Too much a Turtle, a thing born without Paſſion, 
A faint Shadow, that every drunken Cloud fails over, 
And makes nothing. Xing. I do not fancy this, 
Call our Phyſicians; ſure he is ſome what tainted. 
Thra. ] do not think 'twill prove ſo. | 
Dion. H'as given him a general Purge already, for all 
the right he has, and now he means to let him blood: 
Be conſtant Gentlemen; by theſe hilts I'll run his hazard, 
although I run my Name out of the Kingdom. 
Cle. Peace, we are one Soul. | 
Pha. What you have ſeen in me, to ſtir Offence, 
I cannot find, unleſs it be this Lady 14 
Offer' d into mine Arms, with the Succeſſion, 
Which I muſt keep, though it hath pleas'd your Fury 
To mutiny within you; without diſputing 


Your Genealogies, or taking knowledge Whole 


ſe 
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Whoſe Branch you are. 'The King will leave it me; 
And I dare make it mine. You have your Anſwer. 
Phi. If thou wert ſole Inheritor to him 
That made the World his, and cou'dſt fee no Sun 
Shine upon any. but thine; were Pharamond 
As truly valiant, as I feel him cold, 
And ring'd among the choiceſt of his Friends, 
Such as would bluſh to talk ſuch ſerious follies, 
Or back ſuch bellied Commendations, 
And from this preſent, {pight of all theſe Bugs, 
You ſhould hear further from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the Prince 
I gave you not this freedom to brave our beſt Friends, 
You deſerve our Frown: Go to, be better temper'd. 
Phi. It muſt be Sir, when I am nobler us'd. 
Gal. Ladies, 
This would have been a pattern of Succeſſion, 
Had he ne'er met this miſchief. By my life, 
He is the worthieſt the true name of Man 
This day within my Knowledge. GOP TYP M 
Meg. I cannot tell what you may call your Knowledge, 
But the otheris the Man fr in mine Eye; 
Oh! *Tis a Prince of Wax, Gal. A Dog it is. 
King. Philzater, tell me res 
The Injuries you aim at, in your Riddles. 
Phi, If you had my Eyes Sir, and Sufferance, 
My Grieß upon you, and my broken Fortunes, 
My want's great, and now nought but Hopes and Fears, 
My Wrongs would make ill Riddles to be laught at. 
Dare you be ſtill my King, and right me not? 
King. Give me your Wrongs in private. 11 bey whiſper. 
Phi. Take them, and eaſe me of a foad would bow ſtrong 
Cle. He dares not ſtand the ſhock. Atlas. 
Dion. I cannot blame him, there's danger in't. Every 
Man in this Age, has not a Soul of Chryſtal for all Men 
to read their Actions through: Mens Hearts and Faces 
are ſo far aſunder, that they hold no Intelligence. Do 
but view yon Stranger 2 3 and you ſhall ſee a Fever 
through al his Bravery, and feel him ſhake like a true 
Tenant; if he give not A Crown again, upon 
” 2 the 
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- | 
the report of an Elder Gun, I have no Augury Rur 
King. Go to: | | Lik 
Be more your ſelf, as you reſpect our Favour : You 
You'll ſtir us elſe: Sir, I muſt have you know You 


That you're and ſhall be at our pleaſure, what faſhion we WW if y 
Will put upon you: Smooth your Brow, or by the Gods, MW No 


Pbi. I am dead Sir, you're my Fate: It was not I Ga 
Said I was not wrong'd: I carry all about me, Av 
My weak Stars led me to all my weak Fortunes. Int 
Who dares in all this Preſence ſpeak (that is C 
But Man of Fleſh and may be Mortal) tell me An 
I do not moſt intirely love this Prince, Im 
And honour his full Virtues! King. Sure he's poſſeſt. F 

Phi. Yes, with my Father's Spirit: It's here, O King! WI 
A dangerous Spirit; now he tells me King, Yo 
I wasa King's Heir, bids me be a King, But 
And whiſpers to me, theſe be all my Subjects. V. 
"Ls ſtrange, he will not let me ſleep, but dives Th 
Into my Fancy, and there gives me Shapes W 

That kneel, and do me ſervice, cry me King: An 
But PII ſuppreſs him, he's a factious Spirit, (vant. Th 
And willundo me: Noble Sir, hour Hand, I am your Ser- Fo 

King. Away, I do not like this: OL 

I'll make you tamer, or I'll diſpoſſeſs you = V 


Both of Lite and Spirit: For this time 
| pardon your wild Speech, without ſo much 


| As your Impriſonment. Ex. King, Pha. and Are. A 
C Dion. I thank you Sir, you dare not for the People. ls 
| Gal. Ladies, what think you now of this brave Fellow? At 


Meg. A pretty talking Fellow, hot at Hand; but eye H 
yon Stranger, is not he a fine compleat Gentleman? C 
theſe Strangers, I do affect them ftrangely : They do the 
rareſt home things, and pleaſe the fulleſt! As I live, 
could love all the Nation over and over for his ſake. _ Y 
Gal. Pride comfort your poor Head-piece, Lady: Ti 
| a weak one, and had need of a Night-cap. 
| Dion. See how his Fancy labours, has he not ſpoke 
= Home, and bravely? Whar a dangerous Train 
Did he give fire to! How he Thook the King, 
Made his Soul melt within him, and his Blood 


Run 
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Run into Whey! It ſtood upon his Brow, 
Like a cold winter Dew. Phi. Gentlemen, 
You have no ſuit to me? JI am no Minion : 
You ſtand, methinks, like Men that would be Courtiers, 
If you could well be flatter'd at a Price, C19 5 
Not to undo your Children: You're all honeſt: 
Go get you home again and make your Country 
A virtuous Court, to which your great ones may 
In their Diſeaſed Age, retire, and live recluſ me. 
Cle. How do you, worthy Sir? Phi. Well, very wel! z 
And fo well, that if the King pleaſe, I fing 
I may live many years. at 7 NTT OL 
Dion. The King mult pleaſe, | 
Whilſt we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your wrongs and injuries : Shrink not, worthy Sir, 
But add your Father to you: In whoſe'Name, 
We'll waken all the Gods, and conjure u 
The rods of Vengeance, the abuſed People, 
Who like to raging Torrents ſhall ſwell high, 
And ſo begirt the Dens of theſe Male-dragons, 
That through the ſtrongeſt ſafety, they ſhall beg 
For mercy at your Sword'sPoint. Phi. Friends, no more, 
Our Years may be corrupted: Tis an Age | 
We dare not truſt our Wills to: Do you love me? 
Thra. Do we love Heav'n and Honour? 
Fbi, My Lord Dion, you had 
A virtuous Gentlewoman call'd you Father z 
Is ſhe yet alive? Dion. Moſt honour'd Sir, ſhe is: 
And for the penance but of an idle Dream, 
Has undertook a tedious Pilgrimage. 
Enter a Lady. 
Phi. Is it to me, or any of theſe Gentlemen you come? 
La. To you, brave Lord; the Princeſs would intreat 
Your preſent Company. A oy: 
Phi, The Princeſs ſend for me: You're miſtaken. 
£2. If you be call'd Philaſter, tis to you. 
Phi. Kiſs her Hand, and fay I will attend her. 
Dion. Do you know what you do:??? 
Phi, Ves, go to ſee a Woman. Lye 
Cle, But do you weigh the danger you are in? 


— 
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Phi. Danger in a ſweet Face? "3 

By Jupiter J muſt not fear a Woman. 
Thra. But are you ſure it was the Princeſs ſent ? 

It may be ſome foul Train to catch your Life. 

Phi. I do not think it, Gentlemen; ſhe's Noble, 

Her Eye may ſhoot me dead, or thoſe true red 

And white friends in her Face may ſtzal my Soul out: 

There's all the danger in't: But be what may, [Ex. Phil. 

Her ſingle name hath arm'd me. Dien, Go on: 

And be as truly happy as thou art fearleſs : 

Come Gentlemen; let's make our Friends acquainted, 

Leſt the King prove falſe. [ Ex, Gentlemen, 

Enter Arethuſa and a Lady, 
Are. Comes he not? La. Madam? 
Are. Will Philaſter come? 
La. Dear Madam, you were wont 

To credit me at brit. £ 
Are. But didſt thou tell me ſo? 

I am forgetful, and my Woman's ſtrength 

Is ſo o'ercharg'd with danger like to grow 

About my Marriage, that theſe under things 

Dare not abide in ſuch a troubled Sea: 

How look'd he, when he told thee he would come ? 
La. Why, well. Are. And nota little fearful? 
La. Fear, Madam? Sure he knows not what it 1s. 
Are. You are all of his Faction; the whole Court 

Is bold in praiſe of him; whilſt I. ' 

May live negleted, and do noble things, | 

As F ools in ſtrife throw Gold into the Sea, 

Drown'd in the doing: But I know he fears. 

La. Fear? Madam, methought his looks hid more 

Of Lovethan Fear. | | 

Are. Of Love? To whom? to you? 

Did you deliyer thoſe plain Words I ſent, 

With ſuch a winning Geſture, and quick Look, 

'That you have — A him? 

La. Madam, I mean to vou. 
Are. Of Love.to me? Alas! thy Ignorance - 

Lets thee not ſee the croſſes of our Births. 


Nature, that loves not to be queſtioned _ Why 
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Why ſhe did this, or that, but has her ends, 

And knows ſhe does well; never gave the World 

Two things ſo oppoſite, ſo contrary, 

As he and I am: If a bowl of Blood 

Drawn from this Arm of mine, would 1 thee, 

A draught of his would cure thee, Of Love to me? 
La. Madam, I think I hear him. 
Are. Bring him in: 

You Gods that would not have your Dooms withſtood, 

Whoſe holy Wiſdoms at this time it is, 

To make the Paſſion of a feeble Maid ut 

The way unto your Juſtice, 1 obey. Enter Phil. 
La. Here is my Lord Philaſter. Are. Oh! tis well: 

Withdraw your fe Pli. Madam, your Meſſenger 

Made me believe, you witht to ſpeak with me. 

Are. Tis true Phila er, but the words are ſuch, 

| have to ſay, and do ſo ill beſem 

The Mouth of Woman, that 1 wiſh them ſaid, 

And yet am loth to ſpeak them. Have you known » 

That I have ought detracted from your Worth ? 

Have I in Perſon wrong'd you? Or have ſet 

My baſer inſtruments to throw Diſgrace 

Upon your Virtues? Phi. Never, Madam, you 
Are, Why then ſhould you in ſuch a publick place, 

Injure a Princeſs, and a Scandal la | | 

Upon my Fortunes, fam'd to be G great: 

Calling a great part of my Dowry in queſtion. | | 
Phi, Madam, this truth which 1 ſhall ſpeak, will be 

Fooliſh : But for your fair and virtuous ſelf, 

could afford my ſelf to have no — 

To any thing you wiſh'd. Are. Pbilaſter, know 

| muſt enjoy theſe Kingdoms. Phi. Madam, both? 
Are. Both, or! die: By Fate I dic, Pbilaſter, 

lf I not calm may enjoy them both. _ 
Phi. 1 would do much to ſave that noble Life: 

Yet would be loth to have Poſterity 

Find in our Stories, that Philaſter gave 

His right untoa Scepter, and a Crown, 

To fave a Lady's longing. Are. Nay then hear: 

| muſt, and will have them, and more, 

— - Phi. 
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Phi. What more? | | 
Are. Or loſe that little Life the Gods prepar'd, 
To trouble this poor piece of Earth withal. 
Phi. Madam, what more? 
Are. Turn then away thy Face. 
Phi. No. Are. Do. 
Phi. I cannot endure it: Turn away my Face? 
I never yet ſaw Enemy that look'd 
So dreadful, but that I thought my ſelf 
As great a Baſilisk as he; or ſpake 
So horribly, but that I thought my Tongue 
Bore Thunder underneath, as much as his: 
Nor Beaſt that Icould turn from: Shall I then 
Begin to fear ſweet Sounds? A Lady's Voice, 
W hom Ido love? Say you would have my Life, 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 
A thing ſo loath'd, and unto you that as 
Of ſo poor Uſe, that I ſhall make no Price 
If you intreat, I will unmov'dly hear. 
Are. Vet for my ſake alittle bend thy looks. 
Phi. I do. Are. Then know I muſt have them and thee. 
Phi. And me? t. | 
Are. Thy Love; without which, all the Land 
Diſcover'd yet, will ſerve me for no uſe, 
Eut to be buried in. Phi. Is't poſſible? 
Are. With it, it were too little to beſtow 
Onthee: Now, though thy Breath doth ſtrike me Dead 
M hich know it may) I have unript my Breaſt. 
Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble Thoughts, 
To lay a train for this contemned- Lite, 
Which you may have for asking: to ſuſpect 
Mere baſe, wherel deſerve no ill: Love you! 
By all my hopes I do, above my Life: 
But how this Paſſion ſhould proceed from you 
do violently, would amaze a Man, that would be Jealous. 
Are. Another S ul into my Body ſhot, "ms 
Could not have fill'd me with more Strength and Spirit, 
Thanthis rhy Breath: But ſpend-not haſty time, 
In ſeeking how 1 came thus: tis the Gods, 
The Goc, that make me ſa; and ſure our Love 


Will 
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Win be he nobler,; and te better blaſt, 
In that the ſecret Juſtice of the Gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and kiſs, 
Leſt ſome un welcome Gueſt ſhould fall betwixt us, 
And we ſhould part without it. Ph. Twill be ill 
| ſhould abide here long. Are. Tis true, and worſe 
You ſhould come often: How ſhall we deviſe 
To hold Intelligence? That our true Lovers, (tread? 
On any new occaſion may agree, what Path is beſt to 

Phi. I have a Boy ſent by the Gods, I hope to this intent, 
Not yet ſeen in the Court; hunting the Buck, 
| found him fitting by a Fountain ſide, 
Of which he borrow'd ſome to quench his Thirſt, 
And paid the Nymph again as much in Tears; 
A Garland lay him by, made by himſelf, 
Of many ſeveral Flowers, bred in the Bay, 
Stuck in that myſtick Order, that the rareneſs 
Delighted me: But ever when he turned 
His tender Eyes uf on 'em, he would weep, 
As if he meant to make em grow again. 
Seeing ſuch pretty helpleſs Innocence 
Dwell in his Face, I ask'd him all his Story; 
He told me thar his Parents gentle dy'd, 
Leaving him to the mercy of the Fields, 
Which gave him Roots; and of the Cryſtal Springs, 
Which did not ſtop their Courſes ; and the Sun, 
Which till, he thank'd him, yielded him his Light, 
Then took he up his Garland, and did ſhew, | 
What every Flower, as Country People hold, 
Did ſignifie; and how all ordered thus, 
Expreſt his Grief; and to my Thoughts did read 
The prettieſt lecture of his Country Art 
That cou'd be wiſh'd: So that, methought, I cou'd 
Have ſtudied it. I gladly entertain'd him, 
Who was glad to follow; and have got 
The truſtieſt, loving'ſt, and the gentleſt Boy, 
That ever Maſter kept: Him will I ſend 
To wait on you, and bear our hidden Love. 

Enter Lady. 
Are. "Tis well, no more. 
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La. Madam, the Prince is come to do his Service. 
Are. What will you do, Philaſter, with your ſelf? 
Phi. Why, that which all the Gods have appointed 
out for me. 
Are. Dear, hide thy ſelf. Bring in the Prince. 
Phi. Hide me from Pharamond! 
W hen Thunder ſpeaks, which is the Voice of Fove, 
Though I do reverence, yet J hide me not; 
And ſhall a ſtranger Prince have leave to brag ( ſelf 
Unto a Foreign Nation, that he made Pbilaſter hide him- 
Are. He cannot know it. ; 


Phi. Though it ſhould ſleep for ever to the World, 


It is a {imple Sin to hide my ſelt, 
Which will for ever on my Conſcience lye. 
Are. Then good Philaſter, give him ſcope and way 
In what he ſays; for he 1s apt to ſpeak | 
What you are loth to hear: For my fake do. Phi. Iwill. 
Enter Pharamond. 
Pha. My Princely Miſtreſs, as true Lovers ought, 
I come to kiſs theſe fair Hands; and to ſhew 
In outward Ceremonies, the dear Love 
Writ in my Heart. 
Phi. If I ſhall have an Anſwer no directlier, 
1am gone. Pha. To what would he have an Anſwer? 
Are. To his Claim unto the Kingdom. 
Pha. Sirrah, I forbear you before the King. 
Phi. Good Sir, do fo ſtill, I would not talk with you. 
Pha. But now the time is fitter, do but offer 
To make mention of Right to any Kingdom, 
Though it be ſcarce habitable. Phi. Good Sir, let me go. 
Pha. And by my Sword. 
Phi. Peace, Pharamond; if thou — 
Are. Leave us, Philaſter. Phi. I have done. 
Pha. You are gone, by Heav'n I'll fetch you back. 
Phi. You ſhall not need, Pha. What now? 
Phi. Know, Pharamoyd, 
I loath to brawl with ſuch a blaſt as thou, 
Who art nou>ht but a valiant Voice: But if 
Thou ſhalt provoke me further, Men ſhall ſay 
Thou wert, and not lament it. 
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* 
Pha. Do you ſlight EN 
My Greatneſs ſo, and in the Chamber of the Princeſs! 
Phi. It is a place to which I muſt confeſs 
owe a Reverence: But were't the Church, 
Ay, at the Altar, there's no place fo ſafe, 
Where thou dar'ſt injure me, but I dare kill thee: 
And for your Greatneſsz know Sir, I can graſp 
You, and your Greatnels thus, thus into nothing: 
Give not a word, not a word back: Farewel. | Exit Phi. 
Pha. Tis an odd Fellow, Madam, we muſt ftop 
His mouth with ſome Office, when we are married. 
Are. You were beſt make him yaur Controuler. 
Pha. I think he would diſcharge it well. But Madam, 
| hope our Hearts are knit; and yet ſo flow 
The Ceremonies of State are, that 'twill be long 
Before our Hands be ſo: If then you pleaſe, 
Being agreed in Heart, let us not wait 
For * for me, but take a little ſtoln 
Delights, and ſo prevent our Joys to come. 
Are. If you dare ſpeak ſuch Thoughts, 
| muſt withdraw in Honour. Exit Are. 
Pha. The Conſtitution of my Body will never hold out 
till the Wedding; I muſt ſeek elſewhere. Exit Pha. 
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Enter Philaſter, and Bellario. 
Phi. ND thou ſhalt find her honourable, Boy, 
Full of regard unto thy tender Youth, 
For thine own Modeſty; and for my ſake, 
Apter to give, than thou wilt be to ask, ay, or deſerve. 
Bell. Sir, you did take me up when I was nothing; 
And only yet am ſomething, by being yours; 
You truſted me unknown; and that which you are apt 
To conſtrue a ſimple Innocence in me, 
Perhaps, might have been Craft; the cunning of a Boy 


Hardened in Lies and Theft; yet ventur'd you, 
To part my Miſeries and me: for which, 
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I never can expect to ſerve a Lady 
That bears more Honour in her Breaſt than you. 


Phi. But Boy, it will prefer thee; thou art young, M: 
And bear'it a childiſh overflowing Love An 
To them that clap thy Cheeks, and ſpeak thee fair yet: 
But when thy Judgment comes to rule thoſe Paſſions, Ih 
Thou wilt remember beſt thoſe careful Friends Fo 
That plac'd thee in the nobleſt way of Life. Ar 
She is a Princeſs I prefer thee to. A 


Bel. In that ſmall time that I have ſeen the World, 
I never knew a Man haſty to part 


With a Scrvant he thought truſty; I remember co 
My Father wou'd prefer the Boys he kept for 
To greater Men than he, but did it not, | be 
Till they were grown too ſawcy for himſelf. (viour. ly 

Phi. Why gentle Boy, I find no fault at all in thy Beha- in 

Bel. Sir, if I have made for 
A fault of Ignorance, inſtruct my Youth at 


J ſhall be willing, if not apt, to learnz — 
Age and Experience will adorn my Mind 
| With larger Knowledge: And if I have done 
; A wilful fault, think me not paſt all hope 
For once; what Maſter holds fo ſtrict a Hand 


. _ — 
—— — — 2 


Over his Boy, that he will part with him If 
[ Without one warning? Let me be correted be 
To break my ſtubbornneſs if it be ſo, - th 
Rather than turn me off, and I ſhall mend. N. w 


Phi. Thy Love doth plead ſo prettily to ſtay, 
That, truſt me, I could weep to part with thee. 


Alas! I do not turn thee off; thou know'ſt | Ve 
It is my Buſineſs that doth call thee hence, hi 
And when thou art with her thou dwell'ſt with me: ko 
Think ſo, and 'tis ſo; and when time is full, h; 
That thou haſt well diſcharg'd this heavy truſt, | Pl 
Laid on ſo weak a one, I will again {t 
With Joy receive thee; as I live, I will. ? 2! J6 


Nay weep not, gentle Boy; 'tis more than time 
Thou didſt attend the Princeſs. ' Bel. I am gone; 
But fince I am to part with you, my Lord, 


And none knows whether I ſhall live to do R 
More 
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More Service for you; take this little Prayer. 

Heav'n bleſs your Loves, your Fights, all your Deſigns. 
May ſick Men, if they have your wiſh, be well; 

And Heav'n hate thoſe you curſe, though I be one. Exit. 

Pbi. The Love of Boys unto their Lords is ſtrange, 

I have read wonders of it; yet this Boy 
For my ſake (if a Man may judge by Looks, 
And Speech) would out-do Story. I may ſee 
A Day to pay him for his Loyalty. 

Enter Pharamond. 

Pba. Why ſhould theſe Ladies ſtay ſo long? They muſt 
come this way; I know the Queen employs em not, 
for the Reverend Mother ſent me word they would all 
be for the Garden. If they ſhould all prove honeſt now, 
were ina fair taking; I was never ſo long without ſport 
in my Life, and in my Conſcience 'tis not my fault: Oh, 
for our Country Ladies! Here's one boulted, I'll hound 


at her. 
| Enter Galatea.; f 
Gal. Your Grace! Pha. Shall I not be a trouble? 
Gal. Not to me, Sir. 98 
Pha. Nay, nay, you are too quick; by this ſweet Hand. 
Gal. You'll be forſworn, Sir, tis but an old Glove. 
If you will talk at diſtance, I am for you; but good Prince, 
be not bawdy, nor do not brag; theſe two I bar, and 
then I think, I ſhall have Senſe enough to anſwer all the 
weighty Ap:tbegmes your Royal Blood ſhall manage. 
Pha. Dear Lady, can you love ? | 
Gal. Dear, Prince, how dear! I ne'er coſt you a Coach 
yet, nor put you to the dear Repentance of a Banquet; 
here's no Scarlet, Sir, to bluſh the Sin out it was given 
for: This Wire mine own Hair covers; and this Face 
has been fo far from being dear to any, that it ne'er coſt 
penny painting: And for the reſt of my poor Wardrobe, 
ſuch as you ſee, it leaves no hand behind it, to make the 
jealous Mercer's Wife curſe our good doings. 
Pha. Vou miſtake me, Lady. 
Gal. Lord, I do ſo; would you or I could help it. 
Pha. Do Ladies of this Country uſe to give no more 
Reſpect to Men of my full Being 8 
At, 


[ Exit Phi. 
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Gal. Full being ! I underſtand. you not, unleſs your 
Grace means growing to Fatneſs; and then your only 
Remedy (upon my Knowledge, Prince) is in a Morning 
a Cup of neat White- wine brew'd with Carduus, then 
faſt till Supper, about eight you may Eat; uſe Exer- 
ciſe, and keep a Sparrow-hawk, you can ſhoot in a Til- 
ler; but of all, your Grace muſt flie Phlebotomy, freſh 


Pork, Conger, and clarified Whey: They are all dul- 
lers of the vital Spirits. 


| Pha. Lady, you talk of nothing all this while. 
Gal. Tis very true, Sir, I talk of you. 
Pha. This is a crafty Wench, I like her Wit well, 


' *twill be rare to ſtir up a leaden Appetite, ſhe's a Dana, 


and muſt be courted in a ſhow'r of Gold. Madam, look 
here, all theſe, and more, than 
Gal. What have you there, my Lord? Gold? Now, as 
I live *tis fair Gold; you would have Silver for it to play 
with the Pages; you could not have taken me in a worſe 
time; but if you have preſent uſe, my Lord, I'll ſend 
my Man with Silver, and keep your Gold for you. 
Pha. Lady, Lady. 
Gal. She's coming, Sir, behind, will take white Mo- 
ny. Yet for all this Il match ve. 
| [Exit Gal. behind the Hangings. 
Pha. If there be but two ſuch more in this Kingdom, 
and near the Court, we may even hang up our Harps. 
Ten ſuch Camphire Conſtitutions as this, would call 
the Golden Age againin queſtion, and teach the old way 
for every ill-fac'd Husband to get his own Children, and 
what a miſchief that will breed, let all conſider. 
Enter Megra. 


Here's another; if ſhe be of the ſame Laſt, the Devil 


ſhall pluck her on. Many fair Mornings, Lady. 
Meg. As many Mornings bring as many Days, 
Fair, tweet, and hopeful to your Grace. 
Pha. She gives good words yet; ſure this Wench is free. 
If your more ſerious buſineſs do not call you, 
Let me hold quarter with you, we'll talk an Hour : 
Out quickly. Meg. What would your Grace talk of! 
Pha. Of ſome ſuch pretty Subject as your ſelf. 10 
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Tu go nb further than your Eye, or Lip, 

There's Theme cnough for one Man for an Ape. 

Meg. Sir, they ſtand right, and my Lips are yet even, 
Smooth, Young enough, Ripe enough, Red enough, 
Or my Glaſs wrongs me. 

Pha. O*they are two twin'd Cherries died in Bluſhes, 
Which thoſe fair Suns above, with their bright Beams 
Reflect upon, and ripen. Sweeteſt Beauty, 

Bow down thoſe Branches, that the longing taſte, 

Of the faint Looker on, may meet thoſe Bleſſings, 

And taſte and live. Meg. O delicate ſweet Prince; 

She that hath Snow enough about her Heart, 

To take the wanton ſpring of ten ſuch Lines off, 

May be a Nun without probation. | 

Sir, you have in ſuch neat Poetry, gather'd a kiſs, 

That if I had but five Lines of that number, 

Such pretty begging Blanks, I ſnould commend 

Your Vere has „or your Checks, and kiſs you too. 
Pha. Do it in Proſe; you cannot miſs it, Madam. 
Meg. 1 ſhall, I ſhall. Pha. By my Life you ſhall not. 

Ill prompt you firſt : Can you do it now? 

Meg. Methinks 'tis eaſie, now I ha' don't before; 

But yet I ſhould ſtick at it. Pha. Stick till to morrow. 

PII ne'er part you, ſweeteſt, But we loſe time, 

Can you love me? (love you? 
Meg. Love you my Lord? How would you have me 
Pha, I'll teach you in aſhort Sentence, cauſe Iwill not 

load your Memory, this isall: Love me, andlyewith me. 

Meg. Was it lye with you that you ſaid? Tis impoſſible. 

Pba. Not to a willing Mind, that will endeavour; af 
Ido not teach you to do it as eaſily in one Night, as you'll 
go to Bed, I'll loſe my Royal Blood for'r. 

Meg. Why Prince, you hive a Lady of your own, that 
yet wants teaching. 

Pha. I'll ſooner teach a Mare the old meaſures, than 
teach her any thing belonging to the Function; ſhe's 
afraid to lye with her ſelf, if ſhe have but any maſculine 
Imaginations about her; I know when we are married, 
| muſt raviſh her. 

Meg. By my Honour, that's a foul fault indeed, but time 
and your good help will wear it out, Sir. Pha. 
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Pha. And for any other I ſee, excepting your dear (elf, 
deareſt Lady, I had rather be Sir Tim the Schoolmaſter, 
and leap a Dairy-maid. 

Meg. Has your Grace ſeen the Court-ſtar Galatea? 

Pha. Out upon her; ſhe's as cold of her favour as an 
Apoplex? She ſail'd by but now. 

Meg. And how do you hold her Wit, Sir? 

Pha. I hold her Wit? The ſtrength of all the Guard 
cannot hold it, if they were tied to it, ſhe wou'd blow 
em out of the Kingdom; they talk of Jupiter, he's but 
Squib-cracker to her: Look well about you, and you 
may find a Tonguc- bolt. But ſpeak ſweet Lady, ſhall 
I be freely welcome? 

Meg. W hither? _ 

Pha. To your Bed; if you miſtruſt my Faith, you do 
me the unnobleſt wrong. 

Meg. I dare not, Prince, I dare not. 

Pha. Make your own conditions, my Purſe ſhall ſeal 
'em, and what you dare imagine you can want, Tl! fur- 
niſh you withal: Give two hours to your Thoughts e- 
very Morning about it. Come, I know you are baſhtul, 
ſpeak in my Ear, will you be mine? Keep this, and with 
it me: Soon I will viſit you. 

Meg. My Lord, my Chamber's moſt unſafe, but when 
tis Night I'll find ſome means to ſlip into your Lodging: 
till when 

Pha. Till when, this, and my Heart go with thee. 

[ Ex. ſeveral ways. 
Enter Galatea from behind the Hangings. 

Gal. Oh thou pernicious Petticoat Prince, are theſe 
your Virtues? Well, if I do not lay a train to blow your 
{port up, I am no Woman; and Lady Towſabel I'll fit 
you for't. Exit. 

Enter Arethuſa and a Lady. 

Are. Where's the Boy? La. Within, Madam. 

Are. Gave you him Gold to buy him Cloaths? 

La. I did. Are. And has he don't? 

La. Ves Madam. 

Are Dis a pretty ad talking Boy, is it not? 


As kt you his Name? La. No Madam. * 
3 Enter 
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Enter Galatea: | 

Ave. O you are welcome, what good News? 

Gal. As good as any one can tell your Grace, 

That ſays ſhe hath done that you would have wiſh'd. 
Are. Haſt thou diſcover'd? 

Gal. I have ſtrain'd a point of Modeſty for you. 

Are. I prithee how ? | 

Gal, In liſtning after Bawdry; I ſee, let a Lady 
live never ſo modeſtly, ſhe ſhall be ſure to find a lawful 
time, to hearken atter Bawdry; your Prince, brave Pha- 
ramond, was ſo hot on't. Are. With whom? 

Gal. Why, with the Lady I ſuſpect: I can tell the 
time and place. 

Are. O when, and where? 

Gal. To Night, his LOGOS: 

Are. Run thy ſelf into the Pretence, mingle there again 
With other Ladies, leave the reſt to me: 

If Deſtiny (to whom we dare not ſay, 
Why didſt thou this) have not decreed it ſo 
In laſting leaves (whoſe ſmalleſt Characters 
Were never altered;) yet, this Match ſhall break. 
Where's the Boy? La. Here Madam. 
Enter Bellario. | 3 
Are. Sir, you are ſad to change your Service, ist not ſo? 
Bel. Madam, I have not chang'd; I wait on you, 
To do him Service. Are. Thou diſclaim'ſt in me; 
Tell me thy Name. Bel. Bellario. 

Are. Thou canſt Sing, and Play? 

Bel. If Grief will give me leave, Madam, I can. 

Are. Alas! What kind of Grief can thy Years know? 
Hadſt thou a curſt Maſter when thou went'ſt to School? 
Thou art not capable of other Grief; 

Thy Brows and Cheeks are ſmooth as Waters be, 
hen no breath troubles them: Believe me, Boy, 
Care ſeeks out wrinkled Brows and hollow Eyes, 
And builds himſelf Caves to abide in them. 
Come Sir, tell me truly, does your Lord love me? , 
Bel. Love, Madam ? I know not what it is. (Love? 


Are. Canſt thou know Grief, and never yet knew'ſt 
VoI. I. H Thou 
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Thou art deceiv'd Boy; does he ſpeak of me, 

As if he wiſh'd me well? Bel. If it be Love, 

To forget all reſpect of his own Friends, 

In thinking on your Face; if it be Love 

To fit croſs- arm'd, and ſigh away the Day, 

Mingled with Starts, crying your Name as loud 

And haſtily, as Men 1'the ſtreets do Fire: 

If it be Love to weep himſelf away, 9 

When he but hears of any Lady dead, 

Or kill'd, becauſe it might have been your chance; 

It when he goes to Reſt (which will not be) 

"T'wixt ev'ry Prayer he fays, he names you once 

As others drop a Bead, be to be in Love; 

Then Madam, I dare ſware he loves you. 

Are. O you're a cunning Boy, and taught to lie, 
For your Lord's Credit; but thou knoweſt, a Lie, 
That bears this ſound, is welcomer to me, 

Than any Truth that ſays he loves me not. 

Lead the way, Boy: Do you attend me too; 

Tis thy Lord's buſineſs haſtes me thus; Away. [ Excunt. 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline, Megra, and Galatea. 
Dion. Come Ladies, ſhall we talk a round? As Men 

Do walk a mile, Women ſhould talk an hour 

After Supper: *Tis their Exerciſe. Gal. Tis late. 
Mee. "Tis all 

My Eyes will do to lead me to my Bed. 

Gal. I fear they are fo heavy, you'll ſcarce find 
The way to your Lodging with 'em to Night. 

Enter Pharamond. ( 

Thra. 'The Prince. ; 

Ph Not a- bed Ladies? Yeu're good Sitters up; 
What think you of a pleaſant Dream to laſt | ( 
Till Morning? | (it. 

Aeg. I thould chuſe, my Lord, a pleaſing wake before [ 

Enter Arethuſa and Bellario. : 

Are. *Tis well my Lord, you're Courting of Ladies. 
Is't not late, Gentlemen? 

Cle. Ves, Madam. | 

Are. Wait you there. [ Exit Arerhuſa. 


Meg. She's jealous, as I live; look you my ag 
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The Princeſs has a Hilat, an Adonis. 
Pha. His Form is Angel- like. | 
Meg. Why this is he, muſt, when you are wed, 
Sit by your Pillow, like young Apollo, with* 
His Hand and Voice, binding your Thoughts in Sleep z 
The Princeſs does provide him for you, and for her ſelf. 
Pha. I find no Muſick in theſe Boys. Meg. Nor I. 
They can do little, and that ſmall they do, 
They have not Wit to hide. 
Dion. Serves he the Prince? Thra. Yes. 
Dion. Tis a ſweet Boy, how brave ſhe keeps him! 
Pha. Ladies all good reſt; I mean to kill a Buck 
To morrow Morning, er you've done your Dreams. 
Meg. All happineſs attend your Grace, Gentlemen good 
Come ſhall we to Bed ? (reſt, 
Gal. Yes, all good Night. Er. Gal. and Meg. 
Dion. May your Dreams be true to you 
What ſhall we do, Gallants? *Tis late, the King 
Is up ſtill, ſee, he comes, a Guard along 
With him. 
Enter King, Arethuſa and Guard. 
King. Look your Intelligence be true. 
Are. Uponmy Life it is: And I do hope, 
Your Highneſs will not tye me to a Man, 
That in the heat of Wooing throws me off, 
And takes another. Dion. What ſhould this mean? 
King. If it be true, 
That Lady had much better have embrac'd 
Cureleſs Diſeaſes; get you to your rett. ¶ Ex. Are. and Bel. 
You ſhall be righted : Gentlemendraw near, | 
We ſhall imploy you: Is young Pharamond 
Come to his Lodging? Dion. I faw him enter there. 
Kng. Haſte ſome of you, and cunningly diſcover 
If Megra bein her Lodging. Cle. Sir, 
She parted hence but now with other Ladies. 
King. Tf ſhe be there, we ſhall not need to make 
A vain diſcovery of our Suſpicion. | 
You Gods, I ſee, that who unrighteoufly 
Holds Wealth or State from others, thall be curſt, 
In that, which meaner Men are bleſt withat: 
Ages to come ſhall know no Male of him 
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Left to inherit, and his Name ſhall be 
Blotted from Earth: If he have any Child, 
It ſhall be croſsly match'd; the Gods themſelves 
Shall ſow wild Strife betwixt her Lord and her. 
Vet, if it be your Wills, forgive the Sin 
J have committed, let it not fall 
Upon this underſtanding Child of mine, 
She has not broke your Laws; but how can I, 
Look to be heard of Gods, that muſt be juſt, 
Praying upon the Ground I hold by wrong? 
Enter Dion. | 
Dion. Sir, I have asked, and her Women ſwear ſhe 
is within, but they I think are Bawds; I told 'em I mult 
{peak with her: They laugh'd, and ſaid their Lady lay 
ſpecchleſs. I faid, my buſineſs was important; they 
ſaid their Lady was about it: 1 grew hot, and cryed my 
buſineſs was a matter that concern'd Life and Death; 
they anſwer'd, ſo was Sleeping, at which their Lady 
was; I urg'd again, ſhe had ſcarce time to be fo ſince 
laſt I faw her; they ſmil'd again, and ſeem'd to inſtruct 
me, that Sleeping was nothing but lying down and 
winking: Anſwers more direct I could not get: In ſhort, 
Sir, I think ſhe is not there. 
King. Tis then no time to dally: You o'th' Guard, 
Wait at the back- door of the Prince's Lodging, 
And ſee that none paſs thence upon your Lives. 
Knock Gentlemen: Knock loud: louder yet: 
What, has their Pleaſure taken off their hearing? 
Pll break your Meditations. Knodk be 
Not yet? I do not think he ſleeps, having this 
Larum by him; once more, Pharamond, Prince. 
| Pharamond above. | 
Pha. What ſawcy Groom knocksat this dead of Night? 
Where be our Waiters? By my vexed Soul, 
He meets his Death, that meets me, for this boldnels. 
King. Prince, you wrong your Thoughts, we are your 
Come down. Pha. The King? (Friends, 
King. The ſame Sir, come down, 
We have cauſe of preſent Counſel with you. 
Pha, If your Grace pleaſe to uſe me, I'll attend mw 
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» | 
To your Chamber. [ Pha. below. 
VN o, tis too late Prince, I'll make bold with yours. 
Pha. I have ſome private Reaſons to my ſelf, 
Makes me unmannerly, and ſay you cannot 
Nay, preſs not forward Gentlemen, he muſt come 
Through my Lite, that comes here, [ Enters. 
King. Sir be reſolv'd, I muſt and will come. 
Pha. I will not be diſſionour'd; 
He that enters, enters upon his Death. 
Sir, 'tis a ſign you make no Stranger of me, 
To bring theſe Renegadoes to my Chamber, 
At theſe unſcaſon'd hours. King. Why do you 
Chafe your ſelf ſo? You are not wrong'd, nor ſhall be; 
Only PII ſearch your Lodging, for ſome cauſe 
To our ſelf known: Enter, Fes 
Pha. I fay no. [ Meg. Above. 
Meg. Let em enter, Prince, 
Let'em enter, Iamup, and ready; I know their buſineſs, 
'Tis the poor breaking of a Lady's Honour, 
They hunt ſo hotly after; let 'em exyay it. 
You have your buſineſs Gentlemen, I lay here. 
O my Lord the King, this is not noble in you 
To make publick the Weakneſs of a Woman. 
King. Come down. (Clamors, 
Meg. I dare, my Lord; your Whootings ard your 
Your private Whiſpers, — your broad Fleerings, 
Can no more vex my Soul, than this baſe Carriage; 
But I have Vengeance yet in ſtore for ſome, 
Shall in the moſt contempt you can have of me, 
Be joy and nouriſhment. 
King. Will you come down ? | 
Meg. Yes, to laugh at your worſt : But I ſhall wrong 
If my skill fail me not. | — {you 
King. Sir, I muſt dearly chide you for this looſeneſs, 
You have wrong'd a worthy Lady; but no more, 
Conduct him to my Lodging, and to Bed. (indeed. 
Ne. Get him another Wench, and you bring him to Bed 
Dion. Tis ſtrange a Man cannot ride a Stag 
Or two, to breath himſelf, without a Warrant: 
If this Geer hold, that Lodgings be ſearch'd thus, 
| H 3 Pray 
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Pray Heav'n we may lye with our own Wives in Safety, 
That they be not by ſome trick of State miſtake 
Enter Megra. | 
King. Now Lady of Honour, where's your Honour now ? 
No Man can fit your Palate, but the Prince, 
Thou moſt ill-ſhrowded rottenneſs; thou piece 
Made by a Painter and a Pothecary; 
Thou troubled Sea of Luft; thou Wilderneſs, 
Inhabited by wild Thoughts; thou ſwoln Cloud 
Of infection; thou * Mine of all Diſeaſes; | 
Thou all Sin, all Hell, and laſt, all Devils, tell me, TW 
Had you none to pull on with your Courteſies, 
But he that muſt be mine, and wrong my Daughter? i 
By all the Gods, all theſe, and all the Pages, 
And all the Court ſhall hoot thee through the Court, 
Fling rotten Oranges, make ribald Rimes, 
And ſear thy Name with Candles upon Walls: - | 
Do you laugh, Lady Venus? | | 
Meg. Faith Sir, you muſt pardon me; 
I cannot chuſe but laugh to ſec — merry. 
If you do this, O King; nay, if you dare do it; 
By all thoſe Gods you {wore by, and as many 
n More of my own ; I will have Fellows, and ſuch 
Fellows in it, as ſhall make noble Mirth; 
The Princeſs, your dear Daughter, ſhall ſtand by me 
On Walls, and ſung in Balla:'s, any thing: 
Urge me no more, I know her and her haunts, 
Her Layes, Leaps, and Outlayes, and will diſcover all; 
Nay will diſhonour her. I know the Boy 
She keeps, a handſome Boy; about eightcen: 
Know what ſhe does with him, where, and when. 
Come Sir, you put me to a Woman's madneſs, 
The glory of a tury; and if I do not 
Do it to the height 
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King. What Boy is this the raves at? (things? 
Meg. Alas! good-minded Prince, you know not theſe 
I am loth to reveal em. Keep this Faul 


As you would keep your Health from the hot Air | 
Of the corrupted People, or by Heaven, | 
J will not fall alone; What I have known, Shall 
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Shall be as publick as a Print; all Tongues 
Shall ſpeak it, as they do the Language they 
Are born in, as free and commonly; I'll ſer it 
Like a prodigious Star for all to gaze at, (Foreign 
And ſo high and glowing, that other Kingdoms far and 
Shall read it there, nay travel with it, "ill they find 
No Tongue to make it more, nor no more People 
And then behold the fall of your fair Prince's. 
Ling. Has ſhe a Boy? 
Cle. So pleaſe your Grace I haye ſeen a Boy wait 
On her, a fair Boy. | 
King. Go get you to your Quarter: 
For this time PII ſtudy to forget you. 
Meg. Do you ſtudy to forget me, and I'll ſtudy 
To forget you. Er. King, Meg. and Guard. 
Cle. Why here's a Male Spirit for Hercules, if ever 
there be nine worthies of Women, this Wench ſhall ride 
Aſtride, and be their Captain. | Ee. 
Dion. Sure ſhe has a Garriſon of Devils in her Tongue, 
ſhe uttereth ſuch balls of Wild-fire. She has fo netled 
the King, that all the Doctors in the Country will ſcarce 
cure him. That Boy was a ſtrange found- out Antidote 
to cure her Infection: that Boy, that Princeſs Boy; that 
brave, chaſt, virtuous Lady's Boy; and a fair Boy, a well 
ſpoken Boy: All theſe conſider'd, can make nothing 
elſe — but there I leave you, Gentlemen. , 
Tra. Nay we'll go wander with you. [Exeunt, 
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ACT WM. SCENE I. 
Enter Cleremont, Dion, and Thraſiline. 


Ce. AY doubtleſs tis true. 

Dion. Av, and tis the Gods 
That rais'd this Puniſhment, to ſcourge the King 
With his own Iflue ; ls it not a ſhame 
For us, that ſhould write Noble in the Land; 
For us, that ſhoy]d be Freemen, to behold 
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A Man, that is the Bravery of his Age, 
Philaſter, preſt down from his Royal Right, 
By this regardleſs King ; and only look, 
And ſee the Scepter ready to be caſt 
Into the hands of that laſcivious Lady, 
That lives in luſt with a ſmooth Boy, now to be 
Marricd to yon ſtrange Prince, who, but that People 
Pleaſe to let him be a Prince, is born a Slave, 
In that which ſhould be his moſt Noble Part, 
His Mind? Thra. That Man that would not ſtir with you, 
To aid Philaſter, let the Gods forget 
That ſuch a Creature walks upon the Earth. 
Cle. Philaſter is too backward in't himſelf; 
The Gentry do await it, and the People, 
Againſt their Nature, are all bent for him, 
And like a Field of ſtanding Corn, that's mov'd 
With a {liff gale, their Heads bow all one way. 
Dion. The only Cauſe that draws Philaſter back 
From this Attempt, is the fair Princeſ Love, 
Which he admires, and we can now confute. 
Thra. Perhaps he'll not believe it. 
Dion. Why Gentlemen, *tis without queſtion ſo; 
Cle. Ay tis paſt ſpeech ſhe lives diſhoneſtly. 
But how ſhall we, if he be curious, work 
Upon his Faith? 
Thra. We all are ſatisfied within our ſelves. 
Dion. Since it is true, and tends to his own good, 
PI! make this new Report to be my Knowledge, 
PI ay 1 know it, nay, Il ſwear I ſaw it. 
Cle. It will be beſt. Thra. Twill move him. 
Enter Philaſter. 
Dion. Here he comes. Good morrow to your Honour, 
We have ſpent ſome time in ſeeking you. 
Phi. My worthy Friends, 
You that can kcep your Memories to know 
Your Friend in miſcries, and cannot frown © _ 
On Men diſgrac'd for Virtue ; a good Day (ceptation? 
Attend you all. What Service may I do worthy your ac- 
Dion. My good Lord, | 
We come tq urge that Virtue which we know 
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Lives in your Breaſt, forth; riſe,” and make a Head, 
The Nobles and the People are all dulFd | 
With this uſurping King; and not a Man 

That ever heard the word, or knew ſuch a thing 

As Virtue, but will ſecond your Attempts. 

Phi. How honourable is this Love in you | 
To me that have deſerv'd none? Know, my Friends, 
(You that were born to ſhame your poor Pbilaſter, 
With too much Courteſie) I cou'd afford 
To melt my ſelf in thanks; but my Deſigns 
Are not yet ripe; ſuffice it, that e er long (what I wou'd. 
I ſhall imploy your Loves: but yet the time is ſhorr of 

Dion. The time is fuller, Sir, than you expect; 

That which hereafter will not perhaps be reach'd 

By violence, may now be caught. As for the King, 

You know the People have long hated him; 

But now the Princeſs, whom they lov'd. 
Phi. Why, what of her? | 
Dion. Is loath'd as much as he. 

Phi. By what ſtrange means? 

Dion. She's known a Whore. Phi. Thou lyeſt. 
Dion. My Lad. 1 

Phi. Thou lyeſt, [Offers ro draw, and is held. 
And thou ſhalt feel it; I had thought thy Mind 
Had been of Honour; thus to rob a Lady 
Ot her good Name, is an infectious Sin, 

Not to be pardon'd; be it falſe as Hell, 

'Twill never be redeem'd, if it be ſown 

Amongſt the People, fruitful to increaſe 

All evil they ſhall hear. Let me alone, 

That I may cut off Falſhood, whilſt it ſprings. 

Set Hills on Hills betwixt me and the Man 

That utters this, and I will ſcale them all, 

And from the utmoſt top fall on his Neck, 

Like Thunder from a Cloud. Dion. This is moſt ſtrange 

dure he does love her. Phi. I do love fair Truth: 

She is my Miſtreſs, and who injures her, 

Draws Vengeance from me. Sirs, let go my Arms. 
Thra. Nay, good my Lord be patient. 

Je. Sir, remember this is your honour'd F riend, 


That 


1 
| 
| 


o 
: 
N 
| 
| 
| 


— — . — — — ———̃ ᷑ — tr. 


106 PHI LAST ER. 


That comes to do his Service, and will ſhew you 
Why he utter'd this. Phil. I ask you pardon Sir, 
My zeal to Truth made me unmannerly : 

Should I bave heard Diſhonour ſpoke of you, 
Behind your Back untruly, I had been 

As — diſtemper'd, and enrag'd, as now. 

Dion. But this, my Lord, is Truth. 

Phi. O ſay not ſo, good Sir forbear to ſay ſo, 
*Tis the Truth that all Womankind is falſe ; 
Urge it no more, it is impoſſible 
Why ſhould you think the Princeſs light? 

Dion. Why, ſhe was taken at it. | 

Phi. Tis falſe, O Heav'n tis falfe; it cannot be, 
Can it? Speak Gentlemen, for Love of Truth ſpeak; 
Lot poſſible? can Women all be damn'd ? 

Dion. Why no, my Lord. 

Phi. Why then it cannot be. 

Dion. And the was taken with her Boy. 

Phi. What Boy? Dion. A Page, a Boy that ſerves her. 

Phi. O good Gods, a little Boy ? 

Dion. Ay, know you him my Lord? | 

Phi. Hell and Sin know him? Sir, you are deceiv'd; 
PII reaſon it a little coldly with you; | 
If ihe were luſtful, would ſhe take a Boy, 

That knows not yet Deſire? ſhe would have one 
Should meet her Thoughts, and know the Sin he acts, 
Which is the 22 delight of Wickedneſs; 

You are abus d, and fo is the, and I. 

Dion. How, you my Lord? 

Phi. Why all the World's abus'd 
In an unjuſt Report. Dion. Oh noble Sir, your Virtues 
Cannot look into the ſubtle Thoughts of Woman. 

In ſhort my Lord, I took them: I my ſelf. 

Phi. Now all the Devils thou didſt, flye from my Rage: 
Would thou hadſt ta en Devils ingendring Plagues, 
When thou didſt take them; hide thee from my Eyes. 
Would thou hadſt taken Thunder on thy Breaſt, 
When thou didſt take them, or been ſtrucken dumb 


For ever; that this foul deed might have ſlept in ſilence. 
- Thra. Have you known him ſo ill tewper'd : 
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Cle. Never before, 
Thi. The Winds that are let looſe, 
From the four ſeveral Corners of the Earth, 
And ſpread thmſelves all over Sea and Land, 
Kiſs not a chaſte one. What Friend bears a Sword 
To run me through ? 6 
Dion. Why, my Lord, are you ſo mov'd at this? 
Phi. When any falls from Virtue I am diſtract, 
| have an Intereſt in't. | 
Dion. But good my Lord recal your ſelf, 
And think what's beſt to be done. | 
Phi. I thank you. I will do it; | 
Pleaſe you to leave me, I'll conſider of it: 
To morrow I will find your Lodging forth, 
And give you Anſwer | 
The readieſt way. Dion. All the Gods direct you. 
Thra. He was extream impatient. 
Cle. Tt was his Virtue and his noble Mind. 
[ Exeunt Dion, Cleo. and Thra. 
Phi. I had forgot to ask him where he took them; 
III follow him. O that T had a Sea 
Within my Breaſt, to quench the Fire I feel; 
More Circumſtances will but fan this Fire; 
It more afflits me now, to know by whom 
This Deed is done, than ſimply that tis done: 
And he that tells me this is honourable, 
As far from Lies, as ſhe is far from Truth. 
O that like Beaſts, we could not grieve our ſelves, 
With that we ſee not; Bulls a ms will fight, 
To keep their Females ſtanding in their ſight; 
But take dem from them, and you take at once 
Their Spleens away; and they will fall again 
Unto their Paſtures, growing freſh and far, 
And taſte the Waters of the Springs as ſweet 
As 'twas before, finding no ſtart in ſleep. 
But miſerable Man —— See, ſee, you Gods, 
| Euter Bellario. 
He walks ſtill; and the Face you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is ſtill the ſame, 
Not blaſted; Is this Juſtice? Do you mean a : 
| is 
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To intrap Mortality, that you allow 
Treaſon fo ſmooth a Brow? I cannot now 
Think he is guilty. Bel. Health to you my Lord; 
The Princeſs doth commend her Love, her Life, 
And this unto you. Phi. Oh Bellario, 
Now [ perceive ſhe loves me, ſhe does ſhew it 
In loving thee my Boy, ſhe has made thee brave. 

Bel. My Lord, the has attired me paſt my wiſh, 
Paſt my deſert, more fit for her Attendant, 
Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 

Phi. Thou art grown courtly, Boy. O let all Women, 
That love black deeds, learn to diſſemble here, 
Here, by this Paper the does write to me, 


As if her Heart were Mines of Adamant 


To all the World beſides, but unto me, 

A M:aden-ſnow that meited with my Looks. 

Tell me, my Boy, how doth the Princeſs ule thee? 
For I ſhall gueſs her love to me by that. 

Bel. Scarce like her Servant, but as if I were 
Something ally*d to her; or had preſerv'd 

Her Life three times by my fidelity. 

As Mothers fond do uſe their only Sons; 

As I'd uſe one, that's left unto my truſt, 
For whom my Lite ſhould pay, if he met harm, 


So ſhe does uſe me. Phi. Why, this is wondrous well: 


But what kind Language does ſhe feed thee with? 
Bel. Why ſhe does tell me, ſhe will truſt my Youth 
With all her loving Secrets; and does call me 
Her pretty Servant, bids me weep no more 
For 2 oh you; 1ſhe'll ſee my Services 
Regarded; and ſuch Words of that ſoft ſtrain, 
That I am nearer weeping when ſhe ends | 
Than e er ſhe ſpake. Phi. This is much better ſtill. 
Bel. Are you ill, my Lord? 
Phi. III? No, Bellario. 
Bel. Methinks your Words 
Fall not from off your Tongue ſo evenly, 
Nor is there in your Looks that quiet neſs, 
That 1 was wont to ſee. 
Phi. Thou art deceiy'd, Boy: 
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And ſhe ſtroaks thy Head? Bel. Yes. 
Phi. And ſhe does clap thy Cheeks? 
Bel. She does, my Lord. | 
Phi. And ſhe does kiſs thee, Boy? ha! 
Bel. How my Lord ? 
Phi. She kiſſes thee? Bel. Not ſo, my Lord. 
Phi. Come, come, I know ſhe does. 
Bel. No by my Life. 
Plz. Why then ſhe does not love me; come, ſhe does, 
| bad her do it; I charg'd her by all charms 
Of Love between us, by the hope of Peace 
We ſhould enjoy, to yield thee all Delights 
Naked, as to her Bed : I took her Oath 
Thou ſhould'ſt enjoy her: Tell me, gentle Boy, 
Is ſhe not paralleleſs? Is not her Breath 
Sweet as Arabian Winds, when Fruits are ripe? 
Are not her Breaſts two liquid Ivory Balls? 
ls ſhe not all a laſting Mine of Joy? 
Bel. Ay, now I ſee why my diliurbed Thoughts 
Were ſo perplext. When firſt 1 went to her, 
My Heart held augury; you are abus'd, 
Some Villain has abus'd you; I do fee 
Whereto you tend; fall Rocks upon his Head, 
That put this to you; tis ſome ſubtil Train, 
: To bring that noble Frame of yours to nought. 
Phi. Thou think'ſt I will be angry with thee; Come 
| Thou ſhalt know all, my drift, 1 hate her more, 
Than J love Happineſs, and plac'd thee there, 
To pry with narrow Eyes into her Deeds. 
Haſt thou diſcover'd ? Is ſhe faln to Luſt, 
As I would wiſh her? Speak ſome Comfort to me. 
Bel. My Lord, you did miſtake the Boy you ſent: 
Had ſhe the luſt of Sparrows, or of Goats, 
Had ſhe a fin that way, hid from the World, 
Beyond the name of Luſt, I wou!d not aid 
Her baſe Deſires ; but what I came to know Kt 
As Servant to her, 1 would not reveal, tomake my Life 
laſt Ages. ö (Diſeaſe. 
Phi. Oh my Heart; this is a Salve worſe than the main 
Tell me thy Thoughts; for 1 will know the leaſt 
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That dwells within thee, or will rip thy Heart 
To know it; I will ſee thy Thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy Face. Hel. Why, ſo you do. 
She is (for ought I know) by all the Gods, 
As chaſte as Ice; but were ſhe foul as Hell 
And I did know it, thus; the Breath of Kings, 
The points of Swords, Tortures nor Bulls of Braſs, 
Should draw it from me. h 
Phi. Then *tis no time to dally with thee; (nov. 
I will take thy Life, for Ido hate thee; I cou'd curſe thee 
Bel. If you do hate, you could not curſe me worſe; 
The Gods have not a Puniſhment in ſtore 
Greater for me, than is your Hate. 
Phi. Fic, fic, fo young and ſo diſſembling; 
Tell me when and where thou didſt enjoy her, 
Or let Plagues fall on me, if I deſtroy thee not. 
Bel. Heav'n knows I never did: and when lie 
To ſave my Lite, may I live long and loath'd. 
Hew me aſunder, and whilſt I can think 
I'll love thoſe pieces you have cut away, 
Better than thoſe that grow; and kiſs theſe Limbs, 
Becauſe you made 'em fo. 
Pbi. Fear'ft thou not Death? 
Can Boys contemn that? Bel. Oh, what Boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a Man, (reaſon? 
That fees the beſt of Men thus paſſionate, thus, without 
Phi. Oh, but thou doſt not know what 'tis to Die. 
Bel. Ves, I do know, my Lord; 
Tis leſs than to be born; a laſting Sleep, 
A quiet reſting from all Jcalouſie; 
A thing we . | know beſides, 
Ir is but giving over of a Game that muſt be loſt. 
Fhz. But there are Pains, falſe Boy, 
For perjur'd Souls; think but on theſe, and then 
Thy Heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. | 
Bel. May they fall all upon me whilſt I live, 
If I be perjur'd, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with; if I be falſe, (me. 
Send me to ſuffer in thoſe Puniſhments you ſpeak of; kill 
Phi. Oh what ſhou'd I do? "al by 
V BY» 
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Why, who can but believe him? He does ſwear 
So carneſtly, that if-it were not true, 

The Gods would not endure him. Riſe Bellaria; 

Thy Proteſtations are ſo deep, and. thou 
Doſt look-ſo truly, when thou uttereſt them, 

That though I know em falſe, as were my hopes, 
cannot urge thee further; but thou wert | 
To blame to injure me, for I muſt love 
Thy honeſt Looks, and take no revengeupon 
Thy tender Youth : A Love from me to thee 
Is firm, whate'er thou doſt: It troubles me 
That Thave call'd the Blood out of thy Checks, 
That did fo well become thee: But good Boy 
Let me not ſee thee more; ſomething is done, 

That will diſtra& me, that will make me mad, 

If I behold thee; if thou tender'ſt me, 

Let me not ſee thee. Bel. I will fly as far 
As there is Morning, cer I give diſtaſte 
To that moſt honour'd Mind. But through theſe Tears, 
Shed at my hopeleſs parting, I can ſee | 
A World of Treaſon practis'd upon you, 

And her, and me, Farewell for evermore 
If you ſhall hear, that Sorrow ftruck me dead, 

And after find me Loyal, let there be 
A Tear ſhed from you in my Memory, | | 
And I ſhall reſt at peace. [Exit Bel. 

Fhi. Bleſſing be with thee, 

Whatever thou deſerv'ſt. Oh, where ſhall I 
Go bath my Body? Nature too unkind, 

That made no Medicine for a troubled Mind! [Ex. Phi. 

| Enter Arethuſa. 
Are. 1 marvel my Boy comes not back again. 
But that I know my Love will queſtion him 
Over and over; how | ſlept, wak'd, talk'd; 
How I remembred him when his dear Name 
Was laſt ſpoke, and how, when I figh'd, wept, ſung, 
And ten thoufand ſuch; I ſhould be angry at his ſtay. 
Enter King. | 
King. What are your Meditations? who attends you? 
Are. None but my ſingle ſelf, I need no Guard, 
do no wrong, nor fear none. King. 
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King. Tell me: Have you not a Boy? Are. Ves Sir. 
King. What kind of Boy? 
Are. A Page, a waiting Boy. 
Ming. A handſome Boy * 
8 | think he be not ugly: 
Well qualified, and dutiful, I know him, 
I took him not for Beauty. 
King. He ſpeaks, and ſings, and plays? 
Are. Ves Sir. King. About Eiyhtcen? 
Are. I never ask'd his Age. King. ls he fullof Service? 
Are. By your Pardon, why do you ask? 
King. Put him away. Are. Sir? 
King. Put him away, h'as done you that good Service, 
Shames me to ſpeak of. 
Are. Good Sir, let me underſtand you. (Boy. 
King. If you fear me, ſhew it in Duty; put away that 
Are. Let me have reaſon for it, Sir, and then 
Your Will is my Command. # 
King. Do not you bluſh to ask it? Caſt him off, 
Or I ſhall do the ſame to you. You're one 
Shame with me, and ſo near unto my ſelf, 
That by my Life, I dare not tell my ſelt, 
What you, my ſelf, have done. 
Are. What have I done, my Lord? 
King. "Tis a new Language, that all love to learn, 
'The common People ſpeak it well alrcady, 
They need no Grammar; underſtand me well, 
There be foul whiſpers ſtirring z caſt him aff. ; 
And ſuddenly do it: Farewel. Erit King. 
Are. Where may a Maiden live ſecurely free, 
Keeping her Honour ſafe? Not with the Living, 
They feed upon Opinions, Errors, Dreams, 
And make 'em Truths: They,draw a Nouriſhment : 
 Ourt'of Defamings, grow upon Diſgraces, 2 
And when they 2 a Virtue ELF T 1 Lu 4b 
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Enter Philaſter. M 
Phi. Peace to your faireſt Thoughts, deareſt Miſtreſs. 
Are. Oh, my deareft Servant have a War within me. 
Phi. He muſt be more than Man, that makes theſe Cry- 
Run into Rivers; ſweeteſt Fair, the Cauſe; (ſtals 
And as I am your Slave, ty*d to your Goodneſs, | 
Your Creature made again from what I'was, 
And newly Spirited, III right your Honours: ©» 
Are. Oh, mybeſtLovez thatBoy! Phi. What Boy? 
Are. The pretty Boy you gave me. Phi. What of him? 
Are. Muſtbe no moremine. Phi. Why? 
8 Ave. They are jealous of him. Phi. Jealous, who? 
| Are. The King. Phi. Oh, my Fortune, 
Then 'tis no idle Jealouſie. Let him go. 

Are. Oh cruel, are you hard- hearted too? 1 
Who ſhall now tell you, how much I lov'd you ? © ' 
Who ſhall ſwear it to you, and weep the Tears I ſend? 
Who ſhall now bringyouLertters, Rings, Bracelets, 

Loſe his health in Service? wake tedious Nights 

In ſtories of your Praiſe ? Who ſhall ſing - 

Your crying Elegies? And ſtrike a fad Soul 

Into ſenſel Picfures, and make them mourn ? 

Who ſhall take up his Lute, and touch it, till 

He crown a ſilent Sleep upon my Eyc-lid, 4614 
Making me dream and cry, Oh my dear, dear Philafter: 

Phi. Oh my Heart: 11 
Would he had broken thee, that made thee know 
This Lady was not Loyal. Miſtreſs, forget 
The Boy, I'll get thee a far better. 9 

Are. Oh never, never ſuch a Boy again, as my Bellario: 

Phi. Tis but your fond Affection. 

Are. With thee, my Boy, fare wel for ever 

Il Secrecy in Servants: Fare wel Faith, 

And all Deſire to do well for it ſelf: 
Let all that ſhall ſucceed thee, for thy Wrongs, 
dell and betray chaſt Love: * 

Phi. And all this Paſſion for a B)?) 

Are. He was your Boy; and you put him to me, 
And the loſs of ſuch muſt have a Mourning for. 
Phi, O thou forgetful Woman! Are: How my Lord? 
fer | Vo L. I. ] PI. 
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Phi. Falſe Arethuſa ! 

Haſt thou a Medicine to reſtore my W its, 
When 1 have loſt em? If not, leave to talk, anddo thus, 
Are. Do what, Sir? Would you ſleep? | * 
Phi. For ever, Arethuſa. Oh you Gods, 


. Give me a worthy Patience; Have | ftood 


Naked, alone the ſhock of many Fortunes? 
Have I ſcen Milchiefs numberleſs, and —_— 
Grow like a Sea upon me? Have I taken 

Danger as ſtern as Death into my — 

And laugh'd upon it, made it but a Mirth, 

And flung ir by? Do I live now like him, 

Under this Tyrant King, that languiſhing 

Hears his {ad Bell, and ſecs his Mourners? Do T. 
Bear all this bravely, and mult ſink at length 
Under a Woman's falſhood? Oh that Boy, 


The curſed Boy? None but a villain Boy, to eaſe yourLuſt 


Are. Nay,'then 1 am betray'd, 
1 fcel the Plot caſt for my Overthrow ; Oh lam wretched. 

Phi. Now you may take that little right I have 
To this poor ingdom; ive it to wack Joy, 
For I have no joy in it. e far Place, 
Where never Womankind durſt ſet her F oot, 
For burſting with her poiſons, muſt 1 ſeek, 
And live to Curſe you 
There dig a Cave, —_ preach to Birds and Beaſts, 
What Woman is, and help to fave them from you. 
How Heav'n is in your Eyes, but in your Hearts, (pions, 
More Hell than Hell has; how your Tongues like Scor- 
Both heal and poiſon ; how your Thoughts are woven 
With thouſand changes in one ſubtle Webb, 
And worn ſo by you. How that fooliſh Man, 
That reads the ſtory of a Woman's Face, 
And dirs believing it, is loſt for ever. b 
How all the good you have, is but a Shadow, 
Prh* Morning with you, and at Night behind you, 
Paſt and forgotten. How your Vows are Froſts, 
Faſt for a Night, and with the next Sun gone. 
How you are, being taken all together, 


A meer Confuſion, and ſo _ a Chaos, * 
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That Love cannot diſtinguiſh. Theſe ſad Texts, 
Till my laſt hour, I am bound to utter of you. 
. So farewel all my Wo, all my Delight. [ Exit Phi. 
Are. Be merciful ye Gods, and ſtrike me dead; 
What way have I deſerv'd this? Make my Breaſt 
Tranſparent as pure Cryſtal, that the World, 
Jealous of me, may ſee the fouleſt Thought 
My Heart holds. Where ſhall a Womanturn her Eyes, 
To find out Conſtancy? Save me, how black, | Enter Bel. 
And Guilty, methinks, that Boy looks now ? | 
Oh thou Diſſembler, that before thou ſpak'ſt 
Wert in thy Cradle falſe? Sent to make lies, 
And betray Innocents; thy Lord and thou, 
May glory in the Aſhes of a Maid 
Fool! by her Paſſion; but the Conqueſt is 
Nothing ſo great as wicked. Fly away, 
Let my Command force thee to that, which ſhame 
Would do without it. If thou underſtoodſt 
The loathed Office thou haſt undergone, | 
Why, thou wouldſt hide thee under heaps of Hills, 
Leſt Men ſhould dig and find thee. Bel. Oh what God, 
Angry with Men, hath ſent this ftrange Diſeaſe 
Into the nobleſt Minds? Madam, this Grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
To Seas, for which they are not ſeen to ſwell; 
My Lord had ſtruck his Anger through my Heart, 
And let out all the hope of future Joys: 
You need not bid me fly, I came to part, 
To take my lateſt leave, Farewel for ever; 
| durſt not run away in honeſty, 
From ſuch a Lady, like a Boy that ſtole, 
Or made ſome grievous Fault; the pow'r of Gods 
Aſſiſt you in your Suff rings; haſty time 
Reveal the Truth to your abuſed Lord, 
And mine; that he may know your Worth: Whilſt I _ 
Co ſeek out ſome forgotten Place to die. [Exit Bel. 
Are. Peace guide thee, 'thou'alt overthrown'me once, 
Let if J had another Troy to loſey 1 
Thou or another Villain with thy Looks, 1 
n del bas gotta Might 
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Might talk me our of it, and ſend me naked, 
My Hair diſhevel'd through the fiery Streets. 
Enter a Lady. 

La. Madam, the King would hunt, and calls for you 
With earneſtncſs. Are. I am in tune to hunt! 
Diana, it thou canſt rage with a Maid, 
As with a Man, let me diſcover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful Hind, 
That I may die purſu'd by cruel] Hounds, 
And have my Story written in my Wounds. [| Exeunt, 


e 


AT NSN. E 
Euter King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, 
Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline, and Artendants. 


K. Hat, are the Hounds before, and all the Wood- 
Our Horſes ready, and our Bows bent? (men? 
Dion. All Sir. 

King. You're cloudy Sir, come we have forgotten 
Your venial Treſpaſs, let not that fit heavy 
Upon your Spirit; none dare utter it. 

Dion. He looks like an old ſurfeited Stallion after his 
Leaping, dull as a Dormouſe: See how he ſinks; the 
Wench has ſhot him betwixt Wind and Water, and | 
hope ſprung a Leak. | f 

Thra. He needs no teaching, he ſtrikes ſure enough; 
his greateſt fault is, he Hunts too much in the Purlues, 
would he would leave off Poaching. 

Dion. And for his Hayn, has left it at the Lodge where 
he lay late; Oh, he's a precious Lime-hound; turn him 
lool upon the purſuit of a Lady, and if he loſe her, _ 
him up 1'th* lp. When myFox-bitch Beauty grows proud 
YI borrow him. Ning. Is your Boy turn'd away: 

Are. You did command it Sir, and J obey you. 

Ring. Lis well done: Hark ye further. ; 

Cle. Ist poffible this Fellow ſhould repent? Methinks' 
that were not noble in him; and yet he looks like a mor 

* tified Member, as if he had a ſick Mans Slave 1n's 7 


| 
] 
( 
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« 
If a worſe Man had done this fault now, ſome Phyſical 
Juſtice or other, would preſently (without the help of 
an Almanack) have opened the obſtructions of his Liver 
and let him blood with a Dog-whip. | 

Dion. See, ſee, how modeſtly your Lady looks, as if ſhe 
came from Churching with her Neighbour; why, whar 
aDevil can a Man ſee in her Face, but that ſhe's honeſt? 

Pha. Troth no great matrer to ſpeak of, a fooliſh 
twinkling with the Eye, that ſpoils her Coat; but he 
muſt be a cunning Herald that finds it. 

Dion. See how they Mutter one another! O there's a 
Rank Regiment where the Devil carries the Colours, 
and his Dam Drum-Major, now the World and the Fleſh 
come behind with the Carriage. 

Cle. Sure this Lady hasa good turn done her againſt her 
Will: Before the was common Talk, now none dare ſay, 
Cantharides can ſtir her, her Face looks like a Warrant, 
willing and commandingall Tongues, as they will anſwer 
it, to be tied up and bolted when this Lady means to let 
herſelt looſe.. As I liveſhe has got her a goodly Protection, 
anda gracious; and may utc her Body diſcreetly; for her 
Healths ſake, once a Week, excepting Lent and Dog- days: 
Oh if they were to be got for Mony, what a great ſum 
would come out of the Gu for theſe Licences? 

King. To horle, to barks we loſe the Morning, Gen- 
tlemen. | [ Ereunt. 
Enter two Woodmen. 

1 Wood. What, have you lodg'd the Deer? 

2 Wood. Yes, they are ready tor the Row. 

1 Wood. Who ſhoots? | 

2 Wood. The Princeſs. 

1 Mood. No, ſhe'll Hunt. 

2 Wood. She'll take a Stand, I ſay. 

1 Mood. Who elle ? 

2 Wood. Why the young Stranger Prince. 

1 Wood. He fhallſhoor in aStone-bow for me. I never 
lov'd his beyond-ſea-ſhip, ſince he forſook the Say, for pay- 
ing TenShillings: He was there at the fall of a Deer, and 
would needs (out of his Mightineſs) give Ten Groats for 
the Dowcersz marry the Steward would have had the Vel- 

e iz | vet-head 
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vet-head into the bargain, to Turf his Hat withal: I 
think he ſhould love Veneryʒ he is an old Sir Triſtram ; for if 
you be remember d, he forſook the Stagg once, to ſtrike a 
Raſcal Milking ina Meadow, and her he killdinthe Eye. 
Who ſhoot's clſe? 2 Word. The Lady Galatea. 

1 Wood. That's a good Wench, and ſhe would not chide 

us for tumbling of her Women in the Brakes. She's libe- 
ral, and by my Bow they ſay ſhe's honeſt, and whether 
that be a fault, I have nothing to do. There's all? 

2 Wood. No, one more, Megra. 

1 Wood. That's a firker I faith Boy; there's a Wench will 
Ride her Haunces as hard after a Kennel of Hounds, as 2 
Hunting-ſaddle; and when ſhe comes home, get 'em 
clapt, and all is well again. I have known her loſe her ſelf 
three times in one Afternoon (if the Woods had been an- 
ſwerable) and it has been work enough for one Man to 
find her, and he has ſweat for it. She Rides well, and ſhe 
Pays well. Hark, let's go. | Exennt. 

Enter Philaſter. | 

Phi. Oh, that I had been nouriſh'd in theſe Woods 
With Milk of Goats, and Acorns, and not known 
The right of Crowns, nor the diſſembling Trains 
Of Womens looks; but dig'd my ſelf a Cave, 
Where I, my Fire, my Cattel, and my Bed 
Might have been ſhut together in one Shed; 

And then had taken me {ſome Mountain Girl, 

Beaten with Winds, chaſt as the harden'd Rocks 

W hereon ſhe dwells; that might have ſtrew'd my Bed 

With Leaves, and Reeds, and with the Skins of Beaſts 

Our Neighbours; and have born at her big Breaſts 

My large courſe Iſſue. This had beena life tree from Vexa- 
LE Enter Bellario. (tion. 

Bel. Oh wicked Men! | N 
An innocent Man may walk ſafe among Beaſts, 
Nothing aſſaults me here. See, my griev'd Lord 
Sits as his Soul were ſcarching out a way | 


To leave his Body. Pardon me, that muſt 

Break thy laſt Commandment; for I mutt ſpeak z ſtr 

You that are griev'd can pity; hear my Lord. = 
| IN; 


Phi. Is there a Creature yet fo miſerable, 
That I can pity? Bel. Oh my Noble Lord, 
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View my = Anas Fortune, and beſtow on me, 
According to your Bounty (if my Service 
Can merit nothing) ſo much as may ſerve 
To keep thar little piece I hold of ile 
From Cold and Hunger. Phi. Is it thou? Be gone: 
Go ſell thoſe misbeſeeming Cloaths thou wear' 
And feed th 7 ſelf with them. 
Bel. Alas! my Lord, I can get nothing for them: 
The filly County People think tis Treaton 
To touch ſuch gay m_ 
Phi. Now by my Lite this is 
Unkindly done, to vex me with\thy ſight, 
Thou'rt faln again to thy diſſembling Trade: 
How ſhouldſt thou think to cozen me again? 
Remains there yet a Plague untry'd for me? 
Even ſo thou wept'ſt and ſpok'ſt when firſt 
took thee up; curſe on the time. If thy 
Commanding Tears can work on any other, 
Uſe thy Art, I'll not betray it. Which way 
Wilt thou take, that I may ſhun thee 
For thine Eyes are Poiſon to mine; and I 
Am loth to grow in Rage. This way, or that way? 
Bel. Any will ſerve. But I will chuſe to have 
That Path in chaſe that leads unto my Grave. 
 [Eveunt Phil. and Bel. ſeverally. 
Enter Dion and the W oodmen. (man. 
Dion. This is the ſtrangeſt ſudden change: You Weod- 
1 Wood. My Lord Dion. | 
Dion. Saw you a Lady come this way on a Sable-horſe 


| ſubbed with Stars of White? 


2 Wood. Was ſhe not Young and Tall? | 

Dion. Yes; Rode ſhe to the Wood, or to thePlain? 

2 Wood. Faith my Lord weſaw none. Subs Wood. 
Enter Cleremont. 

Dion. Pox of your Queſtions then. What, is ſhe found? 

Cle. Nor will be, I think. 

Dion. Let him ſeek his Daughter himſelf; ſhe cannot 


fag about a little neceſſary natural buſineſs, bur the 


Whole Court mult be in Arms; when ſhe has done, we 
ſhall have Peace. . 
| 4 Cle. 
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Cle. There's already a thouſand fatherleſs Tales amongſt 


us; ſome ſay her Horſe run away with her; ſome, a Wolf 

purſued her; others, it was a Plot to kill her; and that 

armed Men were ſeen in the Wood: but queſtionleſs, 

ſhe rode away willingly. 4 . 

Enter King, and Thraſiline. 

King. Where is ſhe? Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 

King. How is that? Anſwer me ſo again. 

Cle. Sir, ſhall I ie? 7 | | 

King. Yes, lie and damn, rather than tell me that; 

I ſay again, where is ſhe? Mutter not 

Sir, ſpeak you where is ſhe? Dion. Sir, I do not know. 
King. Speak that again ſo boldly, and by Heav'n 

Tr is thy laſt. ' You Fellows anſwer me, * * * 

Where is ſhe? Mark me all, I am your King. 

I wiſh to ſee my Daughter, ſhew her me; 

I do command you all, as you are Subjects, 

To ſhew her me: What, am I not your King? 

If I, then am ] not to be obeyed? 

Dion. Yes, if you command things poſſible and honeſt. 
Ning. Things poſſible and honeſt! Hear me, thou, 

Thou Traytor, that dareſt confine thy King to things 

Poſſible and honeſt; ſhew her me, 

Or let me periſh, if I cover not all Cicily with Blood. 
Dion. Indeed I cannot, unleſs you tell me where ſhe 1s, 
King. You have betray'd me, y' have let me loſe 

The Jewel of my Life; go, bring her me, | 

And ſct her before me; tis the King 

Will have it ſo, whoſe Breath can ſtill the Winds, 

Uncloud the Sun, charm down the ſwelling Sea, 

And ſtop the Floods of Heav'n; ſpeak, can it not? 
Dion. No. King. No, cannot the Breath of Kings do this? 
Dion. No; nor ſmell ſweet it (elf, if once the Lungs 

Be but corrupted. Ming. Is it fo? Take heed. 

Dion. Sir, take you heed; how you dare the Pow'rs 
That muſt be juſt. King. Alas! what are we Kings? 
Why do you Gods place us above the reſt; BY: 
To be ſerv'd, flatter'd, and ador'd, till we 
Believe we hold within our Hands your Thunder, 

And when we come to try the Pow'r we have, . 

PE T | Theres 
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Fleay*n | hope will eaſe me. I am Sick. 
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There's not a Leaf ſhakes at our Threatnings. 

I have ſin'd tis true, and here ſtand to be puniſh'd; 

Yer would not thus be pumih'd; let me chule 

My way, and lay it on. * 

ion. He Articles with the Gods; would ſome Body 

would draw Bonds, for the performance of Covenants 

betwint 2 ttt; | T1 
Enter Pharamond, Galatea, and Megra. 

King. What, is ſhe found? | 

Pha. No, we have ta'en her Horſe. 

He gallop'd empty by: There's ſome Treaſon; (her? 
You Galatea rode with her into the Wood; why left you 

Gal. She did command me. em een 

King: Command! you ſhould not. 

Gal. Twould ill become my Fortunes and my Birth 
To diſobey the Daughter of my King. ry 

King. You're all cunning to obey us for our hurt, 

But I will have her. Pha. If I have her not, | 
By this Hand there ſhall be no more Ccily. 

Dion, What, will he carry it to Sain in's Pocket? 
Pha. I will not leave one Man alive, but the King, 
A Cook and a Taylor. | 

Dion. Yet you may do well to ſpare your Lady's Bed- 
fellow, and her you may keep for a Spawner. | 

King. I ſee the Injuries I have done muſt be reveng'd. 

Dion. Sir, this is not the way to find her out. (her, 

King. Run all, diſperſe your ſelves: the Man that finds 
Or (if ſhe be kill d) the Traitor; I'll make him great. 

Dion. I know ſome would give five thouſand Pounds to 

Pha. Come let us ſeek. {find her. 

King. Each Man a ſeveral way, here I my ſelf. 

Dion. Come, Gentlemen, we here. 

Cle. Lady, you mult go ſearch too. 

Meg. Thad rather be ſearch'd my ſelf. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Arethuſa. * 

Are. Where am I now? Feet find me out a way, 
Without the counſel of my troubled Head, 4 
I'll follsw you boldly about theſe Woods, 

Oer Mountains, thorow Brambles, Pits, and Floods: 


Enter 
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Enter Bellario. 
Bel. Y onder's my Lady; Heav'n knows I want nothing, 
Becauſe I do not wiſh to live, yet 1 
Will try her Charity, O hear, you that have Plenty, 
From that flowing ſtore, drop ſome on dry Ground; ſee, 
The lively red is gone to guard her Heart, 
1 fear ſhe faints. Madam, look up; ſhe breaths not; 
Open once more thoſe roſic twins, and ſend 
Unto my Lord, your lateſt farewel; Oh, the ſtirs: 
How 1s it, Madam? Speak comfort. 
Are. Tis not gently done, 
To put me in a miſerable Life, 
And hold me there; ] pray thee let me go, 
I ſhall do beſt without thee; I am well. 
Euter Philaſter. | 
Phi. I am to blame to be ſo much in Rage, 
111 tell her cooly, when and where I hear 
This killing Truth. I will be temperate 
In ſpeaking, and as juſt in hearing. 
Oh monſtrous! Tempt me not ye Gods, good Gods 
Tempt not a frail Man, what's he, that has a Heart 
But he muſt eaſe it here? 0 
Bel. My Lord, help the Princes, 
Are, I am well, forbear. 
Phi. Let me love Lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And kiſs'd by Scorpions, or adore the Eyes 
Of Baſilisks, rather than truſt re Tongues, 
And thrink theſe Veins up; ſtick me here a Stone 
Laſting to Ages in the memory 
Of this damn'd Act. Hear me you wicked ones, 
You have put the Hills on fire into this Breaſt, 
Not to be quench'd with Tears, for which may Guilt 
Sit on your Boſoms; at your Meals, and Beds, 
Deſpair await you: What, before my Face? 
Poyſon of Aſps between your Lips; Diſeaſes 
Be your beſt iſſues; Nature make a Curſe 
And throw it on you. Are. Dear Philaſter, leave 
To be enrag'd, and hear me. Phi. I have done; 
Forgive my Paſſion, not the calmed Sea, 
When Kolus locks up his windy brood, | 1 


drawn, by th's Hand upon a Woman, I think. 
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Is leſs diffurb'd than I, I'll make you know it. 
Dear Aretbuſa, do but take this Sword, 
And ſearch how temperate a Heart I have; 
Then you and this your Boy, may live and reign 
In Luſt, without controul. Wilt thou, Bellario? 
| prithee kill me; thou art poor, and may'ſt _ 
Nouriſh ambitious Thoughts, when I am dead: 
This way were freer; Am I raging now ? | 
If I were mad 1 ſhould defire to live; 
Sirs, feel my Pulſe; whether have you known 
A Man in a more equal tune to die: 
Bel. Alas my Lord, your Pulſe keeps Madmans time, 
So does your Tongue. Phi. You will not kill me then? 
Are. Kill you? Bel. Not for a World. 
Phi. I blame not thee, 
Bellarioz thou haſt done but that, which Gods 
Would have transform'd themſelves to do; be gone, 
Leave me without Reply; this is the laſt | 
Of all our meeting. Kill me with this Sword; 
Be wiſe, or worſe will follow: we are two 
Earth cannot bear at once. Reſolve to do, or ſuffer. 
Are. If my Fortunes be ſo good to let me fall 
Upon thy Hand, I ſhall have Peace in Death. 
Yet tell me this, will there be no Slanders, 
No jealouſies in the other World, no ill there? Phi. No. 
Are. Shew me then the way. Phi. Then guide 
My feeble Hand, you that have Pow'r to do it, 
For I muſt perform a piece of Juſtice. If your Youth 
Have any way offended Heay*n, let Pray'rs N 
Short and effectual reconcile you to it. 
Are. I am prepar d. 
© Emer à Country Fellow. bs, 
Coun. I'll ſee the King if he be inthe Foreſt, Thave hunt- 
ed him theſe two hours; if I ſhould come home and not ſee 
him, my Siſters would laugh at me; I can ſee nothing 
but People better horſt than my ſelf, that out - ride me; 
I can hear nothing but ſhouting. Theſe Kings had nee 
of good Brains, this whooping 1s able to put a mean 
Man out of his Wits. There's a Courtier with his Sword 


Phi. 
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Phi. Are you at Peace? 

Are. With Heav ns and Earth. 

Phi. May they divide thy Soul and Body ? 

Com. Hold Daſtard, ſtrikea Woman! thou'rt a Craven 
I warrant thee, thou wouldſt be loth to play half a dozen 
of Venies at Waſters with a good Fellow for a broken 
Head. 

Phi. Leave us, good Friend. 

Are. What ill-bred Man art thou, to intrude thy (elf 
Upon our private Sports, our Recreations? 

Coun. Gad *uds, I underſtand you not, but I know 
the Rogue has hurt you. 


Phi. Purſue thy own Affairs: It will be ill (me to. 


To multiply Blood upon my Head; which thou wilt force 
Conus, I — not your Rhetorick, but I can lay it on 
if you touch the Woman. , [ They fight. 
Phi. Slave, take what thou deſerv'ſt. 
Are. Heav'ns guard my Lord. 
Coun. Oh do you breath? 
Phi. I hear the tread of People: I am hurt. 
The Gods take part againſt me, cou'd this Boor 
Have held me thus elſe? J muſt ſhift for Life, 
Though I do loath it. I would find a courſe ] 
To loſe it, rather by my will than forge. [Exit Phi. 
Coun. I cannot follow the Rogue. I pray thee Wench 
come and kiſs me now. 
Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline, aud 
LID. © Woodmen. 
Pha. What art thou? 
Coun. Almoſt kill'd Tam for a fooliſh Woman; a Knave 


has hurt her. | (Madam? 
Pha. The Princeſs, Gentlemen! Where's the Wound, 
Is it dangerous? Are. He has not hurt me. (elſe. 


Coun. faith ſhe lies, 17 hurt her in the Breaſt, look 
Pha. O ſacred Spring of innocent Blood. 
Dion, Tis above wonder! Who, ſhould dare this? 
I felt it not. 14 (05 ST eo 7 
Pha. Speak, Villain, who has hurt the Princeſs? - 
Coun. Is it the Princeſs? Dion. Ay. 

Conn. Then I have ſeen ſomerhing yet. 


Poa. But who has hurt her? 


Cu. 
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un. T told you a Rogue, I ne'er ſaw him before, I. 
Pha. Madam, who did it? | 
Are. Some diſhoneſt Wretch, alas I know him not, 
And do forgive him. 

Coun. He's hurt too, he cannot go far, I made my Fa- 
ther's old Fox flie about his Ears. 
Pha. How will you have me kill him? 
Are. Not at all, tis ſome diſtracted Fellow. 
Pba. By this Hand, I'll leave ne'er a piece of him big · 
ger than a Nut, and bring him all in my Hat. 
Are. Nay, good Sir; 
If you do take him, bring him quick to me, 
And I will ftudy for a Puniſhment, 
Great as his Fault. Pha. I will. 
Are. But ſwear. | | 
Pha, By all my Love I will: Woodmen, conduct the 
Princeſs to the King, and bear that wounded Fellow to 
dreſſing: Come, Gentlemen, we'll follow the Chaſe cloſe. 
Ex. Are. Pha. Di. Cle. Thra. and 1. Woodman. 
Coun. | pray you, Friend, let me ſee the King. 
2 Wood. That you ſhall, and receive thanks. | | Excunt. 
Coun, If I get clear with this, I'Il go ſee no more gay 
Enter Bellario. ( ſights. 
Bel. A heavineſs near Death fits on my Brow, 
And 1 muſt fleep: Bear me, thou gentle Bank, 
For ever, if thou wilt: You ſweet ones all, 
Let me unworthy: preſs you: I cou'd with 
I rather were a Coarſe ſtrew'd o'er with you, 
Than quick above you. Dulneſs thuts mine Eyes, 
And I am giddy. Oh that I could take | 
So ſound a Sleep, that I might never wake. 
Enter Philaſter. | 
Phi. J have done ill, my Conſcience calls me falſe, 
To ſtrike at her, that would not ftrike at me. 
When 1 did fight, methought I heard her pray 
The Gods to guard me. She may be abus d, 
And I a loathed Villain: If ſhe be, 2 
She will conceal who hurt her; He has Wounds, 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this; Bellario ſleeping? If thou beeſt 
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Guilty, 
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Guilty, there is no Juſtice that thy Sleep {Gy within, 
Should be ſo ſound, and mine, whom thou haſt wrong'd, 
So broken. Hark I am purſued. You Gods 
T'll take this offer'd means of my Eſcape: 
They have no mark to know me, but my Wounds; 
If ſhe be true; if falſe, let miſchief light 
On all the World at once. Sword, print my Wound; 
Upon this ſleeping Boy: I ha' none I think 
Are Mortal, nor would ay greater onthee. [Wounds bim. 
Bel. Oh Death I hope is come, bleſt be the Hand, 
It meant me well; again, for Pities fake,  _' 
Phi. I have caught my ſelf, Phi. fall. 
The loſs of Blood hath ſtaved my flight. Here, here, 
Is he that ſtruck thee: Take thy full Revenge, 
Uſe me, as I did mean thee, worſe than Death: 
I' teach thee to Revenge: This luckleſs Hand 
Wounded the Princeſs, tell my Followers 
Thou didſt receive theſe hurts in ſtaying me, 
a : will — _ Son a Reward. ** 
el. Fly, fly, m , and fave your ſelf. 
Psi. Hon is — — 4p | 
Wouldſt thou I ſhould be ſafe? 
Bel. Elſe it were vain 
For me to live. Theſe little Wounds I have, 
Ha' not bled much, reach me that Noble Hand, 
III help to cover you. Pbi. Art thou true to me? 
Bel. Or let me per ſn loath'd. Come my good Lord, 
Creep in amongſt thoſe Buſhes: Who does know _ 
But that the Gods may fave your much lov'd Breath? 
Phi. Then I ſhall die for Grief, if not for this, 
That I have wounded thee : What wilt thou do? 
Bel. Shift for my ſelf well: peace, I hear em come. 
Mithin. Follow, follow, follow; that way they went. 
Bel. With my own Wounds I' bloody my own Sword. 
I need not Counterfeit to fall; Heav'n knows, 
That I canflandhofgnger. ET 
Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont and Thtaſiline. 
Pha. To this Place we have tract him by his Blood. 
Cle. Yonder, my Lord, creeps one away. ' 
Dion. Stay Sir, what are ou? | Bel | 
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Bel. A wretched Creature wounded in theſe Woods 
By Bcaſts; relieve me, if your names be Men, 
Or I ſhall periſh. Dion. This is he, my Lord, 
Upon my Soul that hurt her; 'tis the Boy, 
That wicked Boy that ſerv'd her. 
Pha. O thou LEY in thy Creation! 
What Cauſe could'it thou ſhape to hurt the Prince? - 
Bel. Then I am betray'd. | 
Dion. Betray'd! no, apprehended. 
Bel. I confeſs; | 
Urge it no more, that big with evil Thoughts 
I et upon her, and did make my Aim 
Her Death. For Charity, let fall at once 
The Puniſhment you mean, and do not load 
This weary Fleſh with Tortures. | 
Pha. I will know who hir'd thee to this Deed. 
Bel. Mine own Revenge. Pha. Revenge, for what? 
Bel. It pleas'd her to receive | 


Me as her Page, and when-my Fortunes ebb'd, 


That Men ſtrid o'er them careleſly, ſhe did ſhowr 
Her welcome Graces on me, and did {well 
My Fortunes, *till they overflow'd their Banks, 
Threatning the Men that croſt em; when as ſwift 
As Storms ariſe at Sea, ſhe turn'd her Eyes 
To burning Suns upon me, and did dry 
The Streams ſhe had beſtow'd, leaving me worſe 
And more contemn'd than other little Brooks, 
Becauſe I had been great: In ſhort, I knew 
could not live, and therefore did deſire | 
To die Reveng'd. Pha. If Tortures can be found, 
Long as thy natural Life, reſolve to feel | 
The utmoſt Rigour. [ Philaſter creeps out of 4 Bufb. 
Cle. Help to lead him hence. 17 5 
Pbi. Turn back, you Raviſhers of Innocence, 
Know ye the price of that you bear away ſo rudely? 
Pha. Who's that? Dion. Tis the Lord Philaſter. 
Phi, Tis not the Treaſure of all Kings in one, 
The Wealth, of Tagus, nor the Rocks of Pearl 
That pave the Court of Neptune, can weigh down 
That Virtue. It was I that hurt the Princeſs, 


Place 
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Place me, ſome God, upon a Piramzs, A fi 
Higher than Hills of Earth, and lend a voice 
Loud as your. Thunder to me, that from thence, 

I may diſcourſe to all the Under-world, © 0 
The Worth that dwells in him: Pha. How's this? 
Bel. My Lord, ſome Man 4 We 

Weary of Lite, that would be glad to die. 
Phi. I cave theſe untimely Courteſics; Bellario. 
Bel. Alas he's mad, come will you lead me on? 
Phi. By all the Oaths that Men ought moſt to keep ; 
And Gods do puniſh moſt, when Men do break, 
He toucht her not. Take heed Bel lario, 
How thou doſt drown the Virtues thou haſt ſhown 
With Perjury. By all that's good 'twas IT 
You know ſhe ſtood betwixt me and my Right. 
Pha: Thy own Tongue be thy Judge. 


Cle. It was Philaſter. Dion. Is't not a brave Boy? ( 
Well Sirs, I fear we were all deceiv'd. \ 
Phi. Have I no Friend here? Dion. Ves. 

Phi, Then ſnew it; | 0 
Some good Body lend a Hand to draw us nearer. | 
Would you have Tears ſhed for you, when you die? b 

Then lay me gently on his Neck, that there 
I may weep Floods, and breath out my Spirit: . 


»Tis not the Wealth of Plutus, nor the Gold 
Lockt in the heart of Earth, can buy away 
This arm- full from me, this had been a Ranſom 
To have redeem'd the great Auguſtus Ceſar, 


Had he been taken : You hard-hearted Men, 7 
More ſtony than theſe Mountains, can you fee _. 4: 
Such clear pure Blood drop, and not cut your Fleſh no 


To ſtop his Life? To bind whoſe better Wounds, 
Queens ought to tear their Hair, and with their Tears, 
Bath em. Forgive me, thou that art the wealth of poor 
Philaſter. * 
Enter King, Arethuſa, and 4 Guard. 

King. Is the Villain ta'en? - . 

Pha. Sir, here be two confeſs the Deed; but ſay ſt 
was Philaſter. WARE 

Phi. Queſtion it no more, it was. 


1 


r 
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King. The Fellow that did fight with him will tell us. 
Are. Ay me, I know he will. RE Sinn 2 
King. Did not you know him? | 
Are. Sir, if it was he, he was diſguiſed. 
Phi. J was ſo. Oh my Stars! that I ſhould live ftill. 
King. Thou ambitious Fool; 3 
Thou that haſt laid a Train for thy own Life; (ſon. 
Now I do mean to do, I'll leave to talk. Bear him to Pri- 
Are. Sir, they did plot together to rake hence 
This harmleſs Life; ſhould it paſs unreveng'd, _ 
I ſhou!d to Earth go weeping : Grant me then 
(By all the Love a Father bears his Child) _ 
Their Cuſtodies, and that I may appoint © 
Their Tortures, and their Death. © (this Fault. 
Dion. Death? ſoft, our Law will not reach that, for 
King. Tis granted, take em to you, with a Guard. 
Come Princely Pharamiond, this Buſineſs paſt, (Match. 
We may with more ſecurity go on to your intended 
Cle. Tpray that this Action loſe not Philaſter the Hearts 
of the People. aber, Po Yi Sw, 
Dion. Fear it not, their overwiſe Heads will think it 
but a Trick. It. 
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Enter Dion, Cleremont and Thraſiline. 


Ihre. T JAS che King ſent for him to Death) 
Dion. Yes; but the King muſt know, tig 
not in his Pow'r to war with Heay n. 
Cle. We linger time ; the King ſent for Phlaſter and 
the Headſman an hour age 
Thra: Are all his Wodnk e 2 ans eee 
Dim. All, they were but ſcratches ;.. bot che lols of 
Blood made hint faiftt- g. We da Gettlemtn, . 
Toro. Aways = e 45 Gantt 68 oY ane 


Dion. Well een ee e Enn. | 
 En&'Philater,” Arethuſ und Bells? 
Are, Nuy dra PE griee not, We ate web. 
V ot. RE 1 3 Bel. 
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Bel. Nay good 75 Lord forbear, we are W well. 


Phi. Oh Aretbuſa! O Bellario ! leave to be kind: 
I ſhall be ſhot from Hcav'n, as now from Earth, 

If you continue ſo; I am a Man, 

Faiſe to a Pair of the molt truſty ones 

That ever Earth bore; can it bear us all? 
Forgive and leave me, but the King hath ſent 
To call me to my Death, Oh thew it me, 
And then forget me: And for thee, my Boy, 
I ſhall deliver Words will mollifie 

The hearts of Beaſts, to ſpare thy Innocence. 

Bel. Alas my Lord, my Life is not a thing 
Worthy your Noble Thoughts; *tis not a Lite, 
*Tis but a piece of Child-hood thrown away: 
Should I out- live you, I ſhall then out-live 
Virtue and Honour. And when that Day comes, 
If ever I ſhould cloſe theſe Eyes but once, 

May I live ſpotted for my Perjury, 
And waſte my Limbs to nothing. 

Are. And I (the woful'ſt Maid as ever was, 
Forc'd with my Hands to bring my Lord to Death) 
Do by the Honour of a Virgin ſwear, 

To tell no Hours beyond it. 

Phi. Make me not hated ſo. — 

Are. Come from this Priſon, all joyful to our Deaths. 

Phi. People will tear me when they find you true 
To ſuch a Wretch as I; I ſhall dic loath'd. 


Injoy your Kingdoms peaccably, whilſt I 


For ever ſleep forgotten with my Faults: 
Ev'ry juſt Servant, ev'ry Maid in Love 
Will have a piece of me, if you be truc. 
Are. My ack Lord ſay not fo. 
Bel. A piece of you? 13:5 


| He was not born of Women that can cut it and look on. 


Phi. Take me in Tears betwixt you, 4 
For my Heart will break with ſhame and ſorrow. 
Are. Why tis well. Bel. Lament no more. 

Phi, What would you have done 
If you had wrong'd me baſcly, and had found 


yl 


My Life no pricc, compar'd to yours? For Love, = 


1 


„n © nh 
Deal with me truly. 
| Bel. *T'was miſtaken, Sir. Phi. Why if it were? 
Bel. Then Sir, we would have ask'd you Pardon. 
Phi. And have hope to enjoy it? Are. Enjoy it? ay. 
Phi. Would you indeed? be plain 
Bel. We would, my Lord. 
Phi. Forgive me then. Are. So, ſo. 
Bel. Tis as it ſhould be now. 
Phi. Lead to my Death. : [ Exeunt. 
Euter King, Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 
King. Gentlemen, who ſaw the Prince? 
Cle. So pleaſe you Sir, he's gone to ſee the City, 
And the new Platform, with ſome Gentlemen 
Attending on him. Ming. Is the Princeſs ready 
To bring her Priſoner out? Tbra. She waits your Grace. 
King. Tell her we ſtay. 
Dion. King, you may be deceiv'd yet: 
The Head you aim at coſt more ſetting on 
Than to be loſt fo lightly : If it muſt off, | 
Like a wild Overflow, that ſwoops before him 
A Golden Stack, and with it ſhakes down Bridges, 
Cracks the ſtrong Hearts of Pines, whoſe Cable Roots 
H Id out a thouſind Storms, a thouſand Thunders, 
And ſo made wightier, takes whole Villages 
Upon his Back, and in that heat of Pride, 
Charges ſtrong Towns, Tow'rs, Caſtles, Palaces, 
And = them deſolate z ſo ſhall thy Head, 
Thy Noble Head, bury the Lives of thouſands, 
That muſt bleed with thee like a Sacrifice, 
In thy red Ruins. 
Enter Philaſter, Arethuſa, and Bellario in 4 Robe 
and Garland. 
King. How now, what Mask is this? 
Bel. Right Royal Sir, I ſhould 
ding you an Epithalamium of theſe Lovers, 
but having loſt my beſt Ayrs with my Fortunes, 
And wanting a Celeſtial-Harp to ſtrike 
This bleſſed Union on; thus in glad Story 
18 you all. Theſe two fair Cedar- branches, 


nobleſt of the Mountain, where thy grew, _ 


5 
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Straiteſt and talleſt, under whoſe ſtill Shades _ 
The worthier Beaſts have made their Layers, and flept 
Free from the Syrian Star, and the fell Thunder-ſtroke, 
Free from the Clouds, when they were big with humour, 
And delivered in thouſand ſpouts, their Iſſues to the Earth: 
O there was none but ſilent Quiet there! | 
Till never pleaſed Fortune ſhor up Shrubs, 
Baſe Under-Brambles, to divorce theſe Branches; 
And for a while they did fo, and did Raign 
Over the Mountain, and choakt up his Beauty | 
With Brakes, rude Thorns and Thiſtles, till thy Sun 
Scorcht them even to the Roots, and dry'd them there: 
And now a gentle Gale hath blown again, 
That made theſe Branches meet, and twine together, 
Never to be divided : The God that ſings 
His holy Numbers over Marriage Beds, 
Hath knit their noble Hearts, and here they ſtand 
Your Children, mighty King; and I have done, 

King. How, how? | 

Are. Sir, if you love it in plain Truth, 
For there is no Masking in't; This Gentleman, 
The Priſoner that you gave me, is become 
My Keeper, and through all the bitter throws 
Your Jealouſics and his ill Fate have wrought him, 
Thus nobly hath he ſtrugled, and at lengt 
Arriv'd here my dear Husband: | 

King. Your dear Husband ! Call in 
The Captain of the Citadel; there you ſhall keep 
Your Wedding. I'll provide a Mask ſhall make 
Your Hymen turn his Saffron into a ſullen Coat, 
And ſing ſad Requiems to your departing Souls: 
Blood ſhall put out your Torches, and inftead 
Of gaudy Flow'rs abaut your wanton Necks, 
An Ax ſhall hang like a prodigious Meteor 
Ready to crop your Loves ſweets. Hear, you Gods 
From this time do I ſhake all Title oft. 
Of Father to this Woman, this baſe Woman; g 


And what there is of Vengeance, in a Lion 
Caſt amongſt Dogs, or rabb'd of his dear Yqung, 
The fame inforc'd more terrible, more mighty, 
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Expect from me. Are. Sir, | 
By that little Life I have left to ſwear by, _ _ 

here's 1 that can ſtir me from my ſelf. 

What I have done, I have done without Repentance, 
For Death can be no Bup-bear unto me, 
So long as Pharamond is not my Headſman. _ 

Dion. Sweer Peace upon thy Soul, thou worthy Maid, 
When cer thou dyeſt; for this time I'll excuſe thee, 
Or be thy Prologue. | 

Phi. Sir, let me ſpeak next | 
And let my dying Words be better with you 
Than my dull living Actions; If you aim 
At the dear Life of this ſweet Innocent, 

You're a Tyrant and a ſavage Monſter ; 

Yeur Memory ſhall be as foul behind you 

As you are living, all your better Deeds 

Shall be in Water writ, but this in Marble: 

No Chronicle ſhall ſpeak you, though your own, 

But for the ſhame of Men. No Monument 

(Though high and big as Pelion) ſhall be able 

Jo cover this baſe Murther ; make it rich 

With Braſs, with pureſt Gold, and ſhining Japer, 

Like the Pyramids, lay on Epitaphs, 

Such as make great Men Gods; my little Marble 

(That only cloaths my Aſhes, not my Faults) 

Shall far out-ſhine it: And for after Iſſues, 

Think not ſo madly of the Heav'nly Wiſdoms, 

That they will give you more, for your mad Rage 

To cut off, unlels it be ſome Snake, or ſomething 

Like your ſelf, that in his Birth ſhall dee you. 

Remember my Father, King; there was a Fault, 

But I forgive it: Let. that Sin perſuade you 

To love this Lady. If you have a Soul, 

Think, fave her, and be ſaved; for my ſelf, 

have ſo long expected this glad hour, ö 

So languiſht, under you, and daily wither'd, 

That Heav'n knows it is my Joy to dic, 

I find a Recreation int. 

Die n Meſſenper., 

% Meſf. Where's the _ Ning. Here. 
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Me. Get you to your ſtrength, 8 K 3 And 
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And reſcue the Prince Paramond from danger, 
He's taken Priſoner by the Citizens, 
Fearing the Lord Phzlaſter. Dion. Oh brave Followers: 
Mutiny, my fine dear Country-men, mutiny, 
Now my brave valiant Foremen, ſhew your Weapons 
In honour of your Miſtreſſes. | 

Enter another Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Arm, arm, arm. 

King. A thouſand Devils take 'em. 

Dion. A thouſand Bleſſings on *em. 

Mejj. Arm O King, the City is in mutiny, 

Led by an old Gray Ruffian, who comes on 
In reſcue of the Lord Philaſter. ¶ Exit with Are. Phi. Bel. 

King. Away to the Cittadel, I'll fee them ſafe, 

And then cope with theſe Burgers: Let the Guard 
And all the Gentlemen give ſtrong attendance. [ Ex. King. 
[ Manent Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline. 

Cle. The City up! this was above our wiſhes. 

Dion, Ay, and the 4 too; by my Life, 
This noble. Lady has deceiy'd us all. A plague upon my 
ſelf; a thouſand Plagues, for having ſuch unworth 
thoughts of her dear Honour: O I could beat my ſelf, 
or do you beat me and I'll beat you, for we had all one 
thought. | ; 

Cle. No, no, *twill but loſe time. e 

Dion. You ſay true, are your Swords ſharp? Well my 
dear Country- men, what ye lack, if you continue and 
fall not back upon the firſt broken Shin, I'll have you 
chronicled, and chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and 
all to be prais'd, and ſung in Sonnets, and bath'd in new 
brave Bal/ads, that all Tongues ſhall trouble ypu in Sæcula 
Seculorum, my kind Can-carriers. | 

Thra. What if a toy take*em i'th* Heels now, and they 
run all away, and cry the Devil take the hindmoſt? 

Dion. Then the ſame Devil take the foremoſt too, 
and ſowce him for his Breakfaſt; if they all prove 
Cowards, my Curſes fly amongſt them and be ſpeeding: 
May they have Murrains reign to keep the Gentlemen 
at home unbound in eaſie freez: May the Moths branch 


their Velvets, and their Silks only be worn . 
. * | . | y 
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Eyes. May their falſe Lights undo 'em, and. diſcover 
Preſſes, Holes, Stains, and Oldneſs in their Stuffs, and 
make them Shop- rid: May they keep Whores and Horſes, 
and break; and live mued up with Necks of Beef and 
Turnips: May they have many Children, and none like 
the Father: May they know no Language but that gib- 
beriſh they orarth to their Parcels, unleſs it be the goa- 
riſh Latine they write in their Bonds, and may they 
write that falſe, and loſe their Debts. 
| Enter the King. 8 
King. Now the Vengeance of all the Gods confound 
them; how they ſwarm together! what a hum they raiſe; 
Devils choak your wild Phroars 3 if a Man had need to 
uſe their V#ours, he muſt pay a Brokage for it, and 
then bring em on, they will fight like Sheep. Tis 
Pbilaſter, none but Philaſter muſt allay this hear: They 
will not hear me ſpeak, but fling dirt at me, and call 
me Tyrant. Oh run dear Friend, and bring the Lord 
Philaſter; ſpeak him fair, call him Prince, do him all 
the Courteſbe you can, commend me to him! Oh my 
Wits, Wy WI?" A 
Dion. Oh my brave Countrymen! asTlive, Iwill not 
buy a Pin out of your Walls for this; Nay, you-ſhall 
cozen me, and I'll thank you; and ſend you Brawn and 
Bacon, and ſoil you every long Vacation a brace of Fore- 
men, thar at Me bare, ſhall come up fat and kicking. 
King. What they will do with this poor Prince, the 
Gods know, and I fear. © — 
Dion. Why, Sir: They'Ilflea him, and make Church 
Buckets on's Skin to ſquench Rebellion, then clap a Ri- 
vet in's Sconce, and hang him up for a Sign. | 
Enter Cleremont with Philaſter. 
King. O worthy Sir forgive me, do not make 
Your Miſeries and my F — meet together, 
o bring a greater Danger. Be your ſelf, 
Still found amongſt Diſeaſes. T have wrong'd you, 
And though 1 find it laſt, and beaten to it, 
Let firſt your Goodneſs know it. Calm the People, 
And be what you were Born to: Take your Love, 
And with her my Repentance, and my Wiſhes, 4 
K 4 | 
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And all my Prayers; by the Gods my Heart ſpeaks this: 
And if 555 leaſt fall [x me not pa Mina daa 
* be {truck with Thunder. 
bi. Mighty Sir, 1 
7 
As not to make your word Truth; free the Princeſs, 
And the poor Boy, and let me ſtand the ſhock 
Of this mad Sea breach, which I'll either turn 
Or periſh with it. | 
King. Let your own word free them. | 
Phi. Then thus I take my leave, kiſſing your Hand, 
And hanging on your Royal Word: Be Kingly, 
And be not moved Sir, I ſhall bring your Peace, 
Or never bring my ſelf back. 
King. All the Gods go with thee. [ Exeunt. 
Enter au old Captain and Citizens with Pharamond. 


Cap. Come my brave Mirmidons let us fall on, 


Let our Caps ſwarm my Boys, | 

And you nimble Tongues forget your Mothers | 
Gibberiſh, of what do you lack, and ſet your Mouths 
Up Children, till your Pallats fall frighted half a 
Fathom, paſt the cure of Bay-ſalt and groſs Pepper. 
And then cry Philaſter, brave Philaſter, | 

Let Philaſter be deeper in requeſt, my Ding-dangs, 

My pairs of dear Indentures, King of Clubs, 

Than your cold water Chamblets or your Paintings 
Spitted with Copper; let not your haſty Silks, 
Or your branch'd Cloth of Bodkin, or your Tiſſues, 
Dearly belov'd of ſpiced Cake and Cuſtard, | * 
Your Robin-hoods ſcarlets and Johns, tie your Aﬀections 
In darkneſs to your Shops; no, dainty Duckers, | 
Up with your threc-pil'd Spirits, your ro ht Valours; 
And let your un- cut Coller make the King feel 

The meaſure of your mightineſs. Philaſter ! 


Cry my Roſe nobles, cry. All. Philaſter! Philaſter! 


Cap. How do you like this my Lord Prince? theſe are 
mad Poys, I tell you, theſe are things that will not ſtrike 


their Top- ails to a Foiſt. And let a Man of War, an 
| Pha, 


Au goſic hull and cry Cockles. ; 


pri” — — is, 29 We id ON ed 


= © go ty Loy | 


7— Y 


n_ 0 


2 = 


B. 


3 — 


PHILA 57. E R. 137 


| » | | 

Pha. Why you rude Slave, do you know what you do? 

Cap. My pretty Prince of Puppets, we do know, 
And give your Greatneſs warning,-that you talk 


No more ſuch Bug-words, or that ſoldred Crown 


Shall be ſcratch'd with a Musket: Dear Prince Pippen, - 


Down with your noble Blood; or asT live, | 
I'll have you codled: Let him looſe, my Spirits, 
Make us a round Ring with your Bills, my Hectors, 
And let us ſee what this trim Man dares do. | 


Now Sir, have at you; here I hit, 


And with this ſwaſhing Blow, do you ſwear Prince; 
could hulk your Grace, and hang you up croſs-legg'd, 
Like a Hare at a Poulterers, and de this with this wiper. 
Pha. You willnot ſee me murder'd, wicked Villains? 
1 Cit. Yes indeed will we Sir, we have not ſeen one 
Foe a great while. SY | | 
Cap. He would have Weapons, would he? Giye him a 
Broad-ſide my brave Boys with your Pikes, branch me his 
Skin in Flowers like a Satin, and between every Flower 
a mortal Cut, your Royalty ſhall ravel, jag him Genrle- 
men, I'll have him cut to the Kell, then down the Seams, 
oh fora whip to make him Goloone-Laces, . 
I have a Coach- Whip. o 
Pha. O ſpare me, Gentlemen. (himſelf, 
Cap. Hold, hold, the Man begins to fear and know 
He ſhall for this time wor be ſeal'd up Fg» 
With a Feather through his Noſe, that he may only ſee 
Heav'n, and think whither he's going, (be King : 
Nay beyond-Sea Sir, we will proclaim you, you would 
Thou tender Heir apparent to a Church-Ale, 
Thou flight Prince of ſingle Sarcenet; 
Thou Royal Ring- tail, fit to fly at nothing 
But poor Mens Poultry, and have every Boy 
Beat thee from that too with his Bread and Butter. 
Pha. Gods keep me from theſe Hell- hounds. 
2 Gt. Shall's geld him, Captain? a wt 
Cap. No, you ſhall ſpare his Dowcets my dear Donſels, 
As you reſpect the Ladies let them flouriſh; (Boys. 
The curſes of a longing Woman kill as ſpeedy as a Plague, 


t. I'll have a Leg, that's certain. 
2 Ct. 
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2 Cit. TI have an Arm. 1 © 

3 Qt. I'll have his Noſe, and at mine own charge Ia 
build a College, and clap't upon the Gate. 

4 Ciz. I'Il have his little Gut to ſtring a Kit with, Ye 

For certainly a Royal Gut will ſound like Silver. (once. At 

Pha. Would they were in thy Belly, and I paſt my-pain Fr 

5 Cit. Good Captain let me have his Liver to feed Ferrets. Pl 


on. Who will have parcels elſe? Speak. . Pe 
Pha. Good Gods conſider me, I ſhall be tortur'd. O1 
1 Ct. Captain, I'll give you the trimming of your hand- Tl 
ſword, and let me have his Skin to make talſe Scabbards. I. 
2 Cit, He had no Horns Sir, had he? (horns? MW 4 


Cap. No Sir, he's a Pollard, what would'{ thou do with BL 

it. O if he had, I would have made rare Hafts and Ar 
Whiſtles of em; but his Shin-bones, if they be ſound, Ar 
ſhall ſerve me. | 


Enter Philaſter. | De 
All. Long live Philaſter, the brave Prince Philaſter. 1. 
Fbi. I thank you, Gentlemen; but why are theſe 
Rude Weapons brought abroad, to teach your Hands H. 
Uncivil Trades? Cap. My Royal Roſiclear, 
We are thy Mirmidons, thy Guard, thy Rorers, Ar 
And when thy noble Body is in durance, 
Thus do we clap our muſty Murrions on, Al 
> And trace the Streets in Terror: Is it Peace, Li 
Thou Mars of Men? Is the King ſociable, 7 Hl 
And bids thee live? Art thou above thy Foemen, Ge 
And tree as Phebus? Speak, if not, this ſtand Ye 
Of Royal Blood ſhall be abroach, atilt, and run 8 
Even to the lees of Honour. 5 
Phi. Hold and be ſatisfied, I am my ſelf co 
Free as my Thoughts are, by the Gods I am. 5¹ 
Cap. Art thou the dainty Darling of the King? By 
Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules? | , 
' Do the Lords bow, and the regarded Scarlets, ' P | 
| Kiſs the Gumd-gols, and cry, we are your Servants? T, 
& Is the Court navigable, and the Preſence {truck Ty 
| With Flags of Friendſhip ? If not, we are thy Caſtle, M 
| And this Man ſleeps. 2hi 80 
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Phi. I am what I deſire to be, your Friend, 
Iam what J was born to be, your Prince. | 

Pha. Sir, there is ſome Humanity in you, 
You have a noble Soul, forget my Name, 
And know my Miſery, ſet me ſafe aboard 
From theſe wild Canibals, and as I live, 
FI! quit this Land for ever: There is nothing, | 
Perpetu ] Priſonment, Cold, Hunger, Sickneſs. 
Of all ſorts, all Dangers, and all together, 1 
The worſt Compa y of the worſt Men, Madneſs, Age, 
To be as many Creatures as a Woman, 
And do as all they do, nay to deſpair; 
But I would rather make it a new Nature, 
And live with al thoſe, than endure one hour 
Amon:{t theſe wild Dogs. 

Phi. I do pity you: Friends diſcharge your Fears, 
Deliver me the Prince, I'll warrant you 
| ſhall be old enough to find my Safety. | 

3 Cit. Good Sir take heed he does not hurt you, 
He'sa fierce Man I can tell you Sir. 

Cap Prince, by your leave I'll have a Surſingle, 
And Male you like a Hawk. He ſtirs. 

Phi. Away, away, there is no danger in him: 
Alas he had rather ſleep to ſhake his Fit off. 
Lo k you Friends, how gently he leads, upon my word 
He's tame enough, he need no turther watching. 
Good my Friends go to your Houſes, and by me have 
Your Pardons, and my Love, 
And know there ſhall be nothing in my pow'r N 
You may deſerve, but you ſhall have your Wiſhes. 
Jo give you more Thanks were to flatter you, 
Con inue ſtill your Love, and for an earneſt 
Drink this. Al. Long maiſt thou live brave Prince, 
Brave, Prince, brave Prince. [ Exeunt Phi. and Pha. 

Cap. Thou art the King of Courteſie: 
Fall off again my ſweet Youths, come, and every Man 

race to 2 Houſe again, and hang his Pew ter up, then to 


The Tavern and bi ing your Wives in Muffs: we will have 
pfick, and the red Grape ſhall make us Dance, and riſe 


Exeunt. 
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Enter King, Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, Cleremont, F 


Dion, Thraſiline, Bellario, and Atrendants. At 

- King. Is it appeas'd? Shi 

Dion. Sir, all is quiet as this dead of Night, W. 

As peaceable as Sleep, my Lord Philaſter | 1 

Brings on the Prince himſelf. King. Kind Gentlemen! p 

I will not break the leaſt word I have givin Fol 

- In Promiſe to him, I have heap'd a world My 

'Of Grief upon his Head, which yet I hope Str 

To waſh —_ 1 

ter Philaſter and Pharamond. As 

Cle. My Lord is come. King. My Son! 1 

Bleſt be the time that I have leave to call Bel 

Such Virtue mine; now thou art in mine Arms, Ag 

Methinks I have a Salve unto my Breaſt / 

For all the ſtings that dwell there ; ſtreams of Grief 1 

That I have wrought thee, and as much of Joy W. 

That I repent it, iſſue from mine Eyes: Th 

Let them appeaſe thee, take thy Right; take her, W. 

She is thy Right too, and forget to urge | w 

My vexed Soul with that I did before. Re 

Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my Memory, But 

Paſt and forgotten: For you, Prince of Sparn, Bet 

Whom I have thus redeem'd, you have full leave On 

To make an honourable Voyage home. [ 

And if you would go furniſh'd to your Realm } 

With fair Proviſion, I do ſee a Lady | 1 

Methinks would gladly bear you company: Let 

How like you this Picce? | Ane 

Meg. Sir, he likes it well, To 

For he hath tried it, and found it worth | E 

His Princely liking; we were ta'en a-bed, Ask 

| I know your meaning, I am not the firſt - Ino 
0 That Nature taught to ſeek a Fellow forth: I 
| Can Shame remain perpetually in me, f 
| And not in others? or have Princes Salves Thi 
1 To cure ill Names, that meaner People want? det 
ö Phi. What mean you? Ev | For 
| Meg. You muſt get another Ship | My 


To clear the Princeſs and the Boy together. 


Diem. 
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Dion. How now ! VET” 
' Meg. Others took me, and I toak her and him 
At that all Women may be ta'en ſometimes: 
Ship us all four, my Lord, we can cndure 
Weather and Wind alike. £9 
King. Clear thou thy felf, or know not me for Father, 
1! Are. This Earth, howfalſe it is? what means is left 
For me to clear my ſelf? It lies in your belief, 
My Lords believe me, and let all things elſe 
der ele 1 to diſhonour me. 
Bel. O ſtop your Ears, great King, that I may ſpeak 
As freedom would, then I will call this Lady 
As baſe as be her Actions: Hear me, Sir, 
Believe your heated Blood when it rebels 
Againſt your Reaſon, ſooner than this Lady. 
Meg. By this good Light he bears it handſomly. 
Ibi. This Lady? I will ſooner truſt the Wind 
With Feathers, or the troubled Sea with Pearl, 
Than her with any thing; bclieve her not , 
Why, think you, if I did believe her words, 
| would outlive em: Honour cannot take 
Revenge on you, then what were to be known 
Put Death? King. Forget her, Sir, fince all is knit 
Between us: Butl muſt requeſt of you ; | 
One favour, and will ſadly be denied. * 
Phi. Command what e' er it be. 
King. Swear to be true to what you- promiſe. 
Phi. By the Pow'rs above, 
Let it not be the Death of her or him, _ 
And it is granted. King. Bear you the Boy 
To Torture, I will have her clear'd or buried. 
Phi. O let me call my words back, worthy Sir, 
Ask ſomething elſe, bury my Life and Right (ar once. 
lnone poor Grave, but do not take away my Life and Fame 
King. Away with him, it ſtands irrevocable. 
Phi. Turn all your Eyes on me, here ſtands 2 Man | 
The fal ſeſt and the baſeſt of this World: 
Set Swords againſt this Breaſt,, ſome honeſt Man, 
For I have, liv'd till I am;,pitied. © 
My former Deeds are hateful, but this laſt 
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Is pitiful, for I unwillingly 
Have given the dear Preicrver of my Life | 
Unto his Torture: is it in the Pow'r | Offers ro kill himſelf, 
Of Fleſh and Blood, to'carry this, and live? 
Are. Dear Sir, be patient yet, or ſtay that Hand. 
King. Sirs, {trip that Boy. (ſtancy. 
Dion. Come Sir, your tender Fleſh will try your Con- 
Bel. O kill me Gentlemen. Dion. No, help Sirs. 
Bel. Will you Torture me? 
King. Haſte there, why ſtay you? 
Bel. Then I ſhall not break my Vow, 
You know juſt Gods, though 1 diſcover all, 
King. How's that? Will he confeſs ? 
Dion. Sir, ſo he ſays. Ning. Speak then. 
Bel. Great King, if you command 
This Lord to talk with me alone, my Tong ue, 
Urg'd by my Heart, ſhall utter all the Thouzhts 
My Youth hath known, and ſtranger Thinys than theſe 
You hear not often. Mng. Walk aſide with him. 
Dion. Why ſpeak ſt thou not? 
Bel. Know you this Face, my Lord? 
Dion. No. Bel. Have you not ſeen it, nor the like? 


Dion. Yes, I have ſeen the like, but readily 


I know not where. Bel. I have been often told 
In Court of one Eupbraſia, a Lady, 
And Daughter to you; betwixt whom and me 
(They that would flatter my bad Face would ſwear) 
There was ſuch ſtrange Reſemblance, that we two 
Could not be known aſunder, dreſt alike.' 
Dion. By Heav'n and fo there is. 
Bel. For her fair ſake, 
W ho now doth ſpend the Spring-time of her Life 
In Holy Pilgrimage, move to the King, 
That I may ſcape this Torture. Din. But thou ſpeak'fi 
As like Eupbraſia as thou dſt look. (mage? 
How came it to thy Knowledge that ſhe lives in Pilgri- 
Bel. 1 know it not m Lok 
But I have heard it, and do ſcarce believe it. 
Dion. Oh my ſhame, is't poſſible? Draw near, 
That I may gaze upon thee 3 art thou ſhe? Or 
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Or elſe her Murderer? where wert thou born? 
Bel. In Siracuſa. Dien. What's thy Name ? | 
Bel. Euphraſia. | ns (thou haſt died, 
Dion. O' tis juſt, tis ſhe now, I do know thee, Oh that 

And 1 had never ſeen thee nor my Shame. 

How ſhall I own thee? ſhall this Tongue of mine 

E'cr call thee Daughter more ” 
Bel. Would I had died indeed, I wiſh it too, 

And ſo I muſt have done by Vow, cer publiſh'd 

What I have told, but that there was no means 

To hide it longer; yet I Joy in this, | EY 

The Princeſs is all clear. | f 
King. What have you done? * 8 bes” 
Dion. All is diſcover'd. Phi. Why then hold you me? 

| [ He offers t0 fab himſelf. 

All is diſcover'd, pray you let me go. N 
King. Stay him. Are. What is diſcover'd? (reſt. 
Dion. Why my ſhame, it is a Woman, let her ſpeak the 
Phi. How ! that again. Dion. It is a Woman. 
Fh:i. Bleſt be you Pow'rs that favour Innocence, 

| King. Lay hold upon that Lady. 
Phi. It is a Woman Sir, hark Gentlemen ! 

t is a Woman. Arethuſa, take ' 

My Soul into thy Breaſt, that would be gone 

With Joy: it is a Woman, thou art fair, 

And virtuous ſtill to Ages, in deſpight of Malice. 

King. Speak you, were lies his Shame? n 
Bel. I am his Daughter. Phi. The Gods are juſt: 
Dion. I dare accuſe none, but before you two, 

The Virtue of our Age, I'bend my Knee 

For Mercy. Phi. Take it freely; for I know, 

Though what thou didſt were undiſcreetly done, 

Twas meant well. Are. And for me, 

| have a Pow'r to pardon Sins as oft 

As any Man has Pow'r to wrong me. 

Cle. Noble and worthy. Phi. But Bellario, 

(For I muſt call thee till ſo) tell me why 

Thou didſt conceal thy. Sex, it was a Fault, 

A Fault Bellario, though thy other Deeds 

Of Truth outweigh'd it: All theſe Jealouſies 
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Had flown to nothing, if thou hadſt diſcover'd, 

What now we know. Fes: 

Bel. My Father would oft ſpeak : 

Your Worth: and Virtue, and-as I did grow 

More and more apprehenſive, I did thirſt 

To ſee the Man 15 prais d, but yer all this 

Was but a Maiden- longing, to be loſt | 

As ſoon as found; 'till fitting.in my Window, 

Printing my Thoughts in-Lawne, I ſaw a God 

I thought (but it was you) enter our Gates; 

My Blood flew out, and back again as faſt, 

As I bad puft it forth and ſuck d it in 

Like Breath, then was I call'd away in haſte 

To entertain you. Never was a Man, 

Heav'd from a. Sheep-cote to a Scepter, rais'd 
So high in Thoughts as I, you left a Kiſs 
Upon theſe Lips then, which I mean to keep 
From you for ever, I did hear you talk 
Far above ſinging; after you were gone, 

I grew acquainted with my Heart, and ſcarch'd 

What ftir'd it ſo : Alas! I found it Love, 

Yet far from Luſt, for could I have but liv'd 

In Preſence of you, I had had my End; 

For this I did delude my Noble Father 

With a feign'd Pilgrimage, and dreſt my ſelf 

In Habit of a Boy, and, for I knew”. t 
1 My Birth no Match for you, I was paſt hope 
Of having you. And underſtanding well 
4 That when I made diſcovery of my Sex, 

I could not ſtay with you, I made a Vow, 
| By all the moſt Religious Things a Maid 
1 Could call together, never to-be known, 

{ Whilſt there was hope to hide me from Mens Eyes, 
For other than I ſeem'd, that I might ever 15 
Abide with you; then ſate I by the Fount 
_ Where firſt you took me up. ln 

King. Search out a Match 
Within our Kingdom, where and when thou wilt, 
And 1 will pay thy Dowry, and thy ſelf 
Wilt well deſerve him 


Bel, 
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Bel. Never Sir will ! | 
Marry, it is a thing within my Vow, _ 

But if I may have leave to ſerve the Princeſs, | 
To ſee the Virtues of her Lord and her, 

I ſhall have hope to live. Are. I, Philaſter, 
Cannot be jealous, though you had a Lady 
Dreſt like a Page to ferve you, nor will I 
Suſpect her living here: Come live with me, 
Live free, as I do; ſhe that loves my Lord, 
Curſt be the Wife that hate her. 

Phi. I grieve ſuch Virtues ſhould be laid in Earth 
Without an Heir. Hear me, my Royal Father, 
Wrong nor the Freedom of our Souls ſo much, 

To think to take Revenge of that baſe Woman, 
Her Malice cannot hurt us; ſet her free 
As ſhe was born, ſaving from Shame and Sin. 

King. Set her at Liberty, but leave the Court, 
This is no place for ſuch: You Pharamond 
Shall have free Paſſage, and a Conduct home 
Worthy fo great a Prince; when you come there, 
Remember *twas your Faults that loſt you her, 

And not my purpos'd Will. Pha. I do confeſs, 
Renowned Sir. 

King. Laſt joyn your Hands in one. Enjoy Philaſter 
This Kingdom which is yours, and after me 
What ever I call mine, my Bleſſing on you, 

All happy Hours be at your Marriage Joys, 

That you may grow your ſelves over all Lands, 

And live to ſee your plenteous Branches ſpring 
Where-ever there is Sun. Let Princes learn 

By this to Rule the Paſſions of their Blood | 


For what Heav'n wills, can never be with food. 


Exeunt Omnes. 
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Printed in the Year 1711. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Rbaces, King of Iberia. 

Tigranes, King of Armenia. | 
Gobrias, Lord Protector, and Father of Arbaces. 
Bacurius, a Lord. 


Mardonins. - 
Be 5 Two Captains. 


Ligones, Father of Spaconia. 

Arane, The Queen's Mother. 

Panthea, Her Daughter. 

Spaconia, A Lady, Daughter of Ligones. 

Mandane, A waiting Woman, and other Atten- 
dants. 

Fo Gentlemen. 

Three Men and a Woman. 

Philip, 4 Servant, and two Citizens Wives, 

A Meſſenger. 

A Servant to Bacurius. 

Two Sword-men. | 


A Boy. 
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Euter Mardonius and Belus. N 


| A ARDO N . 
ie, the King has made a fair . on't, 
hc has ee Wars at a blow; would 
my Sword had a cloſe Basket Hilt to hold 
Wine, and the Blade would make Knives, 
Bl for we ſhall have nothing but Eating and 
Drinking. 
Beſ. We that are Commanders ſhall do well enough, 
Mar. Faith Beſſur, ſuch Commanders as thou may; I 
had as lieve ſer thee perduc for a Pudding i'th* Dark, as 
Alexander the Great. 8 
Beſ. I love theſe Jeſts exceedingly. 1 
Mar. I think thou lov'ſt em better than quarrelling, 
Beſus, I'll ſay ſo much i thy behalf, and yet thou rt vali- 
ant enough upon a Retreat, I think thou wouldſt kill 
any Man that ſtopt thee if thou couldſt. 
Beſ. But was not this a brave n Mardonins? . 
Mar. Why, didſt thou ſee't? 907 
Beſ. You ſtood wr me. 
Mar. 1 did fo, but methought thou wink'dſt eyery 
Blow they ſtruck. 
Beſ. Well, I believe there are better Soldiers ho 1 
never fow two Princes fight in Liſts. 11 | 
ar. 
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ſand, but certainly all that are worſe than thou have ſeen 
as much. | 

Beſ. Twas 3 hip done of our King. 

Mar. Yes, if he had not ended the Wars : I'm glad 
thou dar'{t talk of ſuch 77 buſineſſes. 
Beſ. To take a Prince Priſoner in the heart of 's own 
Country in ſingle Combat. | 

Mar. See how thy Blood curdles at this, Irthink thou 
couldſt be contented to be beaten 1'this Paſſion. 

Beſ. Shall I tell you truly? Aar. Ay. 

Beſ. J could willingly. venture for't. 

Mar. Um, no venture neither Beſſus. 33 

Beſ. Let me not live, if I do not think 'tis a brave 
piece of Service than that I'm ſo fam'd for. 

Mar. Why, art thou fam'd for any Valour? 

Beſ. Fam d: Ay, I Warrant you. 

Mar. I'm e'en heartily glad on't, I have been with 
thee cer ſince thou cam'ſt ro th* Wars, and this is the 
a f word that ever I heard ont; prithee who Fame: 
thee! e e 

Beſ. The Chriſtian World. 1 

Mar. Tis heatheniſhly done of 'em in my Conſcience, 
thou deſerv'ſt it not. 55 Yes, Tha” done good ſer- 
vice. | e 
Aar. I do not know how thou may'ſt wait of a Man 

in's Chamber, or thy agility of ſhifting of a Trencher, 
but otherwiſe no Service good Beſſu rt. 

Beſ. You ſaw me do the Service your ſelf. 

Mar. Not ſo haſty, ſweet Beſus, where was it, is the 
place vaniſh'd? 5 3 
Beſ. At Beſſus deſp'rate Redemption. , 

Mar. At Beſſus deſp'rate Redemption, where's that: 

Beſ. There where I redeem'd the Day, the Place bears 
my Name. 

Aar. Pray thee, who Chriſtened it? 

Beſ. The Soldiers. , 

Mar. If I were not a very merrily di 20s'd Man, what 
- would become of thee? One that had but a grain of cho- 


. ler in the whole compoſition of his Body, would 3 


Aar. By my troth Ithink ſo too, Beſſus, manyathou- | 
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1 | 
thee of an Errand to the Worms for. putting-thy Nam 
upon that Field: Did not I beat thee there rk. Hea 

o'th* Troops with a Truncheon, becauſe thou wouldſt 


needs run away with thy Company, when we ſhould 


Charge the Enemy? 
775 True, but I did not run. 
Right, Beſſus, I beat thee out on't. 

Beſ. But came I not up when the Day was gone, and 
redeem'd all? | 

Mar. Thou knoweſt, and ſo do l, thou meanedſt to 
flie, and thy fear making thee miſtake, thou ranſt upon 
the Enemy, and a hot charge thou gav'ſt, as I'll do thee 
right, thou art furious in running away, and 1 think, 
we owe thy fear for our Victory; If I were the King, 
and, were ture thou wouldſt miſtake always and run 
_ upon th* Enemy, thou ſhouldft be General by this 

t. | 

875 You'll never leave this till I fall foul. | 

Mar. No more ſuch words, dear Beſs ; for though 1 
have ever known thee a Coward, and therefore durſt ne- 
rer ſtrike thee, yet if thou proceedeſt, I will allow thee 
Valiant, and beat thee. 

Beſ. Come, our King's a-brave Fellow. 

Mar. He is ſo Beſſus,. I wonder how thou cam'ſt to 
know it. But if thou wert a Man of Underſtanding, I 
would tell thee, he is vain-glorious, and huttible, and 
angry, and patient, and merry, and dull, and joyful, 
and hero in extremity in an hour: Do not think 
me thy Friend for this, for it I card who knew it, thou 
ſhouldſt not hear it Beſs. Here he is with his prey in 
his Foot. "OTE? 

Enter Arbaces, Tigranes, and two Gentlemen. 

Arb. Thy Sadneſs, brave Tigranes, takes away 


From my full Victory: Am I become 


Of fo ſmall Fame, that any Man ſhould grieve 

When I o'ercome him? T hey that vac me here, 
Intended it an Honour large enough), 4. 
For the moſt valiant living, but to dare 
Oppoſe me ſingle, though he loſt the Day. 


What ſhould afflict you, you are as free as I, 1 
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To be my Priſoner, is to be more free 
Than you were formerly; and never think 
The Man I held worthy to combat me 
Shall be us'd ſervilely: Thy Ranſom is 
To take my only Siſter to thy Wife. 
A heavy one Tigranes, for ſhe is Folk 
A Lady, that the neighbour Princes ſend 
Blanks to fetch home. I have been too unkind 
To her Tigranes, the but nine Years old 
J left her, and ne'er ſaw her ſince, your Wars 
Have held me long, and taught me, though a Youth, 
The way to Victory; the was a pretty Child, 
Then I was little better, but now Fame 
Cries loudly on her, and my Meſſengers 
Make me believe ſhe is a Miracle; 
She'll make you ſhrink, as I did, with a ſtroak 
But of her Eye, Tigranes. (thus? 

Tigr. Is't the courſe of Theria to uſe their Priſoners 
Had Fortune thrown my Name above Arbaces, 
I ſhould not thus have talk'd, Sir: In Armenia, | 
We hold ir baſe: You ſhould have kept your Temper | 
Till you ſaw home again, where 'tis the faſhion 
Perhaps to brag. | 

Arb. Be you my Witneſs Earth, need ] to brag? 
Doth not this Captive Prince ſpeak 
Me ſufficiently, and all the Acts | 
That I have wrought upon his ſuffering Land ? 
Should I then boaſt! where lies that foot of Ground 
Within his whole Realm, that I have nor paſt, 
Fighting and Conquering ; far then from me 
Be Oftentation. I-could tell the World 
How I have laid his Kingdom deſolate 
By this ſole Arm prop'd by Divinity, 
Stript him out of his Glories, and have ſent | 
The Pride of all his Youth to people Graves, 
And made his Virgins Janguith for their Loves, | 
If I would brag. Should 1, that have the Pow'r | 
To teach the it. vey World Humility, | 
Mix with Vain=glory : : 

Mar. Indeed this is none. (46; 
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. 
Arb. Tigranes, nay did I but take delight 
To ſtretch my Deeds as others do on Words, 
could amaze my Hearers. Mar. So you do. 
Arb. But he ſhall wrong his and my Modeſty, 
That thinks me apt to boaſt after any act 
Fit for a good Man to do upon his Foe. 
A little Glory in a Soldier's Mouth | 
Is well-becoming, be it far from vain. 
Mar. ”Tis pity that Valour ſhould be thus drunk. Aide. 
Arb. I offer you my Siſter, and you anſwer | 
do inſult: A Lady that no Suit, 
Nor Treaſure, nor thy Crown could purchaſe thee, 
But that thou fought'ſt with me. 955 
Tigr. Though this be worſe 
Than that you ſpake before, it ſtrikes me not; 
But that you think to over-grace me with 
The Marriage of your Siſter, troubles me. 
| would give Worlds for Ranſoms were they mine, 
Rather than have her. Arb. See if 1 inſult 
That am the Conqueror, and for a Ranſom 
Offer rich Treaſure to the Conquered, 
Which he refuſes, and-I bear his Scorn: 
It cannot be Self-flattery to ſay, 
The Daughters of your Country ſet by her, 
Would ſce their Shame, run home and bluſh to Death, 
At their own foulneſs; yet ſhe is not fair, | 
Nor beautiful, thoſe Words expreſs her not, 
They ſay her Looks have ſomething excellent, 
That wants a name: Vet were ſhe odious, 
Her Birth deſerves the Empire of the World, 
Siſter to ſuch a Brother, that hath ta'en 
Victory Priſoner, and throughout the Earth 
Carries her bound, and ſhould he let her looſe, 
She durſt not leave him; Nature did her wrong, 
To print continual Conqueſt on her Checks, 
And make no Man worthy tor her to taſte 
But me that am too near her; and as ſtrangely 
She did for me, but you will think I brag. : 
Mar. I do, I'll be fwern. Thy Valour and thy Paſſions 
ſever' d, would have made too excellent Fellows in their 
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kinds: I know not whether I ſhould be ſorry thou art 
ſo valiant, or ſo paſſionate, wou'd one of em were 
away. [ Aide. 
T:zr. Do I refuſe her that I doubt her worth? 
Were ſhe as virtuous as the would be thought, 
So perfect that no one of her own Sex 
Could find a want, had ſhe fo tempting fair, 
'That ſhe could with it off for damning Souls, 
I would pay any Ranſom, twenty Lives, 
Rather than meet her married in my Bed. 
Perhaps I have a Love, where I have fixt 
Mine Eyes not to'be mov'd, and ſhe on me, 
I am not fickle. Arb. Is that all the Cauſe? 
Think you, you can ſo knit your {elf in Love 
To any other, that her ſcarching fight 
Cannot diſſolve it? So before you try'd, 
You thought your ſelf a Match for me in Fight: 
Truſt me, Tigranes, the can do as much 
In Peace, as I in War; ſhe'll conquer too; 
You ſhall fee if you have the Pow'r to ſtand 
The force of her ſwift Looks. If you diſlike, 
I'll ſend you home with Love, and name your Ranſom 
Some other way; but if ihe be your choice, 
She frees you : To Iberia you muſt. 
Tigr. Sir, I have learn'd a Priſoner's ſufferance, 
And will obey; bur give me leave to talk 
In private with ſome Friends before I go. 
Arb. Some to await him forth, and ſee him ſafe, - 
But let him freely ſend for whom he pleaſe, 
And none dare to diſturb his Conference, | | 
I will not have him know what Bondage is, [ Ex Tigranes 
Till he be free from me. This Prince, Mardonius, 
Is full of Wiſdom, Valour, all the Graces 
Man can receive. Mar. And yet you conquer'd him. 
Arb. And yet I conquer'd him, and could have dont 
Hadſt thou joyn'd with him, though thy Name in Arms 
Be great; muſt all Men that are virtuous 
Think ſuddenly to match themſelves with me? 
I cenquered him, and bravely, did 1 nor? | 
Beſ. And pleaſe your Majeſty, I was afraid at * | 


2 0 eo 


» 4 King, and no King. 155 
Mar. When wert thou other? Arb. Of what? 


Beſ. That you would not have ſpy d your beſt advan» 


tages, for your Majeſty in my Opinion lay too high, me- 
thinks, under favour, you ſhould have lain thus. 

Mar. Like a Taylor at a Wake. | | 

Beſ. And then, if pleaſe your Majeſty to remember, 
at one time, by my troth I wiſht my ſelf wi'you. 

Mar. By my troth thou wouldſt ha"ſtunk *em both out 
o'th* Liſts. Arb. What to do? . 

Beſ. To put your wy 8 mind of an occaſion; you 
lay thus, and Tigranes falſified a blow at your Leg, which 
you by doing thus avoided z but if you had whip'd up 


your Leg thus, and reach'd him on the Ear, you had 


made the Blood-Royal run down his Head. 
Mar. What Country Fence - ſchool learn'ſt thou at? 
Arb. Piſh, did not I take him nobly ? 122009) 
Mar. Why you did, and you have talk'd enough on't. 
Arb. Talk'd enough? | 

Will you confine my Words ? By Heav'n and Earth, 

| were much better be a Ne, of Beaſts 

Than ſuch a People: If I had not Patience 

Above a God, I fhould be call'd a Tyrant 

Throughout the World. They will offend to Death 

Each Minute : Let me hear thee ſpeak again,. . 


And thou art Earth again: Why this is like 


Tigranes Speech, that needs would ſay I brag'd. 
Beſſus, he ſaid I brag'd. Beſ. Ha, ha, ha. 
Arb. Why doſt thou laugh? 
By all the World, I'm grown ridiculous 
To my own Subjects: Tie me in a Chair 
And jeſt at me, but I ſhall make a ſtart, 
And puniſh ſome that others may take heed 
How they are haughty; who will anſwer me? 
He ſaid I boaſted, ſpeak Mardoneus, 
Did I? He will not anſwer. O my Temper! 
I give you thanks above, that taught my Heart 
Patience, I can endure his Silence. What, will none 
Vouchſafe to give me anſwer? Am I grown 
To ſuch a poor reſpect, or do you mean 
To break my wind? Speak; ſpeak, ſome one of you, 
Or elſe by Heav'n. 1 Gent. So pleaſe your Ab, 
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Arb. Monſtrous, | 
1 cannot be heard out, they cut me off, 
As if I were too ſaucy. I will live 

In W oods, and talk ro Trees, they will allow me 

To end what I begin. The meaneſt Subject 
Can find a freedom to diſcharge his Soul | 
And not I, now it is a time to ſpeak, 
IT hearken. 1 Gent. May it pleaſe 

Arb. 1 mean not you, 
Did not I ſtop you once ? but I am grown 
To balk, but I defie, let another ſpeak. 

2 Gent. I hope your Majeſty - 

Arb. Thou draweſt thy Words, 
That I muſt wait an hour, where other Men 
Can hear in Inſtants; throw your Words away, 
Quick, and to purpoſe, I have told you this. 

Beſ And pleaſe your Wen. 

Arb. Wilt thou devour me? this is ſuch a rudeneſs 
As you never ſhew'd me, and I want 
Pow'r to command too, elſe Mardmus 
Would ſpeak at my Requeſt; were you my King, 
I would have anſwer'd at your Wor Mardmixe, 
J pray you ſpeak, and truely, did I boaſt ? 

Mar. Truth will offend you. | 

Arb. You take all great care what will offend me, 
When you dare to utter ſuch things as theſe. | 

Mar. You told Tigranes, you had won his Land, 
With that ſole Arm propt by Divinity: 
Was not that bragging and a wrong to us, 
That daily ventur'd Lives? | 

Arb. O that thy Name | | 
Were as great as mine! would I had paid my Wealth 
It were as great, as I might combate thee ! | 
I would through all the Regions habitable ' 
Search thee, and having found thee, wi'my Sword 
Drive thee about the World, till IJ had met 
Some place that yet Mans Curioſit 
Hath miſs'd of; there, there world: I ſtrike thee dead: 
Forgotten of Mankind, ſuch Funeral Rites 
As Beaſts would give thee, thou ſhouldſt have. 
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Beſ. The King rages extreamly, ſhall we link away? 
He'll ſtrike us. 2 Genr. Content. 

Arb. There I would make you know *twasthisfole Arm. 
I grant you were my Inſtruments, and did | 
As I commanded you, but *twzs this Arm 
Mov'd you like Wheels, it mov'd you as it pleas'd. 
Whither ſlip you now? what are you too good 
To wait on me (puffe,) I had need have Temper 
That rule ſuch People; 1 have nothing left 
At my own choice, I would I might be private : 

Mean Men enjoy themſelves, bur 'tis our curſe, 

To have a Tumult that out of their Loves 

Will wait on us, whether we will or no; 

Go get you gone: Why here they ſtand like Death, 

wy ords move nothing. 1 Gent. Mult we go? 
ef. I know not. 

Arb. I pray you leave me Sirs, I'm proud of this, 
That you will be intreated from my fight: 

| Exeunt all but Arb. and Mar. 
Why now they leave me all: Mardonius. l 

Mar. Sir. 

Arb. Will you leave me quite alone? methinks 
Civility ſhould teach you more than this, 

If I were but your Friend: Stay here and wait. 
. Mar. Sir, ſhall I ſpeak ? 

Arb. Why, you would now think much 
To be denied, but I can ſcarce intreat 
What J would have: Do, ſpeak. 

Mar, But will you hear me out? 

Arb. With me you Article to talk thus: Well, 
| will hear you out. 

Mar. Sir, that I have ever lov'd you, my Sword hath 
ſpoken for me; that I do, if it be doubted, I dare call an 
Oath, a great one to my Witneſs; and were you not my 
King, from amongſt Men, I ſhould have choſe you out 
to love above the reſt z nor can this challenge Thanks, 
for my own ſake I ſhould have done it, becauſe I would 
have lov'd the moſt deferving Man, for ſo you are. 

Arb. Alas Mardonius, riſe, you ſhall not kneel, 
We all are Soldiers, and all venture Lives: 2 
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And where there is no difference in Mens W ofths, 
Titles are Jeſts. Who can outvalue thee ? 
Mardogius thou haſt lov'd me, and haſt wrong, 
Thy Love is not rewarded, but believe 
It ſhatl be better, more than Friend in Arms, 
My Father, and my Tutor, good Mardonius. 
Mar. Sir, you did promiſe you would hear me out. 
Arb. And ſo I will; ſpeak freely, for from thee 
Nothing can come, but worthy Things and true. I 
Mar. Though you have all this Worth, you hold ſome Ml 
Qualities that do eclipſe your Virtues, _ ; 
Arb. Ecliple my Virtues? | 
Mar. Yes, your Paſſions, which are ſo manifold, that 
they appear even in this: When I commend you, you 
hug me for that Truth; but when I ſpeak your Faults, 
you make a ſtart, and flye the hearing but. | 
Arb. When you commend me? O that I ſhould live 
To nced ſuch Commendations: If my deeds 
Blew not my Praiſe themſelves about the Earth, 
I were moſt wretched : Spare your idle Praiſc : 
If thou didſt mean to flatter, and ſhouldſt utter 
Words in my Praiſe, that thou thoughtſt Impudence, 
My deeds ſhould make em modeſt: When you praiſe I 
hug you? 'tis ſo falſe, that wert thou worthy thou 
ſhouldſt receive a Death, a Glorious Death from me: 
but thou ſhaltunderſtand thy Lies, for ſnouldſt thou praiſe 
me into Heav'n, and there leave me inthron'd,, I would 
deſpiſe thee then as much as now, which is as much as 
duſt, becauſe I fee thy Envy. NA ar 
Mar. However you will uſe me after, yer for your 
own Promiſe ſake, hear me the reſt. | =_ 
Arb. ] will, and after call unto the Winds, for they 
ſhall lend as large an Ear as I to what, you utter: Speak. 
Mar. Would you but leave theſe haſty Tempers, which | 
do not fay take from you all your Worth, but darken 
em, then you will ſhine indeed. Ab. Well. 
. Mar. Yet I would have you keep ſome Paſſions, leſt 
Men ſhould take you for a God, your Virtues are ſuch- 
Arb. Why no you flatter. * A0 
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King, and free from theſe Moods, ſhould I chuſe a Com- 
panion for Wit and Pleaſure, it ſhould be you or for Ho- 
neſty to enterchange my Boſom with, ir ſhould be you; 
or Wiſdom to give me Counſel, I would pick out you; 
or Valour to defend my Reputation, ſtill T ſhould find 
you out; for you are fit to fight all the World, if it 
could come in Queſtion: Now I have ſpoke, conſider 
to your ſelf, find out a uſe ; if fo, then what ſhall fall 
to me is not material 

Arb. Is not material? more than ten ſuch Lives as 
mine, Mardonius: It was nobly ſaid, thou haſt fpake 
Truth, and boldly ſuch a Truth as might offend another. 
[ have been too paſſionate and idle, thou ſhalt ſee a ſwift 
Amendment, bur I want thoſe Parts you praiſe me for : 
| fight for all the World? Give me a Sword, and thou 
wilt go as far beyond me, as thou art beyond in Years, 
| know thou dar'ſt and wilt; it troubles me that I ſhould 
uſe ſo rough a Phraſe to thee, impute it to my Folly, 
what thou wilr, ſo thou wilt pardon me : that thou and 
I ſhould differ thus ! 

Mar. Why tis no matter Sir. | 
Arb. Faith bur it is, but thou doſt ever take all things 
do, thus patiently, for which I never can requite thee, 
but with Love, and that thou ſhalr be ſure of. Thou 
and I have not been merry lately: Pray thee tell me 
where hadſt thou that fame Jewel in thine Ear? | 

Mar. Why at the taking of a Town. 

Arb. A Wench upon my Life, a Wench, Mardonins, 
gave thee that Jewel. | $2 Wh 

Mar. Wench ! they reſpe& not me, I'm old and 
rough, and every Limb about me, but that which ſhould, 
grows ſtiffer; 1'thoſe Buſineſſes 1 may ſwear I am truly 
honeſt : For I pay juſtly for what I take, and would be 
glad to be at a certainty. * 
Arb. Why, do the Wee citioach upon thee? 
Mar. Ay by this Light do they. iS 
Arb. Didſt thou fit at an old Rent with'em ? 
Mar. Yes faith. ow 
Arb. And do they improve themſelves? * 
SEAT | 7 | 63-1 Mar. 
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Mar. Ay, ten Shillings to me, every new young Fellow 
they come acquainted with  _ | 

Arb. How canſt live on't?ʒ̃ 

Mar. Why I think I muſt petition to you. 

Arb. Thou ſhalt take them up at my price. 

| Enter two Gentlemen and Beſſus. 

Mar. Your price? Arb. Ay, at the King's Price. 

Mar. That may be more than I'm worth. 

2 Gent. Is he not merry now? 

1 Gent. I think not. 

Beſ. He is, he is: we'll ſhew our ſelves. _. 

Arb. Beſus, 1 thought you had been in Iberia by this, 
I bad you haſte ; Gobrias will want entertainment for me 

Beſ. And pleaſe your Majeſty, I have a Sute. 

Arb. Ist not louſie Beſſus, what is't ? i 

Beſ. 1 am to carry a Lady with me. 

Arb. Then thou haſt two Sures. 

Beſ. And if I can prefer her to the Lady Panthea your 
Majeſty's Siſter, to learn Faſhions, as her Friends term 
it, it will be worth ſomething to me. 

Arb. So many Nights Lodgings as tis thither,will'tnot? 

Beſ. I know not that Sir, but Gold I ſhall be ſure of. 

Arb. Why thou ſhalt bid her entertain her from me, 
ſo thou wilt reſolve me one thing. Beſ. If I can. 

Arb. Faith tis a very diſputable Queſtion, and yet I 
think thou canſt decide it. 

Beſ. Your Majeſty has a good Opinion of my Under- 

anding. | ; 

Ab1 have ſo good an Opinion of it: Tis whether 
thou be valiant i 3 

Beſ. Some Body has traduced me to you: Do you ſee 
this Sword, Sir? . ; 

Beſ. If I do not make my Back-biters eat it to a Knife 
within this Week, ſay I am not valiant. 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Health to your Majeſty. 

Arb. From Gobrias? 24% Ves, Sir. 

Arb. How does he, is he well? 

Meſ. In perfect Health. 


Arb. Take that for the good news. A truſtier — 
: v 
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yant to his Prince there lives not, than is good Gabrias- 
1 Gent. The King ſtarts back. 2 
Mar. His Blood goes back as faſt. 
2 Gent. And now it comes again. | 
Aar. He alters ſtrangely. 


Arb. The hand of Heay'n is on me, be info from me 


to ſtruggle, if my ſecret Sins have pull'd this Curſe up- 
on me, lend me Tears now to waſh me white, that I 
may feel a Child-like Innocence within my Breaſtz which 
once perform'd, O give me leaye. to ſtand as fix d as 
Conftancy her ſelf, my Eyes ſet here unmoy'd, regard- 
leſs of the World, though thouſand Miſeries , incoms 
me. Hh em 
Mar. This is ſtrange, Sir, how do yous 
Arb. Mardonius, my Mother. Mar. Is ſhe dead? 
Arb. Alas ſhe's not fo happy; thou doſt know how 
he hath laboured ſince my Father died to take by Trea- 
ſon hence this loathed Life, that would but be.to ſerve 
her. I have pardoned, and pardoned, and by that 
have made her fit to practiſe new Sins, not repent the 
old: ſhe now had ſtirr d a Slave to come from thence, 
and ſtrike me here, whom Gabrias ſifting out, took and 
condemn'd and executed there. The carefuPit Servant! 
Heav'n let me but live to pay that Man; Nature is poor 
to me, that will not let me have as many Deaths as are 
the Times that he hath fav'd my Life, that I might dye 
em over all for him. 6 is, 
Mar. Sir, let her bear her Sins on her own Head. 
Vex not your ſelf. Arb. What will the World 
Conceive of me? with what unnatural Sins 
Will they ſuppoſe me loaden, when my Life 
b ſought by her that gave it to the World? 
But yet he writes me Comfort here, my Siſter, 
He ſays, is grown in Beauty and in Grace, 
In all the innocent Virtues that become 
A tender ſpotleſs Maid: ſhe ftains her Checks 
With morning Tears to purge her Mother's ill, 
And*mongſt that ſacred 45 ſhe mingles Pray'rs, 
Her pure Oblations, for my ſafe Return. 
If T have loſt the Duty of a Son, 
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If any Pomp or Vanity of State 
Mad. on ris my Natural Offices; 
Nay farther, if I have not every Night 
Expoſtulated with my wandring Thoughts, 
If ought unto my Parent they have err'd, 
And caJl'd em back: Do you direct her Arm 
Unto this foul diſſembling Heart of mine: 
But if Thave been juſt to her, ſend out 
Your Pow'r to compaſs me, and hold me fafe 
From ſearching Treaſon : 1 will uſe no means 
But Prayer: for rather fuffer me to ſee | 
From mine own Veins ifſue a deadly Flood, | | 
Than waſh my Danger off with Mother's Blood. | 
Mar. I ne*er ſaw ſuch ſudden Extremities. ¶ Exeum. 
Enter Tigranes and Spaconia. 

Tigr. Why ? wilt thou have me die, Spaconia, 
What ſhontd Ido? Sa. Nay let me ſtay alone, 
And when you ſee Armenia again, 

You ſhall behold a Tomb more worth than I; 
Some Friend that ever lov'd me or my Cauſe, 
Will build me ſomething to diſtinguiſh me 
From other Women, many a weeping Verſe 

He will lay on, and much lament thoſe Maids, 
That plac'd their Loves unfortunately high, 

As Thave done, where they can never reach. 
But why ſhould you go to Theria? | 

Tigr. Alas, that thou wilt ask me! ask the Man 
That rages in a Fever why he lies 
Diſtemper'd there, when all the other Youths 
Are courſing o'er the Meadows with their Loves? 

Can I reſiſt it? am I not a Slave 2 e e 
To him that Conquer d me? ee, 

Spa. That Conquer'd thee, Tigrauet! He has won 
But half of thee, thy Body, but thy Mind 
May be as free as his, his Will did never 
Combate thine, and take it Priſoner. 

Tigr. But if he by force convey my Body hence, 
What helps it me, or thee, to be unwilling? 

Spa. O Tigranes, I know you are to ſee 4 Lady there, 

To ſee, and like, I fear: perhaps the hope of 
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Of her make you forget me, e er we 
Be 2 than you w to wiſh; Rruel 

Tigr. Spaconia, ſtay and hear me what I ſa lay. 

In ſhort, Deſtruction meet me that I may 
See it, and not avoid it, when I leave 
To be thy faithful Lover: part with me 
Thou ſhalt not, there are none thar know our Love, 
And I have given Gold unto a Captam, _ 
That ga des unto Theria from the King, 

That he will place a Lady of our Landed 
With the King 's ws — is offet'd mez F 
Thither fall ou, being once got in 
Perſwade her * ha fob? means you can | 
To be xp back in her LOS as . I 

g. Can you imagine that a longi Mai 
When the Blkolds 286 can be P Ae Fa 
With Bal from 15 e | 

Tigr. Difpraiſe my H my Honeſty, and tell ber 
[ 95 Jealous. 

Spa. * I had rather loſe you: Can my Heart 
Conſent to let my 22 Tee out ſuch Words? 
And I that ever what I thaught, 

Shall find it — a 9255 at firſt to 1. 
Tigr. Yet do thy heſt. 

C Wiki * Beſſus. 2 . 

Be het is ur Maje ready 

Tier, b al A, 52A tain. | | 

Be. Sue ** 55 ak love, I could with my ſelf 
more full of Courtſhip for your fair ſaks. 

, irs Tſhall feel no want of that. 

Wh, -- you mult haſte; I have reciev'd new Let- 
King, that + rar more haſte than I ex- 
we he will follow me ſuddenly himſelf, and begins 
to call for your Majeſty already. 

Tigr. He "ſhall not do ſo long. 

Beſ. Sweet Lady,.ſball I call you my Charge hereafter? 

Sa. I will not take upon me to govern your Tongue, 
Sir, you ſhall call me what you pleaſe. 
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A 4 4 SCENE i. 


Euter Gobrias, en 1 Ponthes, and 6 
Waiting- women with Attendants. 


Gob. Y Lord Bacurins, you muſt have regard unto 
M the Queen, ſhe is Nour Priſoner, 2 your 

peril if ſhe make Eſcape. 4 

Bac. My Lord, I know't, ſhe is my Priſoner from you 
committed; yet ſhe.isa Woman, and ſo I keep her ſafe, 
you will not urge me to keep her cloſe, I ſhall not ſhame 
to ſay I ſorrow for her. 

Gob. So do I my Lord; I forrow for her, that ſo little 
r doth govern her; that ſhe ſhould ſtretch her Arm 

gainſt her ing, ſo little Womanhood and natural Good- 

= as to think the Death of her own Son. 

Ara. Thouknow'Rt the Reaſon why, diffembling a a3 
thou art, and wilt not ſpeak. | 

Gob. There is a Lady Ara not after you, 

Her Father is within her; that good Man, 

Whoſe Tears weigh'd down his Sins. Mark how ſhe Terre 
How well it does become her, and if you 

Can find no Diſpoſition in your ſelf 

To ſorrow, yet by Gracefulneſs in her 
Find out the way, and by your Reaſon weep: 
All this ſhe does for you, and more ſhe needs 
When for your {elf you will not loſe a Tear, 
Think how this want of Grief diſcredits you, 

And you will weep, becauſe you cannot weep. 

Ara. You talk to me as having got a time fit for your 
purpoſe; but you know I know, you ſpeak not what er 
think. ſhould he urg d 

Pan. I would my Heart were Stone, before my Softacls 
Againſt my Mother, and more troubled Thought 
No Virgin bears about; ſhould I excuſe 
My Mother's Fault, I ſhould fer light a Lie, 
In loſing which a Brother and a King 
Were taken from me; if I ſeck to ſave 
That Life fo lov'd, I loſe another Life 


That 
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That cave me Being, 1 ſhall loſe a Mother, 2 
A Word of ſuch a and? in a Child's Ears N 
That it ſtrikes Reverence threugh it; — wa 77 0 
Of Hcav'n be done, and if one needs muſt fall, 
Take a poor Virgin's Life to anſwer all. 
Arai But Gobrias let us talk; you know this ban 
Is not in me as in another Mother. 
Gob. I know it is not. | 
Ara. Vet you make it ſo. | 
Gob. Why, isnot yy chat 80 * beyond your a help? 
Ara. I know it is. 
Gob. Nay ſtiou'd you publiſh it before the World, 
Think you *twould be believ'd? 
Ara. I know it would not. 
Gob. Nay ſhould I joyn with vou, would we not both 
be torn, ol yet both die uncredited ? . | 
Ara. I think we ſhould. - 
; Gob. Why tben take you ſuch violent Courſes? As fot > 
me Ido but right in ſaving of the King n all your Nes I 
Ara. The Kings? 
Gob, I bad you reſt with "5 Srl and u time 
Would come for me to reconcile all tio 
Your own Content, but by this way you take TL 
Away my Pow'r ; and what was done unknown, -\ | 
Was not by me but you: your urging being done ö 
| muſt preſerve my own, ut time may ay | 
All this to light, and happily for all. 
Ara. Accurſed be this over-curious Brain 
That gave that Plot a birth, accurſt this Womb 
That after did conceive ts my Diſgrace. y 
Bac. My Lord Protector, they ſay there are divers Ls | 
ters come from Arme nia, that Beſſus has done good Ser- 
vice, and brought again a Day 7 his particular Valour, 4 
receiv d you any to that effect? | 
Gob, Ves, tis moſt certain. 
Bac. I'm ſorry for't, not that the Day was! won, 
But that 'twas won by him; we held him here 
Coward: Hedid me wrong once, at which | lau -inda 
And ſo did all the World, 'for nor I, 50 0 
Nor any other held him worth my Seokdy!: 
M 3 Eur 
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Enter Beſſus and Spaconia. 


Beſ. Health tomy Lord — the King 
Theſe Letters; and to your Grace, Madam, theſe. 

Gob. How does his Majeſty? * 

Beſ. As well as Conqueſt by his own means and his 
valiant Commanders can make him; your Letters will 
tell you all. | | 

Pan. I will not open mine till I do know 
My Brother's Health : Good Captain is be well? 

Beſ. As the reſt of us that fought are. 

Pax. But how's that? is he hurt? 

Beſ. He's a ſtrange Soldier that gets not a knock. 

Pan, I do not ask how ſtrange that Soldier is 
That gets no hurt, but whether he have one. 

Beſ. He had divers. Pan. And is he well again? 


Beſ. Well again, an't pleaſe your Grace? Why I was 


run twice through the Body, and fhot i“ th* Head with 

a Croſs- arrow, and yet am well again. 

Pay. I do not care how thou do'ſt, is he well? 

Beſ. Not care how do? Let a Man out of the mighti- 
neſs of his Spirit, fructifie Foreign Countries with his 
Blood for the good of his own, and thus he ſhall be 
anſwered: Why I may live to relieve with Spear and 
Shield, ſuch a Lady as you diſtreſſed. 

Pan. Why, I will care, I'm glad that thou art woll, 
I prithee is he ſo? | | 

Gob. The King is well, and will-be here to morrow. 

Pan. My Prayer is heard, now will I open mine. 

Gab. Bacurius, L muſt eaſe you of your Charge: 
Madam, the wonted Mercy of the King, 

That overtakes your Faults, has met with this, 

And ftruck it out, he has forgiven you freely, 

Your own Will is your Law, be where you pleaſe. 
Ara. I thank him. Morrow? 
Gob. You will be ready to wait upon his Majeſty co 
Ara. I will. 5 [Exit Arane. 
Bac. Madam be wiſe hereafter; I am glad I have loſt 

this Office. wa 55 ; 
655. Good Captain Baſſus, tell us the Diſcourſe betwixt 

Tigraues and our King: and how, we got the Varney 


th 
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Pan. I prethee do, and if my Brother were 
In any danger, let not thy Tale make him 
Abide there long before thou bring him off, 
For all that while my Heart will beat. N 
Beſ. Madam let what will beat, I muſt tell the Truth, 
and thus it was; they fought ſingle in Liſts, but one to 
one; as for my own part, I was dangerouſly hurt but three 
days before, elſe, perhaps, we had been'two to two? I 


cannot tell, ſome thought we had, and the occaſion of 


my hurt was this, the Enemy had made Trenches, 
Gob. Captain, without the manner of your Hurt be 


much material to this buſineſs, we'll here't ſome other 


time. 1 0 
Pan. I prithee leave it, and go on with my Brother. 
Beſ. 1 will, but twould be worth your hearing: To 

the Liſts they came, and ſingle Sword and Gantlet Was 


their Fight. 

Pan. Alas! TT thor 7 
Beſ. Without the Liſts there ſtood ſome dozen Captains 
of either fide mi all which were ſworn, and one of 


thoſe was I: And 'twas my chance to ſtand next a Cap- 
tain o'th* Enemies fide, called Tiribaſus; Valiant they 
ſaid he was; whilſt theſe two Kings were in 
themſelves, this Tiribaſus caſt ſomething ſcornful loo 
on me, and ask d me who I thought would overeome: 
Iſmib d and told him if he would ſj ght with me, he thquld 
ceive by the Event of that whoſe King would win; 
mething he anſwered, and a Scuffle was like to grows 
when one Zjpetus offered to help him, I— % 
Pan. All this is of thy ſelf, I pray thee Beſſus tell ſomes» 
thing of my Brother, did he nothing? W's 
Beſ. Why yes, III tell your Grace, they were het to 
fight till the word given, which for my own. parts hy 
my troth I confeſs I was not to give. 
Pan, Sec for his own part. "53K 
Bac. I fear yet this Fellow's abus'd with a good Report · 
Beſ. But I— Pan. Still of himſelf. 


Tigranes was 


but the word was got giventhen, 
yet one Coſroe 


the Enemies part, held up his Finger 
M 4 ro 


Beſ. Cry d give the word, when as ſome of chew fay, 
lage, 
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to me, which is as much with us Martialiſts, as I will 
fight with you: I ſaid not a word, nor made ſign during 
the Combat, but that once done | 

Pan. He ſlips o'er all the Fight. 

Beſ. I call'd him to me, Cſross ſaid I. 
Pan. I will hear no more. 

Beſ. No, no, I lie. 
Bac. I dare be ſworn thou doſt. 

Beſ. Captain ſaid I, fo it was. | 

Pan. I tell thee, I will hear no further. 

Beſ. No? Your Grace will wiſh you had. 

Pan. I will not wiſh it. Whar, is this the Lady 
My Brother writes to me to take? | 


Beſ. And pleaſe your Grace this is ſhe : Charge, will | 


you come near the Princeſs? | 
Pan. You're welcome from your Country, and this 
Land ſhall ſhewunto you all the kindneſs that I can make 
it; what's your Name? Sa. Thaleftris. 

Pan. You're very welcome, you have got a Letter to 
put you to me, that has power enough to place mine 
Enemy here; then much more you that are ſo far from 
being ſo to me that you ne'er ſaw me. | 
Beſ. Madam, I dare paſs my word for her Truth. 
Spa. My Truth? © fo 
Pan. Why Captain, do you think I am afraid ſhe'll 
Beſ. I cannot tell, Servants are ſlippery, but I dare 
give my word for her ; and for Honeſty, ſhe came along 
with me, and many fayours ſhe did me by the way, but 
by this light none but what ſhe might do with Modeſty, 
to a Man of my Rank 5 Dag 
Pay. Why Captain, here's no body thinks otherwiſe. 
| mo Nay, if you ſhould,” your Grace may think your 
pleaſure z but I am ſure I brought her from Armenia, and 
in all that way, if ever I touch'd any bare of her above 
her Knee, I pray God I may fink where I ftand. 

Spa. Above my Knee? bp 

Beſ. No, you know I did not, and if any Man will 
ſay, 1 did, this Sword ſhall anſwer; Nay, Pll defend 
the Reputation of my Charge whilſt I live; Your Ol 


will 
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ſhall underſtand I am ſecret in theſe buſineſſes, and know 
how to defend a Lady's Honour... 
Sa. I hope your Grace knows him ſo well already, 1 
ſhall not need to tell you he's vain and fooliſh. ! 
Beſ. Ay, you may call me what you pleaſe, but I'll defend 
your good Name againſt the World; and ſo I take my 
leave of your Grace, and of you my Lord Protector; I 
am likewiſe glad to ſee your Lordihip well. 
Bac. O Captain Beſſus, I thank you, I would ſpeak 
with you anon. 2-8 * 6.2) | 
Beſ. When you pleaſe, I will attend your Lordſhip. 
Bac. Madam, [I'll take my leave too. Rat 
Pan. Good Bacurius. [ Exeunt Beſ. and Bac. 
Gob. Madam, what writes his Majeſty to you? 
Pan. O my Lord, the kindeſt words, Ill keep em 
whilſt I live, here in my Boſom, there's no art in em, 
they lie diſordered in this Paper, juſt as hearty Nature 
[peaks em. | ag 
Gob. And to me he writes what tears of Joy he ſhed 
to hear how you were grown in every Virtue's Way, and 


| fields all thanks to me, for that dear care which I was 


ound to have in training you, there is no Princeſs livin 
that enjoys a Brother of that worth. AI 
Pan. My Lord, no Maid longs more for any thing, 
And feels more heat and cold within her Br 
Than I do now, in hopes to ſee him. 
Gob, Yer I wonder much 
At this he writes, he brings along with him 


1 


A Husband for you, that ſame Captive Prince, 


And if he loves you, as he makes a ſhew, 
He will allow you freedom in your Choice. IF 
Pan. And ſo he will my Lord, I warrant you, he will 
but offer, and give me the power to take or leave. 
Cob. Truſt me, were I a Lady, I could not like that 


Man were bargain'd with before I choſe him. 


Pan. But I am not built on ſuch wild Humours, if I 
find him worthy, he is not leſs becauſe he's offer d. 

Sa. *Tis true, he is not, would he would ſecm leſs. 

Gob. I think there's no Lady can affect | 
Another Prince, your Brother ſtanding by; 


He 


170 A King; and no King. 
He doth eclipſe Mens Virtues ſo with his. 
Sa. I know aLady may, and more I fear 
Another Lady will. Pan. Would I might ſec him. 
Gob. Why ſo you ſhall, my buſineſſes are great, 
I will attend you when it is his pleaſure to ſee you. 
Pan. 1 „ pr tn. good my Lord. | 
_ Gob. You will be ready, Madam. Exit Goh. 
Pan, Yes. ) 
$a. I do befeech you Madam, ſend away 
Your other Women, and receive from me 
A few ſad Words, which ſet againſt your Joys 
May make em ſhine the more. | 
Pan. Sirs, leave me all. * [Exeunt Nomen. 
$a. 1 kneel a Stranger here to beg a thing | 
Unfit for me to ask, and you to t; 
Tis ſuch another ſtrange ill- aid Requeſt, 
As if a Beggar ſhould intreat a King 


To leave his Scepter and his Throne to him, pe 
And talte his Rags to wander o'er the World Face 
Hungry and cold. jou | 
Pan, That were a ſtrange Requeſt. ng 

Spa. As ill is mine. Pan. Then do not utter it. cue 

Spa. Alas tis of that Nature, that it muſt op 
Be utter*d, ay, and ted, or I die: cert: 
I am aſham'd to ſpeak it; but where Life me: 
Lies at the Stake, I cannot think her Woman, mak 
That will not take ſomething unreaſonably to hazard ſa- P 


ving of it: I ſhall ſeem a ſtrange Petitioner, that wiſhall For 
ill to them I beg of, &er they give me ought; yet fol E 
muſt :T would you were not fair, nor wiſe, for in your 10 
HW conſiſta my Good: If you were Fooliſh, you would I 
hear my Prayer, if foul, you had not power to hinder Iv 


me, he would not love you. | Yo 
Fan. What's the meaning of it? [fy 

Spa. Nay, my Requeſt is more without the bounds 8 

Of Reaſon yet: For tis not in the pow'r | lire 
Of you to do, what IT would have you grant. ] 
Pan. Why then tis idle, pray thee ſpeak it out. Wr 
Spe. Your Brother brings a Prince into this Land,. 2 
Of ſuch a noble Shape, ſo ſweet a Grace, $ yu 


So 


* . 
© 


A King, and nd King. 17 
full of Worth withal, that every Maid 
That looks upon him, gives away her ſelf 
To him for ever; and for you to have 
He brings him: And ſo mad is my demand 
That I Jefire you not to have this Man, 
This excellent Man, for whom you needs muſt die, 
you ſhould miſs him. I do now expect 
ſou ſhould laugh at me. | 
pan. Truſt me I could weep rather, for I have found 
nall thy words a ſtrange disjointed Sorrow. (love him. 
a. Tis by me his own deſire ſo, that you would not 
Fan. His own deſire! Why credit me Thaleftris, 
um no common W ooer: If he ſhall wooe me, his Worth 
my be ſuch, that I dare not fwear I will not love him; 
but if he will ſtay to have me wooe him, I will promiſe 
be he may keep al his Graces to himſelf, and fear no 
aviſhing from me. | | 
ve. Lis yet his own Defire, but when he ſees your 
Fice, I fear it will not bez therefore I charge you as 
jou have Pity, ſtop theſe tender Ears from his enchant- 
ng Voice, cloſe up thoſe Eyes, that you may neither 
arch a Dart from him, nor he from you; I charge you 
8 you hope to live in quiet ; for when I am Dead, for 
certain I will walk to viſit him if he break Promiſe with 
ne: For as faſt as Oaths without a formal Ceremony can 
make me, I am to him. 
Pan. Then be fearleſs; 
For if he were a thing 'twixt God and Man, 
| could gaze on him; if I knew it Sin 
to — without Paſſion: Dry your Eyes, 
[ [wear you ſhall enjoy him ſtill for me, 
will not hinder you; but 1 perceive 
You are not what you ſeem, riſe, riſe Thalſtris, 
If your right Name be ſo. 2 
Sa. Indeed it is not, Saconia is my Name; but I de- 
tre not to be known to other. * 
Fan. Why, by me you ſhall not, I will never do you 
wrong, what good I can, I will: Think not my Birth or 
Education ſuch, that I ſhould injure a-Stranger Virgin; 
you axe welcome hither, in company you wiſh to be 
com- 
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commanded, but when we are alone, I ſhall be ready 


to be your Servant.  [Exonne. 
Enter three Men and a Woman. 
1 Man. Come, come, run, run, run. 
2 Man.We ſhall out-go her. Sr v 
3 Man. One were better be hang' d than carry out Wo- 
WW fidling to theſe Shews. Mom. Is the King hard by? 
1 Man. You heard he with the Bottles ſaid, he thought 
we ſhould come too late: What abundance of People here 
Mom. But what had he in thoſe Bottles ? (is? 
3 Man. I know not. l 
2 Man. Why, Ink, goodman Fool. 
3 Man. Ink, what to do? 


1 Man. Why the King, look you, will v times call 


for theſe Bottles, and break his Mind to his Friends. 
Mom. Let's take our places, we ſhall have no room elſe. 


2 Man. The Man told us he would walk o' Foot 


through the People. 3 Man. Ay marry did he. 

1 Man. Our Shops are well look'd to now. 

2 Man, life, yonder's my Maſter, I think. 

1 Man, No 'tis not he. 

Enter Philip with two Citizens Wives. 

1 Gt. Lord, how fine the Fields be, what ſweet living 
tis in the Country ! 

2 Cit, Ay poor Souls, God help em; they hve as con- 
tentedly as one of us. 

1 dt. My Husband's Couſin whula have had me gone 
into the Country laſt Year; wert thou ever there? 
2 Cit. Ay, poor Souls, I was amongft em once. 
1 Cit. And what kind of Creatures are chef, for love of 


2 Cit, Very good People, God hel (God 
1 Gt, Wilt thou go down with me this Son Chen! 
am brought to Bed? 


2 Cit. Alas, it is no place for us. 
1 Cir. Why, pray thee? 


2 Cit, Why you can have nothing there, fer no 


body cries Brooms. 1 Cir. No? 
'2 Cit. No truly, nor Milk. ; 
1 Gt. Nor Milk, how do they? 


py 
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2 Cit. They are fain to milk themſelves 'th' Co 


1 Cit. Good Lord! but the People there, I think, will 


be very dutiful to one of us. 
2 Cit, Ay God knows will they, and yet they do not 
greatly care for our Husbands. 


Gt. Do they not? Alas! I' good faith I cannot blame 


them: For we do not greatly care for them our ſelves. 
Philip, I pray chuſe us a place. | 
P 1. *here's the beſt, Forſooth. 
1 Cit. By your leave good People a little. 
Man. W hat's the matter? 

Phil. I pra pray you, my Friend, do not thruſt my Miſtreſs 
ſo, ſhe's with Child. 

2 Man. Let her look to her ſelf then, has ſhe not had 
ſhowing enough yet? If ſhe ſtay ſhouldring here, ſhe 
may haps go home with a Cake in her Belly. Di 

3 Man. How now, 4 Squitter-breech, . do 
you lean on me? Phil. Becauſe I will. 

3 Man. Will you, Sir ſawce-box? 

1 Cit. Look if one ha' not ſtruck Philip, come + hither 
Philip, why did he ſtrike thee ? 

FPbil. For leaning on him. 

1 Cir. Why didſt thou lean on him? 

Pbil. I did not think he would have ſtruck me. 

I Cit. As God ſave me la thou'rt as wild as a Buck, 
there's no quarrel but thou'rt at one end or other ont. 
* 3 Man. It's at the firſt end then, for he'll near ſlayrhe 


1 Gi. Well flip-ſtring, 1 ſhall meet with you. 

3 Man. When you will. 

I Cit. I'll give a Crown to meet with you. 

3 Man. Ata Bawdychouſe. 

1 Ci. Ay you're full of your Roguery ; but if I do 
meet you it ſhall coſt me a fall. 

Flouriſh. Enter one running. 

4 Alan. The King, the King, the King. Now, 10 

* vil. 
ouriſh. Enter Arbaces, Tigranes, and Mardonius. 
All. God preſerve your Mateſty. ; | 
Arb. I thank you all, now are my joys at full, _ 
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I behold you fafe, my l Subjects cs; by you! W 
cis your united Love that life me to this hebakes Uthe 
account that I can render you for all the Love you have 
beſtowed on me, all your Expencesto maintain my War, 
is but a little word, you will imagine tis ſlender Payment, 
yet tis ſuch a word, as is not to be bought but with 
your Bloods, tis Peace. 13 

All. God preſerve your Majeſty. 

Arb. Now you may live ſecurely i your Tow 
Your Children round about you; may ſit (85.2 1 
Under your Vines, and make the miſeries | 
n [4 4% 
And lend them Sorrows ; for your ſelves, you may 
Safcly forget there are ſuch things as Tears, 
And you may all, whoſe good thoughts I have gain'd, 
Hold me unworthy, when I think my Life 
A Sacrifice too great to keep you thus 
In ſuch a calm Eſtate. -- 

All. God bleſs your Majeſty. "of | 

Arb. See all good People, I have brought the Man, 
whoſe very Name you fear'd, a Captive home; behold | 
him, tis Tigranet; in your Heart ſing Songs of Gladneſs, | 
and Deliverance. | | 

1 Ct. Out upon him. 

2 Gt. How he looks. 

3 Wow. Hang him, hang him. 

Mar. Theſe are ſweet People. . 

Iigr. Sir, you do me wrong, to render me a ſcorned G 
Spectacle to common People. n * 

Arb. It was ſo far from * 3 1 * Ao | 
ought deſerv'd, my loving Subj let me beg or You, 
3 to revile this lance: 2 there dwells all Worth 
of which the Name of Man is capable; Valour beyond : 
compare; the terror of his Name has ſtretoh'd it ſelf 
where-cver there is Sun; and yet for you I fought with I1 
him ſingle, and won him too; I'made his Valour ſtoop, 10 
and brought that Name ſoar'd to ſo unbeliev d a height, 
to fall beneath mine: this, inſpir'd with all your Loves, 
I did perform, and will- for your Content, be ever ready 
for a greater work. bn All 


7 
. 
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All. The Lord bleſs your Majeſty. - | 
Tigr. So he has made me amends now with a 8 
in commendation of himſelf : I would not be fo vain- 
glorious. 4 | 
Arb. If there be any thing in which I may 
Do good to any Creature, here ſpeak out; 
For I muſt leave you: And it troubles me, 
That my Occaſions for the good of you, 
Are ſuch as call me from you: elſe, my Joy 
Would be to ſpend my Days among a all 
You ſhew your Loves in theſe large Multitudes 
That come = meet _ I will pray for you, 8 
Heav'n pro ou, that you may know old Years, 
And e yo Childrens Children fit 
Ar your boards with Plenty : When there is 
A want of any thing, let it be known 
To me, and I will be a Father to you: 


God keep you all. | 
Exeunt Kings aud their Train. 
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All. God bleſs your Majeſty, God bleſs your Majeſty. 
1 Man. Come, ſhall we go? All's done. TW 
Mom. Ay, for God's ſake, I have not made a fire yet. 
2 Man. Away, away, all's done. | hs 
3 Man. Content: farewel, Philip. 

1 Cir. Away you Halter-ſack ub. 
2 Man. Philip will not fight, he's afraid on's Face. 
Phil. Ay marry, am I afraid of my Face? | 
3 Man. Thou wouldft be, Philip, if thou ſaw'ſt it in a 
Glaſs; it looks ſo like a Viſor. | 
| | [ Exeunt the 3 Mew, and Woman. 
1 Cit. You'll be hang d, Sirrah : Come, Philip, walk 
before us homewards; did not his Majeſty ſay he had 
brought us home Peaſe for all our Mony? 
2 Cit. Yes marry did he. | | 
i Cie, They're thefirſt Theard of this Year by mytroth, 
— 1 for ſome of em: Did he not ſay we ſhould have 
e! 

2 Cit, Yes, and ſo we ſhall anon I warrant you have 

every one a peck brought home to our Houſes. 


Aer 


„ 
ace a „ * „ e ks. Yo # © 1 She 
Ut. 8 C. 'E NE I Ii 
| | lo! 
Emer Arbaces, and dani. * * To 
Not very ill Wee ALI. 4d 


Something, 3 ibs PRA git, Sin . ns 
To have her Hu: wh choſen to her Hands, deownduig wa 


Arb. Whp, Gobrias,, let Nr I mult have her know, 
my Will and not her own,muſt govern her: What, will 
ſhe marry with ſome Slave at home? 11 

Gob. O ſhe is far from any er yau. much 
miſtake her, and no doubt will like v here you would 
have her; but when you behold bes yow wl be jor loth to 


art with ſuch a ewel. . 
b Arb. To part with ther? Why Carte ian an chen mad? 4 
\ WW 451 


She is m * «bait, | 
Gol. in, know, ſhe 175 But it it were pity. to make 
poor our L 1 55 uch a 1 ro each Ss 
Arb. Piſh, will ſh c bave him Atte To IF Wil, * 8 | 
Gob. 1 do hope ſhe will not; 1 0 
Arb. Were he's "her hd 95 . Ad. 
all the Names for .w. 4 * nds, he 


ſhould be forc'd to ha hoo 1 Br l 
not Th her ſay nde oth 


b, Heav 15 bring my Purpoſe ek DIE mb Joo 
ec 


will not need confts 
pA How docs ſhe love. wer N ras 4 
ror 


that live by Labour; 1 x On — 
died * me, if he cou Ar mb: —— VA — 
5 other * 5 . » 
o, Wen ou ere i Nut _ 
I tk 1 Qgo t her 25 9 e . fog 6. 
For at the firſt, on every litt le icratc . 2 
She kept her Charobers, We pt, and coufd! er eit, 1 
Till you were wellz and guy times the N 8 In 5 
Was ſo long coming, that Eels we heard The 
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She Was as Near her Death, as you your Health. 


Arb. Ala oor Sou, bur ye he muſk brad 
] know ht Rams A 0g requite her w 


— 


| long to ſee her, have — — toe | 
To tell her I am ready? Gab. e 
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1 Gent. Sir, here is the Armenian Die 
Arb. He's welcome. | 
1 Gent. And the Queen Mother and the Pine 
wait without. | 
Arb. Good Gobrias bring em in. [Exiz Gobrias 
WW Tigranes, you will think you are arriv'd dard 
Thr only Sow; where Mothers caſt to a | 
55 r "Try, Spin 
; 22 Cobbs 3 
Mardonius, Beſſus, 8 Bacur 
Ara. As low na this I bow. to. you, and Weid 
\ As low as is m 1 to ſhew a Mind 
Thankful for all our Mercies. Arb. O fun, 
And let me knee kneel, the Light will be aſham'd _ g 
To ſee Obſervance. done. to-me by you. Pub od: ] 
Ara, You are my | 16 
Arb. Vou are my Mo e riſe 4 RG 
As far be all your aults from your own Soul, * 
As from my Memory; then you ſhall be Fitted 
As white as Innocence her ſelf. Ara. Len, 
Only to ſhew my Du ty, and acknowledge | 
— Sorrows for m my Sin longer to ſtay 
Mere but to draw more attentively ß 
pon my Shame; chat Pow'r that kept you ſafe 
From me, preſerye you ſtill. 5 
me Youraws dkewthallbe your guide. [ Exit Arane. 
| Pan. Now let me die, ſince I have ſeen my Lord the 
* I Return in Safety. 1 have ſeen all good that L ife — 
Can ſhew me; I have ne er another wiſh 2 
For Heav'n to „nor were it fit I ſhould; 
For Kam to ſpend my Age to come, 
'S thanks that this was granted me. 
0 nnn ſpeak? 
Vor. 


m- > >. . "wo XI 2 my * 
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Arb. To whom? Gb., To the Princes 

Pan. Alas, Sir, I am fearful, you do doe 4b 1n\t 
On me, as if I were ſome loarhed thing, 

That you were n we retry Wer Way to han. e xt 

Gob. Sir, Arb. Ha? 

Pan. I know he Thin — 72 not ilarm'd, with 
which Innocence here Iwill kneel, till I m Bd with 
Earth, but I will gain ſome words: and kindnesfrom oy 

Tier. wil yon ſpenk, Sir? 

Arb. Speak, am I what I was; 22 1¹ * 
What art thou that doſt reep ur e . 
ang are al Bf — Face? ſhew' 47 th 7 
I feel a 0 Win A NN e 
Hither, n * 5 — ee tarry there, 
Up, and be gone, if Py be'ſt Love be — * 
Or I will tear there from my wounded — . 
Pull thy Jov'&'Down od and With thy Quilt 
3 Tight Arm drawn from th bc dee, 

rite to thy laughing Mother py Blood, "© 
That you are Pow'rs nF h a al r Dicks " 
Are to 11 em _— _ 
Like duſt; I know thow oa 

Tigr. O Miſery! Why ors e — | 
There can no fl hood ebe f loving her? 
Though I have given my Faith; ſnie is a tbing 
Both to be lov'd and ſerꝰd beyond my Farh;* 
I would he would preſent me to ber quick: 15 

Pan. Will you not ſpeak at all? ee = | 
From kind Words? Vet to fave my Modeſt ß; 
That muſt talk till you anſwer, 0 not ſtun f 
As you were dumb, ſay ſomething, rows NY ? 
Poiſon'd with Anger, that it ma Abele me Deal. 

Mar. Have yd no Life at all? For Manlivod be 
Let her not kneel, und talk neglected tus: 
A Tree would find a Tongue to anſtver bet ihe =4% 7 
Did ſhe but give it ſuch a lov'&Reſpe&/ 

Arb. You mean this Lady: Lifeher' gem the Parks 
why do you let her kneel ſo long? Alas, Madatn, your 
Beauty uſes to Command, and not to Beg. ' What is 
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your Suit to me? It ſhall be granted, yet che time is * 


Ar 


S — 


Gn a= 


” 
and my Affairs are great: 
ſhe ſhould be brought. 


4 e — 279 
But eee 1 bade 


Aar. What, is ſhe mad? Q 47125 4 
Arb. Gobrias, where is ſhe?. - atew uo J 
Gob. Sir. Arb. Where is they Man? n N 
Gob. Who, Sir? 1. Logg 18 | 


Arb. Who, haſt thou forgot Siſter d 280 
Gob, Your Siſter, Sir ? they 107 
Arb. Vour Sitter, Sir? Some one that hath a Wit 
Anſwer, where is ſhe? Gb. Do you not ENF) 1 77 ? 
Arb. Where? Goh. There. 


2 There, Wwhere7 Wat uh 

Mar. S'light, there, are you blind?... 9 14f 
Arb. Which do you mean, that lee one? 7 44 
Gob. No, Sir. 


ee ur bg: do you mock me? 1 1 can . 4 
o ot c petition: he | 
Gob, That's he. Arb. Away. © rt 1 
Gob, Sir, it is ſhes wei touel t 1 85 51 9. 
Arb. "Tis falſe. Gab. 1 7/64. Au u L 
Arb. As Hell, by nt as fie as Hil, 05 -3H 
My Siſter; Is ſhe dead? If it be ſoo 
Speakboldly to me; for L am a Man, MO av 
And dare not quarrel with Pivini - 5 ot 11 
And do not think to coen me wi — at 809%, 
. all are mute and ſtand amaz d, 
Fearful to anſwer me; it is too 
A decreed inſtant cuts off ev'ry Life. 
For vhich to mourn, is to repine; che dy d EIS. 
A Virgin, though more innocent; than Sheep, 
As clear as her own Eyes, and Blefſedneſs + 
Eternal waits upon her Where ſhe is 
| know ſhe could not make a wiſh dona 
Her State for new, and you ſhall ſee me bear 
My Croſſes like a Man; dae mul de, r e 
And ſhe hath taught us bow. o ud 0 
Gob. Do not miſtake, 
1 N grell forvorhing; for her Death. 
ls 2 long Life off, I hope: 'Tis the, 


And if my wy deſerve not Faith, lay Death 
Upon me, and my lateſt words ſhall for cc 


N 2 


. ͤ—-t 2 8 


Vou may command me dead, and fo muc 
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A credit from you. e e 
Arb. Which, good Gobrias? That Laly dof thou 
Gob. That Lady Sir, (mean? 

She is your Siſter, and ſhe. is your Siſter _ a A 

That loves you fo, tis ſhe is for whom! ber 

To ſee you uſe her thus. Arb. Ir cannot be. 
Tigr. Piſh, this is tedious, 3 

I cannot hold, I mult Ko ily my ſelf, | 


And yet the fight of my Sacama nn 


Touches me, as a ſudden eee * 
Does one that is about to ſin. Arb. Away Qs 
No more of this; here I pronounce him e 
The direct Plotter of m Death, that names A 
Or thinks her for my Siſter, tis a Lie, | 
The moſt malicious of the Word, invented 
To mad your King; he that will ſay ſo next, 
Let him draw out his Sword and ſheath it bert, 
It is a Sin fully as pardonable: E 
She is no kin to me, nor ſhall ſhe be; 
If ſhe were ever, I create her none: | 
And which of you can Jeon 917 My pow g. 
Is like the Sea, that is to be o 
And not dif; uted with: I have 4 3629 her 
As far from having part of Blood with me, 
As the nak d Iudiaus; come and anſwer me, 
He that is boldeſt now; is that my Siſter? 

Mar. O this is fine. 

Beſ. No marry, ſhie is not, an't pleaſe your Majeſty, 
I never thought ſhe was, ſhe's nothing like you. 

Arb. No tis true, ſhe. is not. 

Mar. Thou ſhou'gft be hang d. 

Pan. Sir, 1 will ſpeak but once; by! the fame pow r 
You make my Blood a Stranger unto. yo 420 

e 

A Stranger may importune, pray you do; 
If this Requelt appear 100, mucn to grant, 
Adopt me of ſome other Family, 
By your unqueſtion'd Word; Ae! fhall live... 
Like ſinful Iſſues that are left in Streets 


Ey their regardleſs Mothers; and no N ame will 


: 
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Will be ound for mmm. 

Arb. I will hear no more.. 
Why ſhould there be ſuch Muſick in a «Voice 
And Sin for me to hear it? All the World-- 
May take delight in this, and tis Damnation 
For me to do ſo: You are Fair, and N f? 
And Virtuous I think, and he is bleſt 


That is ſo near you as a Brother i 5 5 5 0 
But you are nought to me but a Diſeaſe; 8 


Continual Torment without hope of eaſe; 


Such an ungodly Sickneſs I have got, 
That he that undertakes my Cure, muſt firſt 
O' erthrow Divinity, all Moral Laws, © 


And leave Mankind as-unconfin'd as Beaſts, 
Allowing 'em to do all Actions 

As freely as they drink when they deſire, 

Let me not hear you ſpeak again; i nl 
| ſhall but Janguiſh for the WE of that, 
The having which would kill me: No Man here 
Offer to ſpeak for her; for I conſider 

As much as you can ſay; I will not toil / 


My Body and my Mind roo, reſt thou there Aue, 


1 s one within will labour for you both. 

an. | would I were paſt ſpeakin | 

Gob. Fear not Madam, pf 

The King will alter, tis 5; ſudden Rage, 

And you thall fee it end fome other way. 
Pan. Pray Heav'n it do. 


Tig. Though ſhe, ro whom dwore: be = [ cannor 


dtifle my Paiſion longer 3 if my Father 
Should riſe again diſquieted with this, | 
And charge me to forbear, Frieder it 475 our, 
Madam, à Stranger, and a 
To be bid we Pan. vain Adeame, Sir, 
[ 1 but if 17 be not, tis paſt me 

To make you ſo: For I am here a eee 


Greater than peu we know from whence you come, 


Bur I appear a loſt thing, and by whom 
Is yet uncertain, found here i'th* Court, 
And only ſuffer d to walk Ne and down, 


182 A' King, and no King. 
. 
As one not worth the owning. Sa. O, I fear 
Tigranes will be caught, he "ge methinks, 
As he would change his tho with herz ſome help 
There is above fer me, I 
Tigr. Why'do you tatn ay, and weep faſt, 
And utter things' Wie mil. become Jour Looks, 
Can you want . ? Sa. O ris certain ſo. 
Tigr. Acknowle felf mine. 
Arb. How r + 
Tigr. And then fee if you wan an Owner. 
Arb. They are 
Tigr. Nations fall own you for their Queen. 
Arb. Tigraner, art not thou my Priſoner * 3 
| 155. Jam Ab., And who is thi ? 
gr. She is your Siſter. Arb. She is fo. 
; 12 Is ſh che ld a in? that's well. (ich her? 
Arb. And then ow dere, off to change words 
T. Dare doit! Why? You brought me hither, Sir 
To that intent. b. Perhaps I told you To, 
If I had ſworn it, had you fo much Folly © 
To credit it? The leaſt” word that the ſpeaks 
Is worth a Life; rule your diforder'd Tongue, 
Or Iwill temper it. S. Bleſt be the Breath. 
Tigr. Temper my Tongue! Such Incivilitics 
As theſe no d People ever knew: 
You break the Laws of Nature, and of Nations; | | 
You talk to me as if I were a Priſoner 
For Theft: My Tongue be remper'd? I muſt ſpeak |. 
If Thunder check me, and I Will. 
Arb. You will? Pe Alas 5 Wees 
Tigr. Do not fear his Frown, dear Madam, hear me. 
Arb. Fear not my Frown? But that twere baſe in me 
To fight with one I know can o 'ercome, | 
Again thou ſhouldſt be conquer d by me. 


Mar. He has one Ranſome with rim ad; cnc 


'T were good to fight double, or quit. 

Arb. Away with him to Priſon: Now Sir, ſee 
If my Frowns be regardleſs” W hy delay you? | 
Seiſe him Bacurius, you thall 925 my 2 ; 
Sweeps | ke a Wind, and all it grapples with, 


Are 


nn e wm 0d Yd 2> 


4. King, and no King. 
Are as the Chaft before it. Tur. TOA * 5 
Arb. Help there. Tigh Away... i 24 
1 Gent. It is in yain.to ſtruggle. Add: N Mi 
2 Gent. You muſt be fore eb 
Bac, Sir, you, muſt pardon us, we, 
5. Wh. ly 787 N 
any Bas. Gab 155 n "8" A. 
"Tie r. Jute, OUR ge bens 
To ſhake all theſe off bw te e l 
Arbaces, ſubtler can ths ning Bull, ” 
Or that fam'd Titans Bed. Thoun 22 as We 
Search i' th deep. of Winter through; the 9 
For half ſtarv 4 Poop cople, to MS ome with . 
To ſhew 'em Fire, and ſend em̃ back again, 


As uſe me thus. 
Arb. Let him be cloſe, ag e Tat. aaa 
a. I neter. rejoyc d Ad any ill to h im, at er 

But this Impriſonment: What ſhall become 

Of me forſaken? Gob. You will not let your 'Silter, 

Depart thus diſcontented from Phe Sir? 
Arb. By no means Gobrias, 1 have done bes id 

And made my ſelf behicye 8 my ha. 

That is ue hve: Yau did-kneel to me, we 

Whilſt I ſtood ſtubborn and regardleſs by, | 

And like a God incenſed, gave no Ear 

To all your Prayers; Bekiofa, I kneel to Jou, 

Shew a Contem PL as large as Was 19 | 

= I will ſuffer it, yet at the laſt g1VE me. | 

Pan. O you wrong me more in this, ö 

Than in your Rage you did: Nou mock me now. 
Arb. Never orgy, me then, which 1 is the war n 

Can happen to me. Pan. Adden de in carneſt 

Stand up and giye me hut a Kal 

And two kind Words, and 1 {hall be 1 in \ Heay' n., 

Arb. Riſe you then to 25 31 acknowledge ths 

My Hope, the only, jewel of my 

The beft of Siſters, dearer, than my Breath, 

A happineſs as high as 1 could think; 

And when my. Actions call thee ocherwiſe, 


. Perdition e upon me. We This 1 1s better Th 4 


NR © ww 
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Than if you had not frown'd, it aan to me, 
Like Mercy at the Block, and when Ileave 
1 _—_ ou with my Life; your Curſe be with me. 
hen thus I FA ante thee, and again, 
Ton me this knot the ſtronger; Paradiſe 
Is there: It may be you are yet in doubt, 
This third kiss blots it out wade in Sin, 
And fooliſhly intice my ſelf along; 
Take her away, fee her a Priſoner 
In her own Chamber cloſely,” Gobrias. Gs 
Pan. Alas Sir, Why? 0 
Arb. I mutt not ſtay the Anſwer,” do it. 
Gob. Good Sir. A. No more, do it! * 
Mar. This is better and better. 
Pan. Yet hear me (| 
* [ will not hear you "ſpeak | 13 
fray wich her, let no Man think to ſpeak 
E or ſuch a Creature; for ſhe is a Witch, 
A Priſoner, and a Traitor. * 
Cob. Madam, this Office grieves me. 
Pau. Nay, *tis well the King! 18 pleaſed with it. 


Arb. Beſſus go you along too with her; I will prove | 


All this that have ſaid, if I may live 
So long; but I am deſperately fick, ' 
For ſhe has given me Poyſon in a Ki63 
She had't betwixt her Lips, and with ber Eyes 
She witches People : Go without a word. 

| Exeum 'Gob. Pan: Beſ. and Spaconia. 
Why ſhould ou that have made me ſtand in War 
Like Fate it ſelf, cutting what Threads! pleas'd, 
Decree ſuch an unworthy end of me, 
And all my Glories? What am I, alas, 
That you oppoſe me? If my ſecret Thoughits' 

Have ever harbour'd Swellings againſt you” 

They could not hurt you, and it 155 in ou 
To give me Sorrow; that will render me 
Apt to receive your Merey; rather ſo, 
Let it be rather ſo, than puniſh me 
With ſuch unmanly Sins: Inceſt is in me 


Dwelling FI ind it muſt de holy That 


S SSS Scr gag. rr 


„ Alg a ,. 1 
That pulle it thence, where art Mardoniur r? 
M. Here Sir.. „% 5% 
Arb. 1 pray thee bear me, if thou canſt. 
Am I not grown a ſtrange weight eV 
Mar. As you were. Arb, No heayier?; + ,,//., 7 
Mar. No Sir. Arb. Why, my Legs 
Refuſe to bear my Body; O Mardomnsy ; + ';- 4 
Thou haſt in Field beheldme, when thou know ſt 


could have gone, though I could never run. 
Mar. And fol ſhall agaiꝶmn. 
Arb. O no, tis paſt. ert W 


Mar. Pray you go reſt your ſelff. 
Arb. Wilt thou hereafter when they talk of 
As thou ſhalt hear nothing but In fam; 
Remember ſome of thoſe things? 
Mar. Yes J will. 1 5 Ae e, N 
Arb. I pray thee do: For thou ſhalt never ſee me fo 
again. Ly y af | v1.) [ Exennt. 
Enter Beſſus alone: | 140 
Beſ. They talk of Fame, I have gotten it in the Wars; 
and will afford any Man a reaſonable penny- worth: Some 
will ſay, they could be content to have it, but that it is to 
be atchiev'd with danger; but my Opinion is otherwiſe: 
For if I might ſtand ſtill in Oannon- proof, and have Fame 
full upon me, I would refuſe it: My Reputation came prin 
cipally by thinking to run away, which no Body knows 
but Mardonius, and I think he conceals it to anger me. 
Before I went to the Wars, I came to the Town a young 
Fellow, without Means or Parts to deſerve Friends; and 
my empty Guts perſwaded me to Lie, and abuſe People for 
my Meat, which I did, and they beat me: Then would 1 
faſt two Days, till my Hunger cry d out on me, Rail fall, 
then methought I had a monſtrous Stomach to abuſe em 
again, and did it. In this State I continu'd till they hung 
me up by th! Heels, and beat me wi' haſle Sticks, as iſ they 
would have baked me, and have cozen'd ſome Body wi' nie 
for Veniſon: After this I rail d, and eat quietly: For the 
whole Kingdom took notice of me for a baffſid hipt Fel- 
low, and what I ſaid was remembred in Mirth but never in 
2 Fl Dien n 5 ag a Anger, 
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Anger, of which Las glad; I would it were ac that pub 
n. After this, Heav'n calls an Aunt of mine, that left 


two hundred pound in a Couſin's Hand for me, who 
taking me to be a gallant young Spirits raiſed a Com. 
pany for me with the, Mony, and ſent, me into A.- 


menia with em: Away I would have run from them, 
but that I could get no company, and alone I durſt not 
run. I was never at Battel but once, and there I was 
running, but Mardontus Cudgel'd me; yet I got looſe 
at laſt, but was ſo. afraid, that I ſa no more than my 
Shoulders do, but fled with my whole Company amongſt 
my Enemies, and overthrew em: Now the report of 
my Valour is come over before me, and they fay I wa 
a raw young Fellow, but now Jam improv d, a e. 
their Eloquence, twill coſt me many a beating; And 44ar- 
donius might help this too, if he would; for nay they 
think to get honour on me, and all the Men I have a- 
bus'd call me freſhly worthily, as they call it by the way 


of Challenge. 
7 Euter 4 Gentleman. 
Gent. Good morrow, Captain Beſſus. \ 
Beſ. Good morrow, Sir. | 
Gent. I come to ſpeak with you. | 
Beſ. You're very welcome. 4 dll be} renin 
Gent. From one that holds himſelf wrong'd by, you 
ſome three Years ſince: Your worth he ſays is fam'd, and 
he doth nothing doubt but you will dohim right, as he · 
ſeems a Soldier. Beſ. A Pox on em, ſo they cry all. 
Gent. And a flight Note | have about me for you, 
for the delivery of which you mult excuſe me; it is an 
Office that Friendſhip calls upon me to do, and no Way 
offenſive to you; fince I deſire but right on both ſides. 
Beſ. Tis a Challenge Sir, is it not? Han 
Gene. Tis an inviting to the Field. 
Beſ. An inviting? O Sir your Mercy, what a Comple- 


ment he delivers it with? He might as agreeable to m/ 


Nature preſent me Poiſon with ſuchia Speech; Umum 
um Reputation, um um um call yon to 5 0 um um 
um forc'd to this, um um um with my Sword, um um 


um like a Gentleman, um um um dear to me, um um um 


Satiſ- 
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Satisfaction; Tis very well Sir, 1 do 973 it, bur he 
muſt await an Anſwer this thirteen Weeks 

Cent. Why Sir, he would be glad to wipe ro tis 
Stain as ſoon as he could. 

Beſ. Sir upon my credit 1am already i d to Iwo 
hundred and twelye, all which muſt have their ſtains 


. wip'd off, if that be the word, before him. 
Gent. Sir, if you be truly ingag'd but to one, heſhall | 


ſtay a competent time. 

Beſ : Upon my faith Sir, to two bundred and twelve, 
and I have a ſpent Body, too much bruis d in Bartel, fo 
that J cannot fight, I muſt 1 above three Combats 
a Day: All the indes Ican ſhew him, is to ſer him re- 
ſolvedly in my Row the two hundred and thirteenth 
Man, which is ſomething; for I tell you, I think there 
will be more after him, than before him, I think fo; 

pray you commend me to him, and tell him this. 

" Ole. I will Sir, good Morrow to you. _ 

_=_ Gentleman, 

Beſ. Good morrow good Sir. Certainly my ſafeſt way 
were to print my ſelf a Coward, with a debe how [ 


came by my Credit, and clap it upon every Poſt; I have re- 


—_ above thirty Challenges within this two Hours, 
all but the firſt put off with ingagement, and by 
ach Fortune, the firſt is no madder of fighting than I, 
ci that's referred, the place where it muſt be ended is four 
days Journey off, and 6ur Arbitrators are theſe: He has 
choſena Gentleman in Travel, and I have a ſpecial Friend 
with a quartain Ague, like to hold him this five Years, 
for mine: And when his Man comes home, we are to ex- 
pect my Friend's Health: If they would find me Challenges 
thus thick, as long as Iliv'd, I would have no other living; 
Ican make ſeven Fallin 2day o th*Paper tothe Grocers: 
Vet learn nothin by Ml 
ring of Stiles; I Pk evidently, that there is ſome onc 
Scrivener in this Town, that has a great hand in writing of 
Challenges, for they are all of a cut, and fix of em in a 
hand; and they all end, my Reputation is 1 me, and 1 
muſt requite Satisfaction. Whg s there? MorePaper I hope; 


15 tis my Lord Bacurius, I fear all is not well betw - us. 
iter 


I theſe but a lle skill in compa- 
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King, and no King. 
Enter Bacurius. _ 2 
Bal. Now Captain Beſſus, 1, come about a ler 
matter, caus d by as idle a Report: You know! you were 
a Coward. Beſ. Very right. 
Bac.. And wrong'd me. 
Beſ. True my Lord. 


138 


Bac. But now People will call you Valiant, gerek I | 


ink, yet for their ſatisfaction, I will have you fight wich 

Beſ. O my good Lord, N ee (me. 

Bac. Tell not. me of your Engagements, Captain Be/- 
ſar, it is not to be put off with an excuſe: For my 2 
part, 1 am none of the multitude that believe your C 
verſion from Coward. 

Beſ. My Lord, I ſeek no Gon, and this dare 
not to me, I am not to maintain it. 

Bac, Who then pray? 

A. Beſſus tlic e wrong d you. FR Na 

R. And ſhall Beſus the Valiant, maintain What 3 

c Coward did? 
et by: y thee "refs theſe 802 f Tricks, I ſwear 

thou ſhalt t with me, or thou 1 It b ten ex· 
treamly, 200 bd. | FW f 1 * 

Beſ. Since you provoke me thus far m y Lord, twill 
fight with, you, an and by my Sworgit ſhall Loft me twenty 
For „but! wil baye my Leg well A Mie ſoqner Pu- 
1 Ban v Your Leg? Why, what ails your Leg? rl "do 
4 Cure on you, ſtand up. 1 

Beſ. My Lord, this is not Noble in you. 

Bac. What doſt thou with ſuch a Phraſe inthy Mouth? 
T will kick thee ont of all good Words before I leave Thee. 
Beſ. M bent Itake Thi aa Puniſhment f. for the Of- 
"Jens Tad wheh I was 3 Ay be 

Bac. When hoe Ke Confels thy ſelf” he Coward 


ſtill, or by this Light Tui beat e into Spu 
oe Te Jet et 


Beſ. - 
Bac. Are! you fo Sir"! ? And + 155555 wear a S000 


then? Cont unbuckle. "Bef. Lord. | 
Bac. Unbuckle ſay, arid give ut it Far ow T live thy 
Head will ake extrewnly. 25 | Beſ. 
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- Beſi-It is a-pretty Hilt, and if your Lordſhip take an 
Affection to it, with all my Heart I preſent it to you for 


2 New-years-gift. ' © ASST 1:0 Ln 
Bac. I thank you very heartily, ſweet Captain, farewel. 
Beſ. One word more, I beſeech your Lordſhip to ren- 

der me m 33 Nen on tion, 

Bac. M. by all means Captain; cheriſh. your ſelf 

with it, and eat hard, good Captain 3 we cannot tell 

whether we ſhall have any more ſuch, Adieu dear Cap- 

tain.” * > g . 

Beſ. 1 will make better uſe of this, than of my Sword: 

A baſe Spirit has this vantage of a brave one, it keeps al- 

ways at a ftay, nothing brings it down, not beating. I 

remember 1 promig'd the King in a great Audience, that 

I would make my Back- biters eat my Sword to a Knife; 

how to get another Sword I know not, nor know any 

means left for me to maintain my Credit, but Impudence: 
therefore I will out-ſwear him and all his Followers, that 
this is all that's left uneaten of my Sword. ¶ Exir Beſſus. 

Mar. I'll move the King, he is moſt ly alter'd; 
| gueſs the cauſe I fear too right, Heav'n has ſome ſecret 
end in't, and tis a ſcourge no queſtion juſtly laid upon 
him: he was followed me through twenty Rooms; and 

ever when I ſtay to wait his command, he bluſhes like a 

Girl, and looks upon me, as if Modeſty kept in his buſi- 

neſs: ſo turns away from me, but if I go on, he follows 


me again. Fi "Pp 
Enter Arbaces. 14 1 

See, here he is. I do not uſe this, yet I know not how, 
I cannot chuſe but weep to ſee. him; his very Enemies 
[think, whoſe W ounds have bred his Fame, if they ſhould 
ſce him now, would find Tears.1'their-Eycs.. --/ 

Arb. 1 cannot utter it, why ſhould I Reer 
A Breaft to harbour Thoughts I dare not ſpeak? _ -_ 
Darkneſs is in my Boſom, and there he . 


A thouſand Thoughts that cannot brook the Light: 


How wilt thou vex em when this deed is done, 
Conſcience, that art afraid to let me name it? 
Mar. Ho do you Sir? No 


90 A Ling, and no King. 
Arb. Why very well e hom doſt than do? 
Mar. Beizar than you, I fear. T" 
Wo I hope thou art; for to be planten thats "Þ 

Thou art in elfe: n AN 

That far tranſcend Earthly material Fires "x 

Are crept into me, and there is no cure. 

Is it not ſtrange Mardonins, there's: en WE 

Mer. Sir, either I miſtake, or there: 's fomeching n 

That ou would utter to ae. 

Arb. So there is, but yet I cannot do it. 

Ae, Out with it Sir, it it be dangerous, 1 Will not 
aum te do you Service, I ſhall not eſteem my Life a 
weightier matter than indeed it is, L Eno it is ec 
to more Chances than it has hours, and I were berter 
it in my King's cauſe, than with an 2 
— ng, to a Thief; as all theſe are dN 

know what T ſhall do for 0 

Arb. It will not out: Were you wah O,, 

And bad him give my Siſter all — 143 Fi.. 

The Place affords," and give her . to ſend 5 

Ang ſpeak to whom ihe ee W. 
Me. Les Sir, I Was. * b W 
Arb. And did & 301 a ay EY Hare] 

About Tigfanes >? Mar. Yes. e 
Arb. That'sall my Buſineſs. - e eee ad! 
: Mar. I fay not ſo, (1.1414 4 th JA 1 
You had an Anſwer of chis before, Z At es 
Beſides I think this Buſineſs might 68-98 
Be utter'd more careleſrt. 

Arb. Come thou ſhalt have it out: | do beſeech the 
By all the love thou haſt n to me, 

To ſee my Siſter from me. Grau) Tote 

Mar. Well, and what? b That's all. 

Mar. That's range, | hall fay nothing to Reo! 

Arb. Not a word; #1 . N isbn 
But if thou lov*ſt me, find fome fed way S Mit t 
To make her under ſtand by ſign . 

Mar. But what ſhall I make her wtiderſftand? ? 

Arb. O 1 

Mar. You may, but I can only fee her rhen- - 


N 


ik 5 Ham 


4 


Abb. "Tis true; em ; ern * on AU 
Bear her this Ring then, and” ernennen oy 4 
On more advice, thou ſhalt ſpcak to ber: me 4 1! 
Tell her I do love my Kindred enn thou?” 

Mar. Is there no more?” f Ae chills] 

Arb. O yes, and her the beſt; a 
Better than any Brother loves his Sicher: Thars 4. 
d Mar. Methinks this bebe beendlver with 
ſuch a caution; I'll do it. 


Arb. There is more yet,), | 
Wilt thou be faithful to mne? = 

Mari Sir, if I take u pon me to delioe is afer Lhearity 
IN hrough Fire to 9 30 W en #3 OY 

love her better than a Beocher ought 3 02 ad 

Doſt thou conceive ek! — whe = 
Mar: I o not, n Lf. 2 
Arb. No, teas art dull, kneel down before hery/ 

And ne'er riſe again, till ſhe will loves; wy 1 1 
Mar. Why, I think ſnne does. . „Mer, 
Arb. But better than the does, another way 4 (16: 

As Wives love Husbands.' - Nag 
Mar. Why ] think there are few Wives that torethrir 

Husbands better than ſhe does you. 

Arb. Thou wilt not underſtand me: Tit fr? IAU 
This ſhould be utter'd plainly? take it aged "\y 
Naked as it is: I would defire her Love RY 
Laſciviouſly, lewdly, inceſtuouſſy, Lf tn 
To do's Sin that n e OW 


And thee too: Doſt thou underſtand: medow?. . 
Mar, Yes, there's your Ring again; what have | done 
Diſhoneſtly in my whole Life, name it, 
0 ou ſhould put ſo baſe a Buſineſs to me? 
. Didſt thou not tell me thou wouldſt do it 2 
Mare Yes, if Tundertook-itz but if all 
My Hairs were Lives I would not be engag 4 
In ſuch a caſe to ſave may laſt Life. - 
Arb. O guilt! ha how poor and weaka thing art thou? 
This Man that is my Servant, whom my Breath 
Might blow upon the World, might beat me here 
Having this cauſe z whilft 1, preſt down with * 4 
ou 
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Could not reſiſt him: hear Merdonius 


It was a Motion miſ-beſeeming Many]. 
And I am ſorry for it; 


7 


Mar. Heav n grant you may be ſo: you muſt under- 


ſtand, nothing that you can utter, can remove my Love 
and Service from my Prince. But otherwile, I think 1 
ſhall not love you more. For you are ſinful, and if you 
do this Crime, you ought to have no Laws. For after 
this, it will be great Injuſtice in you to puniſh any Of- 
fender for any Crime. For my ſelf, I find my Heart too 
big: I feel I have not Patience to look on: whilſt you 
run theſe forbidden courſes. Means I have none but 
you Favour, and I am rather glad that 1 ſhall loſe em 
th together, than keep em with ſuch Conditions; I 
ſhall find adwelling amongſt ſome People, where 
our Garments perhaps be courſer, we ſhall be richer 
within, and harbour no ſuch Vices in em: the Gods pre- 
ſerve and mend you n l oe bit! 
Arb. dontus, ſtay Mardonius, for though 
My preſent State requires nothing but Knaves 
To be about me, ſuch as are prepar l 
For every wicked Act, yet who does know 
But that my loathed Fate may turn about, 
And I have uſe for honeſt Men again? 
I hope I may, I prethee leave me not. 
f Enter Beſſus. 5 
Beſ. Where is the King? Mar. There. 
Beſ. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, there's the Knife. 
Arb. What Knife? A, 
Beſ. The Sword is eaten. SU Fen of 
Mar. Away you Fool, the King is ſerious, _ 
And cannot now admit your Vanities. _ 7% 
Beſ. Vanities! Im no honeſt Man, if my Enemies 
have not brought it to this; what, do you think 1 lie? 
Arb. No, no, tis well Beſus,'tis very well, l'm glad on't. 
Mar. If your Enemies brought it to this, your Ene- 
mies are Cutlers, come leave the King. 
Beſ. Why, may not Valour approach him? 
Aar. Ves, but he has Aﬀairsz depart, or I ſhall be 


* 


ſomething unmannerly with you. 4b. 
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Arb. No, let him ſtay Aardonius, let him ſtay, 
I have occaſion with him very weighty, 7 © . 
And 45 you now. Mar. Sir? 
I can ſpare you now. £2 791 
| Beſ. Mardonins give way to theſe State Affairs. 
| Mar. Indeed you are fitter for this preſent Lade 
Exit Mar. 
Arb. Beſſus, 1 ſhould imploy thee, wilt thou do't ? 
Beſ. Do't for you? by this Air Iwill do anything with- 
| out Exception, be it a good, bad, or indifferent thing. 
| Arb. Do not ſwear- 
| Beſ. By this Light but 1 will, any thing whatſoever 
| Ab. But I ſhall name the thing, 
| I Conſcience will not ſuffer thee to do. 
Beſ. I ng; fain hear that thing. | 
| Arb. Why I would have thee get my Sifter for! me; 
Thou underſtandſt me, in a wicked manner. 
Beſ. O you would have a Bout with ber? 
Ill do't, PII dot, i faith. ' 
Arb. Wilt thou, do'ſt thou make no more wh 12 | 
Beſ. More? no, why is there any hag elſe? if ther 
be, it ſhall be done too. 4 8 
Arb. Haſt thou no . ſenſe of a a Sin 2 
Thou art too wicked for my Companyec/ 
Though I have Hell within me, thou n yet 
Corrupt me further: pray thee anſwer me, | 
How do I ſhew to thee after this motion? 
Beſ. Why your Majeſty looks as well in my N Opinion, 
As ever you Ad ſince you were born. 
Arb. But thou appear ſt to me, after thy grant, 
The uglieſt, loathed, deteſtable thing | 
That I ever met with. Thou haſt Eyes 
Like the flames of Sulphur, which methinks do TY 
Iufection on me, and thou haſt a Mouth 
Enough to take me in, where there do ſtand 
Four rows of Iron Teeth. 
1 5 ] feel no ſuch thing, but tis no matter how I look, 
o my buſineſs as we as they that look better, and 
e * this is diſpatch'd, if you have a mind to your Mo- 
| ther tell me, and you ſhall [ce I'll ſer it hard. 
, Vor. I. O Arb. 
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Arb. My Mother! Heav'n forgive me to hear this, 
I am inſpir'd with horror: now I hate then 
Worſe than my Sin, which if I could come by 
Should ſuffer Death Eternal, ne'er to riſe 
In any Breaft again. Know I will wes 
Languithing mad, as I reſolve I ſhall, 
E'er I will deal by ſuch an Inſtrument : 
Thou art too finful to imploy in * 
Out of the World. away. 
Beſ. What do you mean, Sir? 
Arb. Hung round with Curſes, take they fearful fight 
Into the where mongſt all the Monfters 
If thou find'ſt one ſo beaſtly as thy ſel,” 
Thou ſhalt be held as innocent. Beſ. Good Sir. 
Arb. If there were no ſuch Inſtruments as thou, 
We Kings could never act ſuch wicked deeds: 
Seek out a Man that mocks Divinity, 
That breaks each Precept both of God and Man, 
And Nature's too, and does it without Luft, 
Meerly becaufe it is a Law, and good, 
And live with him: for him thou canſt not ſpoil. -  . 
Away I fay, I will not do this fin. 2 Beſſus. 
II prefs it here, till it do break my Breaſt, . 
It heaves to get out, but thou art a fin, 2 
And ſpight of Tora | will keep thee in. [Extt. 
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Euter Gobrias, Panthea, and Spaconia. 


Gob. H' you written, Madam? 
Pan. Yes, good Gobrias. | 
Gob. And with a Kindnebs, and fuch wes wood 
As may provoke him, at one 1 cel 
His double fault, your wrong, and his own raſhneß? 


Pan. | have ſent words enough, if words may win him 


From his diſpleaſure; and ſuch words I hope, 
As ſhall gain much upon his Goodneſs, Gobriar. 
Yet fearing they are many, qa a Woman's, 
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A poor Belief may follow, I have woven 

As many Truths within *em to ſpeak for me, © 
That if he but be gracious, and receive em 

Gob. Good Lady be not fearful; though he ſhould not 
Give 7 9 3 end in this, believe it, 

You f your Virtue can induce 
To I on t chi Tem A which I know, 

Is but a po ur Patience: 

All choſe C tbe — Spirit will artive at, 
Newer and ſweeter to you; your Royal Brother, 
When he ſhall once co himſelf, and {ec 

How far he has been aſunder from himmel; ; 

What à meer Stranger to his golden Temper: 
Muſt from thoſe Roots of Virtue, never dying, 
Though ſome what ſtopt with humour, ſhoot again 
Into a thoufand Glories, bearing his fair Branches 
High as our hopes can look at, ſtraight as Taltice, 
Loaden with ripe Contents; he lava you deatly, 
I know it, and I hope I need not farther 

Win you to underſtand it. Pan. I believe it. 
But howſoever, I am ſure I love him dearly : 

So dearly, that if any thing I write | 

For my enlarging ſhould beget his Anger, 

Heav'n be a Witneſs with 5 and my aith, 

| had rather live intomb'd here. 

Gob. You ſhall not feel a worſe ſtroke than your ore, 
Lam ſorry *tis ſo ſharp, 1 Kifs your Hand, 

And this Night will deliver this true Stoty, 
With this Hand to your Brother. 

Pan. Peace go with) you, you area good Man. [xi Gob. 
My Spaconia, why are you ever ſad thus? 

Spa. O dear Lady. : 

Pan. Prethee diſcover not a way to Sadneſs, 
Nearer than I have in me, our two Sorrows | 
Work like two eager Hawks, who ſhall get higheſt 5 
How ſhall I leſſen thine * for mine, [ fear, | 
ls eaſier known than cur'd, f 

Spa. Heav'n comfort both, be. 

And give you happy ends, however l 
Fall in my ſtubborn Fortunes. 


0 2 Pan. 
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Pan. This but teaches : 14199 
How to be more familiar with our Sorrows, 

That are too much our Maſters : Good Spaconia 
How 1hall I do you Service? ry 

Spa. Nobleſt Lady, AT net 
You make me more a Slave ſtill to your Goodneſs, 
And only live to purchaſe Thanks to pay you, 

For that is all the Buſinels of my Life : Now 
I will be bold, ſince you will have it ſo, | 
To ask à noble Favour of you. Boy 

Pan. Speak it, tis yours, for from ſo ſweet a Virtue, 
No ill demand has iſſue. 9 

Spa. Then ever virtuous, let me beg your will 
In helping me to ſee the Prince Trgranes, 

With whom I am equal Priſoner, if not more. 

Pan. Reſerve me to a greater end, Spaconia; 
Bacurius cannot want ſo much good manners 
As to deny your gentle Viſitation, 55 
Though you came only with your own Command. 

Spa. I know they will deny me, gracious Madam, 
Being a Stranger, and fo little fam'd, | 
So utter empty of thoſe Excellencies 
That tame Authority; but in you, ſweet Lady, 

All theſe are natural; beſide, a Pow'r | 
Deriv'd immediate from your Royal Brother, 

W hole leaſt Word in you may command the Kingdom. 
Pan. More than my Word Spaconia, you ſhall carr), 
For fear it fail you. n 

Spa. Dare you truſt a Token? | 2147 
Madam I fear I am grown too a bold Beggar. 

Pan. You are a pretty one, and truſt me Lad 
It joys me, I ſhall do a good to you, 856 0 
Though to my ſelf I never ſhall be happy: 

Here, take this Ring, and from me as a Token 
Deliver it; I think they will not ſtay you: 
So all your own deſires go with you, Lady. 
Spa. And {weet Peace to your Grace. | 
Pan. Pray Heav'n I find it. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Tigranes, in Priſon. ö 
ITigr. Fool that I am, I have undone my ſelf, 2 
i n 


v og 


And with my on Hand turn d my Fortune round. 
That was a fair one: I have childiſhly © + | 
Plaid with my Hope fo long, till I have broke it, 
And now too late I mourn tha O Sraconia! 
Thou haſt found an even way to thy Revenge now, 
Why didſt thou follow me like a faint Shadow, 
To wither my Deſires? But wretched Fool, 
Why did I plant thee *twixt the' Sun and me, 
To make me freeze thus? Why did I prefer her 
To the fair Princeſs? O thou Fool, thou Fool, 
Thou Family of Fools, live like a Slave ſtill, - 
And in thee bear thine own Hell and thy Torment, 
Thou haſt deſery'd : Couldſt thou find no Lady 
But ſhe that has thy hopes to put her to, | 
And hazard all thy Peace? None to abuſe, | 
But ſhe that lov'd thee ever ? poor Spaconta, 
And ſo much loy'd thee, that in Honeſty | 
And Hongur thou art bound to meet her Virtues: 
She that forgat the greatneſs of her Grief 
And Miſeries, that muſt follow ſuch mad Paſſions, 
Endleſs and wild as Women; ſhe that for ther, 
And with thee, left her Liberty, her Name, * 119 
And Country; you have paid me equal, Heav ns, 
And ſent my own Rod to correct me wit; 
A Woman: for Inconſtancy Ill ſuffer 3. 
Lay it on, Juſtice,” till my Soul melt in nme 
For my unmanly, beaſtly, ſudden doting | i 
Upon a new Face; after all my Oaths 04 
Many a ſtrange ones, a1 tren 
I feel my old Fire flame again and burn 
So ſtrong and violent, that ſhould I ſee her 
Again, the Grief and that would kill me. 
Enter Bacurius and Spacon a. 
Bac. Lady, your Token I acknowledge, you may pals; 
There 1s the King. | | 
- I thank your Lordſhip far it. Exit Bac. 
igr.She comẽs, ſhe comes, Same hide me ever from her, 
Would I were bury'd, or ſo tar remav'd | 
Light might not find me out, I dare not ſee her. 
Sa. Nay never hide your ſelf; or were you hid 
O3 Where 
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W here Earth hides all her Riches, near her Center; 
My wrongs without more day would light me to you: 
I muſt fpeak e&'er I die; were all your Greatneſs 
Doubled upon you, you're a perjur'd Man, 

And only mighty in your Wiekedneſs 101.3 

Of wroogeey Women. Thou art falſe, falſe Prince; 

I live to {ce it, poor Spacnnia lives I 5 

To tell thee thou art falſe; and then no mare; 

She lives to tell thee thou art more unconſtant, 

'T han all ill Women ever were together. 

Thy Faith is firm as raging Over-tlows, 

That no Bank can command; as laſting 

As Boys gay Bubbles, blown 1'th* Air and broken: 

The Wind is fixt to thee; and ſooner ſhall 

The beaten Mariner with his ſhrill whiſtle © 

Calm the loud murmur of the troubled Main, 

And ſtrike it ſmooth again; than thy Soul tall 

To have peace in Love with any: Thou art all 

That all good Men muft hate; and if thy Story 

Shall tell ſucceeding Ages what thou wert, 

O let it Fpare me in it, Teſt true Lovers, | 

In Pity ot my wrong, burn thy black Legend, 

And with their Curſes, ſhake; thy ſleeping Aſhes. 
Spa. The Deſtinies, Ihope, have pointed out 

Our Ends, that thou maiſt die for Love, 

Though not for me; for his aſſure thy ſelf, 

The Princeſs hates thee deadly, and will ſooner 

Be won to marry with a Bull, and ſafer, | 

Than ſuch a Beaſt as thou art. I have ſtruek, 

I tear, too deep; beſhrow me for't; Sir, 

This Sorrow works me like a cunning Friendſhip, 

Into the ſame Piece with it; tis aſham'd, 

Alas, I have been too rugged : Dear my Lord, 

J am ſorry I have ſpoken any Thing, 

Indeed I am, that may add more reſtraint 

To that too much you have: Good Sir, be pleas'd 

To think it was a Fault of Love, not Malice; 

And do as I will do, forgive it Prince. | 


1 do, and can forgive the greateſt Sins To 
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To me you can, repent | of z- pray believe. 
Ter. O my Spaconia' O thou virtuous: Woman! 
Sa. No mote, the King Sir. | 
Enter Arbaces, . — and Mardoaine. 
Arb. Have you been carctuliof our noble Priſoner, 
That he want nothing fitting for his Greatneis? | 
Bac. I hope his Grace will quit me for my care, Sir. 
Arb. 'Tis well. Royal Tigranet, Health. 4 
Tigr. More than the ſtrictneſs of this place can give, Sir, 
I offer back again to great Arbaces. 
Arb. We thank you, worthy Prince, and pay excuſe us, 
ul, have not ſeen you ſince your being heres! | 
Wiebe your noble Uſage bas been equal 
our own Perſon: Vour impriſonment, 
i it Wo any, I dare ſay is cafe, 
And ſhall not laſt two days. 
Tigr. J thank you; þ 
My uſage here has been the ſame it was, é b 
Worthy a Royal Conqueror. For my Reſtraint, 
It came unkindly, becauſe much. untook'd lors | 
But I muſt bear it. | 
Arb. What Lady's chat Bacurius s 
Bac. One of the "Princek Women, Sir. 
Arb. I fear'd it, why comes the hither? 
Bac. To ſpeak with the Prince Tigranes. 
Arb. From whom, Bacurins f 
Bac, From the Princeſs, Sir. 
Arb. I knew | had ſeen her. 
Mar. His Fit begins to take him now again, 
"Tis a ſtrange Feaver, and twill ſhake us a anon, Lear, 
Would he were well cur'd of this raging Folly: : 
Give me the Wars, where Men are mad, and may talk 
what they liſt, and held the braveſt Fellows ; ; this pelting 


prating Peace is good for nothing: Drinking a Virtue 
to't. 


Arb. I ſee there's Truth in no Man, woe Obodicace; 
But for his own Ends: Why did you let her in? 
Bac. It was your own Command to bar none from 
him; beſides, the Princeſs feng her Ring, Sir, for my 


Warrant. 
0 4 Avb. 
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| | 0 
Arb. A Token to Tiprayes, did ſhe not? 
Sir, tell truth. Bac. I do not uſe to lie, Sir, 
"Tis no way I eat, or live by, and I thin 
This is no Token, Sir. | wen | 
Mar. This Combat has undone him: If he had been 
well beaten, he had been temperate; I ſhall never ſee 
him handſome again, till he have a Horſe- man's Staff 
oaks thorow his Shoulders, or an Arm broken with a 
Dullee. pt | 

Arb. J am trifled with. Bac. Sir? 

Arb. I know it, as I know thee to be falſe. 

Mar. Now the clap comes. 

Bac. You never knew me ſo, Sir, I dare ſpeak it, 
And durſt a worſe Man tell me, though my better 

Mar. Tis well ſaid, by my Soul. 

Arb. Sirrah, you anſwer as you had no Life. 

Bac. 'T hat I fear, Sir, to loſe nobly. 

Arb. I fay, Sir, once again. 

Bac. You may ſay what you pleaſe, Sir, 

Would 1 might do ſo. 4 

Arb. Iwill, Sir, and ſay openly, this Woman carries 
Letters, by my Life I know ſhe carries Letters, this Wo- 
man does it. 1 

Mar. Would Beſus were here to take her aſide and 
ſearch her, he would quickly tell you what ſhe carried, dir. 

Arb. Thave found it out, this Woman carries Letters. 

Mar. If this hold, *twill be an ill World for Bawds, 
Chamber-maids and Poſt-boys. I thank Heav'n I have 
none but his Letters Patents, things of his own inditing- 
Arb. Prince, this cunning cannot do't. 

Tigr. Do what, Sir? I reach you not. 

Arb. It ſhall not ſerve your turn, Prince. 

Tigr. Serve my turn, Sir? 

Arb. Ay, Sir, it ſhall not ſerve your turn. 

Tigr. Be plainer, good Sir, 

Arb. This Woman ſhall carry no more Letters back 
to your Love Pantbea, by Heav'n ſhe ſhall not, I ſa) 
ſhe ſhall not. &y | 

Mar. This would make a Saint ſwear like a Soldier. 

Ter. This beats me more, King, than the blows you 
gave me, | Ar b, 


— — — 
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You may live to have need of ſuch a Virtue, | 


fling; end ws/Ving. 201 


Arb. Take em away both, and together let them 
Priſoners be, ſtrictly and cloſely kept, or Sirrah, Jour 
Life ſhall anſwer _ and bee no Body ſpeak with em 
hereafter. _* * 

Tigr. Well, 1 am ſubject to you, Alt HG 
And indure theſe Paſſions: © © 
This is the Impriſonment IT have look'd for always. 
And the dearer PREV I would chuſe. 

[Exennt Tigr. Spa. Bac. 

Mar. Sir, you have done well now. 

Arb. Dare you reprove it? Mor. No. 

Arb. Y ou muſt be croſſing me. 

Mar. I have no Letters, Sir, to anger you, 

But a dry Sonner of my Corporal's 2 
To an old Suttler's Wife, and that PII burn, Sir. 10 
Tis like to prove a fine Age for the Ignorant. ; 

Arb. How dar'ſt thou ſo often forfeit thy Life? H 


Thou know'ft 'tis in my Power to take it. LA. 
Mar. Ves, and I know you wo'not, orif you 1 N | 

mils it quickly. | 
Arb. Why? 


Mar. Who ſhall tell you of theſe childiſh Follies M 
When I am dead? Who ſhall put to his Power 
To draw thoſe Virtues out of a flood of Hmough,” f, 
When they are drown'd, and make em ſhine again? ' 
No, cut my Head off: 

Then you may talk, and be believed, and grow mock 

And have your too ſelf-glorious Temper h 

Into a deep Sleep, and the Kingdom with you, 

Till foreign Swords be in your Throats, and Slaughter 
Be every where about you like your Flatterers. 

Do, kill me. 

Arb. Prithee be tamer, good Mardonius, 

Thou know'ſt I love thee, nay I honour thee, + 
Believe it good old Soldier, 1 am thine; | 
But I am rack*d clean from my ſelf, bear with we, 
Woot thou bear with me, my Mar K | 
Enter Gobrias. - (temperate, 
Mar. There comes a good Man, love him _ he's 


7 


Rage i is not ſtill in Faſhion, 
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Arb. Welcome good Gobrias. 

Gob. My Service and this Letter to e 

Arb. From whom? 

Gob. From the rich Mine of Virtue and —_ 
Your mournful Siſter, 

Arb. She is in Priſon, Gobrias, i is ſhe not? 
Gab. She is, Sir, till your pleaſure to enlarge * | 
Which on my Knees I beg. Oh 'tis not fit, 

That all the Sweetneſs of the World i in one, 
The Youth and Virtue chat would tame wild Tygers, 
And wilder People, that have known no Manners, 
Should live thus cloiſter d up; for your Loves a 
If there be any in that noble Heart, 
To her a wretched Lady, and forlorn, 
Or for her Love to you, which is as much 
As Nature and Obedience ever gave, 

Have pity on her Beauties. 

Arb. Pray thee ſtand up; Tis true, the is too 4 
And all theie Commendations but her own, 

Would thou haſt never ſo commended her, 
Or I ne'er liv'd to have heard it, Gobrias; | 

If thou but know'ſt the wrong her Beauty does her, - 
Thou wouldſt in pity of her be a Liar; 

Thy Ignorance: has drawn me wretched Man, 
Whither my ſelf nor thou can'ſt well tell: O my Fate! 
J think ſhe loves me, but I fear another 

Is deeper in her Heart: How think'ſt thou, Gobrias? 

Gab. I do beſeech your Grace believe it not, (ter. 

For let meperiſhif it be not falſe. Good Sir, read herLet- 

Me. This Love, or what a Devil it is 1 know not, 
begets more Miſchief than a Wake. Lhad rather be well 
beaten, ftary'd, or lowſie, than live within the Air ont. 
He that had ſeen this brave Fellow charge through 4 
Grove of Pikes but rother day, and look upon him now, 
will ne'er believe his Eyes again: If he continue thus but 
two days more, a Taylor may beat him with one 

tied behind him, 
Arb, Alas, ſhe would be at liberty. 
And there be a thouſand Reaſons Gabrias, 

2 4 houſands that will _— t: 


Which 
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Which if * the knew, ſhe would contentedly 
Be where ſhe is: And blefs her Virtues for it, 
And me, though ſhe were cloſer, ſhe would, Gobrias, 
Good Man indeed ſhe would. 
Gab. Then, Sir, for her Satis ien, 
Send for her, and with Reafon make her know 
Why ſhe muſt live thus from you. 3 | 
Arb. I will; go bring her to me. [ Exeunt. 
Entev Beſſus, to Sword. men, and a Boy. mm 
Beſ. You're yery welcome both; fome Stools Boy, 
And reach a Table; Gentlemen oth? Sword, 
Pray ſit without more r be ery Child. 
 haye been eurious in the ſearching 
Becaufe 1 underſtand you wiſe and 2 Peron | 
1 Sw. We underſtand our ſelves, Sir. | 
Beſ. Nay, Gentlemen, and dear Friends o'th' Sword, 
No Complement I pray, but to the Cauſe A 
I — which in few, is my Honour. | 
>. You, cannot hang too much, Sit, for your Honour, 
fer to your Cauſe. 
Beſ. Be wiſe, and ſpeak Truth, my firſt doubt ie, 
My beating by my Prince. 
1 Sw, Stay there a little, Sir, do you doubt a beating? 
Or have you had a beating by your Prince? 6 
Beſ. Gentlemen o'th* Sword, my Prince hasbeatenme. 
2 Sw. Brother, what think you * this caſe? | 
1 Sw. If he has heaten him, — caſe is clear. 
a 2 Sw. If he have beaten him, I —_ the caſe; 
. But how? We cannot be too ſubti 


this dußnelz, 
n I fay, but how? | 
Beſ. Even with his Royal Hand. 
0 1 Sy, Was it a blow of Love, or Indignation? 
a Beſ. "T'was twenty blows of Indignation, N 
5 Befides two Blows o*th' Face. 
[ 2 Sw. Thoſe blows o*th?* Face have made a new San 


d The reſt were but an horrible Rudeneſs. 
! Sv. Two blows o'th' Face, and given by a worſe 
Man, J muſt confefs, as the Sword - men ſay, had turt d 
we buſineſs: Mark we, Brother, by a worſe Man: But 
being by his n had they been ten, and _ ten 
f n 


— 
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drawn Teeth, beſides the hazard of his Noſe" or ever; 
all this had been, but Favours: Thus is my flat Opinion, 
which Fll die in. 

2 Sw. The King may do much, Captain, believe it; for 
had he crack'd your Scull through, like a Bottle, or broke 
a Rib or two with toſſing of you, yet you had loſt no 
Honour: This is ſtrange you may imagine, but e is F 
Truth now, Captain. pl 

_* Beſ. I will be glad to embrace it, Gentlemen; N 
But how far may be ſtrike me? v 

1 Sw. There is another: A new Cauſe riſing from the 
time and diſtance, in which I will deliver my Opinion: 

He may ſtrike, bear, or cauſe to be beaten: For theſe L 
are natural to Man: Your Prince, I ſay, may beat you, 
ſo far forth as his Dominion reacheth, that's - the di- 


ſtance; the time, ten Miles a day, I take it. 4 
2. Sw. Brother, you err, tis fifteen Miles a day, 
His ſtage is ten, is beatings are fifteen. - | 7 


Bef. Tis the longeſt, but we Subjects muſt 
1 Sw. Be ſubject to it; you are wiſe and virtuous. 

Beſ. 8 ever makes that noble uſe on't, | 
To which I dedicate my beaten Body; | B 
Imuſt trouble youa little 3 o'th' von 

2 Sw. No trouble at all to us, Sir, if we may 

Profit your Underſtanding, we are bound 

—_ . of our Calling to utter our Opinions, 


and diſcreet! 
89% My ſoreſt — LEP is, I have been lick d. | t. 
2 Sw. How far, Sir? 
Beſ. Not to flatter my ſelf in it, all over, my Sword 
forc'd,bur not loſt ; for diſcreetly I rendred it, to ſave chat 
7 Imputation. 
1 v. It ſhew'd Diſcretion, the beſt part of Valour. 
2 Sw. Brother, this is a pretty cauſe, pray pong ont; 
Our Friend here has been kick d. 
251¹5 1 Sw. He has ſo, Brother. 


Sw, Sorely he ſays: Now, had he ſet down here te 
Upon the meer kick, t had been Cowardly.” F 
| 1 1 Sw. I think it had been ll indeed. B 


2 Sw. But our Friend has redeem'd it, in delivering 


TS a. 
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His Sword without Compulſion; and that: 1 

That took it of him, I ne weak nee 
And his Kicks Nullities. 6 N 
He ſhould have kick d him after the delivering, 
Which is the confirmation of a Coward. 

1 Sw. Brother, I take it, you miſtake the Queſtions J 
For, ſay that 1 were kick'd. | 

2 Sw. I muſt not ſay ſo; 

Nor I muſt not here it ſpoke by the Tongue of Man. 
You kick'd, dear Brother ! You're me 114 

1 Sv. But put the Caſe I were kick 2 | 13 

2 Sw, Let them put it that are things weary of their 
Lives, and know not Honour; put the Caſe you were 

1 Sw. I do not ſay I was kick'd. (kick'd? 

2 Sw,” Nor no ſilly Creature that wears his head without 
2 Caſe, his Soul ina Skin-coat : You kick'd, dear Brother? 

Beſ. Nay Gentlemen, let us do what we ſhall do, 
Truly and honeſtly; good Sirs to the queſtion. - | 

dv. Why then I ſay, ſuppoſe your Boy kick d, Captain? 

2 Sw. The Boy may be ſuppos d is liable. 

1 Sw, A fooliſh forward zeal, Sir, in my Friend 5 
But to the Boy, ſuppoſe the Boy were n. | 

Beſ. I do ape * | 

1 Sw. Has your Boy a Sword? 

Beſ. Surely no; I pray ſuppoſea Sword too. [- 

Sv. Ido ſuppoſe it; yougrant yourBoy was kick d then. 

2 Sw. By no means Captain, let it pee ls 
the word Grant, makes not for us. 

1 Sw. | ſay this muſt be granted. "6 | 

2 Sw, This muſt be granted, Brother? „Nr 

1 Sw, Ay, this muſt be granted. Ne? 

2 Ow, ** this pes TEE 8 

Sw. ] ſay this mu t ter. 

2 Sw. Ak give me ST again, rothen n 

1 Sw. I will not hear you, Waſp. 

2 Sw. Brother, I ſay you palter, the Muſt three times 
together; 1 wear as ſharp Steel as another Man, and my 
Fox bites as deep, muſted, my dear EMT: 

But to the cauſe again. | | 

Beſ. Nay look you Gentlemen. wore nn el gt 


Once more fuppole the Boy kick d. 2 Sw; F 
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2 Gw. In a word, I ha' done. ; 
1 Sw. A tall Man but intemperate, tis great 


y 


ward. 
1 Sw. And being thoro w y kick'd, laughs at the Kicker, 
2 Sw. So much for us; 
1 &. And in this 5 Scorn, as 1 mily call it, 

Delivers up his Weapon; where lies the Error? 


* It lies i'th' beatin Sir, Ifound it four days ſince. 


The Error, and a ſore ont a9 take we 

Lies in the thing kicking. 

Beſ. 1 underſtand that well, tis ſo indeed Sie. - 

1 Sw. That is according to the Man that did it. 
2 dv. There ſpringsa new Branch, whoſe was the Foot? 
— A Lord's. 
The cauſe is mighty, but had it been two Lund, 
kn x both had — you, if you laugh, tis clear. 

did lau 

But ow will — help me, Gentlemen: 3h 

2 ö. Yes, it ſhall help you if you laugh'd aloud. 

Beſ. As loud as a kick d Man could laugh, I laught Sir, 

I SW. My Reaſon now, the valiant Man is Engen 
By ſufferin * contemning; you have © 
Evi h off both, and you are valiant. | 

2 85. If he be ſure he has been kick · d enough * 
For that brave ſufferarice you ſpeak of . 
Conliſts not in a beatitig and away, . 
But in a cudgell'd Body, from tighteen 
To eight and 4 in a Head rebuk d 
With Pots of all ſize, de _ 5 Stools, an! Bed-ſtayes; 
This ſhows a valiant 

Beſ. Then Iam valiant, as valiant as the proudeſt, 
For theſe are all familiar things to me; 
| Famihiar as my Sleep, or want of Mony, 
All my whole Body's but one bruiſe with beating, 
I think I have been Cudgell'd with all Nations, 
And almoſt all Religions. 
2 òw. Embrace him Brother, this Man is valiant. 
I know it by my ſelf, he's valiant. 
1 Sw. Captain thou art a'valiant Gentleman, 
To bide upon, a very valiant Man. PRION 


F. 


| Bacrrius whoſe oot has ſtruck 
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- Be M al- Friends o- th* Sword, | muſt reque 
29 70 pkg 2 Sw. Tis fit it ſhould be. a 


t me 1 Pen and ink within: 


4 1 14 Be ntlemen ? 

1 Sw. Sir, the World has taken notice what we have done, 
Make much of your Body, for I'll pawn mu Steel, 

Men will be coyer of their Legs 

Beſ. 1 muſt requeſt you go longan reſlify totheLord 

ow you find 

2 Sw. We will, and tell — he must be furd, 
orthere are thoſe abroad, will rule his Lordſhip. Bec. 

Enter Arbaces ar one Door, and Gobrias and Panthes 

at another. 

Goh. Sir, hee? sthe Princeſs. 

Arb. Leave us then alone, | N 
For the main cauſe of her Impriſonment | | 
Muſt not be heard by any but her ſelf. [Evie Gob. 
You're welcome Sifter, and would to Heay'n * 
could ſo bid you by another Name: 
lf you above love not ſuch Sins as theſe, v 
Circle my Heart with Thoughts as cold as Snow © © 
To quench theſe rifing Flames that harbour here. 

Pan. Sir, does it pleaſe you I ſhould fpeak? 

Arb. Pleaſe me? 

Ay, more than all the art of Muſick cally Nel 
Thy Speech doth pleaſe me, for it ever ſounds, | © 
As thou brought'{t joyful News; $3 
And yet ir is not fit thou ſhouldſt be heard: 
pray thee think ſo. Pan. Be it fo, I will. 
Am I the firſt that ever had a wrong 

So far from being fit to have redreſs, 

That *rwas urifit do hear it? I will back 

To Prifon, rather than diſquiet you, Wine 
And wait till it be fit. No, do not 5 9 
For 1 will hear thee wich a ſcrious Thought : Ys 

I have collected all that's Man about mmm 
Together ſtrongly, and 1 am reſolv'd | e 
To hear thee largely, but I do beſeech thee, 
Do not come nearer to me, for there is 
Something in that, that wilt undo us both- 


Pan. 
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Pan. Alas Sir, am I Venome? Arb. ves, to meß 


Though of thy. ſelf I think thee to be NA 


In equal degree of heat or cold, 
As —— Yet as unſound Men 


Convert the ſweeteſt and / ts + ce ; 


Into Diſeaſes; ſo ſhall I diſtemper d, pa 
Do thee, I pray thee draw no ncarer to — * 


Pau. Sir, this is that I Would: ee ten 


Shur from the World, and uhr it thould — a 


Is all I wiſh to know« 3 8 5 e 7 7 4 "oe + | 


Arb. Why aredit.meyRentbra,.. WY * 1 ww 74 


ee Dre ein 


hy loving Brother, that there is a Cauſe 


cient, yet unſit — Habla 5.2 


— might undo thee everlaſtin 2 alt * 31 

Only =, 

By Heaven tis true, believe it if thou canſt. $ 
Pan.' Children and Fools-are ever ene 5 

And I am both, I think, for I believe; 


If you diſſemble, he it on your heads; 
I'll back unto my Priſon: Vet methinkks 
I mi rr ug 07 
For in my ſelf, I find I know not what * 


To call it, but it Fro gelite i: 7 94tls 1244 


To 9 en. ans _—_ 
eee 
Dex iſe, e A je 7 1 eu 
ere am Would: you be Why at's C "i 
You are Imptifon'd, dat you may note WY 
Where la 
P, an. Then! * 8 Heas! n keen * ou. 


Arb. Nay, yon ſhall hear the Caſe in ſhort, Pautbea; 


And when — hear ſt it, thou wilt bluſh for me, 
And hang thy Head gown like a Wollen gar 5 
Full of the morning Dew: IJbere is a way 

To gain thy Frecdom, but tis ſuch a one 

As puts on in worſe Bondage, and I know ,.. 

Thou wouldſt encounter Fire, and make a Proof 
Whether the Gods have care of Innocence. 
Nen than follow it: Kno that I have loſt, 


ear; vilt thou but cr 408) ae 
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» Yr. 3] 
The only difference betwixt Man and Beaſt, 
My Reaſon. Pan. Heav'n forbid. 
Arb. Nay 'tis gone; 
And I am left as far without a Bound. 
As the wild Ocean, that obeys the Winds; 
Each ſudden Paſſion throws me where it liſts, 
And overwhelms all that oppoſe my Will: 
have beheld thee with a luitful Eye: 
My Heart is ſet on wickedneſs to act 
uch ſins with thee, as I have been afraid 
To think of, if thou dar'ſt conſent to this, 
Which I beſeech thee do not, thou may ſt gain 
Thy Li „and yield me a content; 
If not, thy dwelling muſt be dark and cloſe,  ... 
Where J may never ſec thee; for Heav'n knows, 
That laid this puniſhment upon my Pride, 
Thy ſight at ſome time will enforce my Madneſs - 
To make a ſtart e' en to thy Ravithing ;/ | 
Now ſpit upon me, and call all Reproaches 
Thou canſt deviſe together, and at once © . - _ + 
Hurl 'em againſt me; for I am a Sickneſss 
As killing as the Plague, ready to ſeize thee? 
Pan. Far be it from me to revile the King 
But it is true, that I ſhall rather chule'  - | 
To ſearch out Death, that elſe would ſearch out me, 
And in a Grave ſleep with my Innocence. 
Than welcome ſuch a Sin: It is my Fate 
To theſe croſs Accidents I was ordaimd / 1: * 
And muſt have patience; and but that A 0 
Have more of Woman in em than my Heart,; 
would not weep: Peace emer young 6 
Arb. Farewel, and good Panthes pray for me, 
Thy Prayers are pure, that I may finds Dean 


However ſoon before my Paſſions groe . 
That they forget what I defire n n ĩðĩß 
For thither they are tending; H that E 3. 


Then ſhall force thee tho” thou wert à Virgin 
By vow to Heav'n, and ſhall pull-aheap © 

f — yet uninvented fin upon me: 
* ir, I will pray for you, yet you ſhall know 
OL. I. 


* 
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It is a ſullen Fate that governs us, | * 


For I could with as heartily as you 


I were no Siſter to you, I ſhould they — 
Imbrace your lawful Love, fooner than Health. 


Arb. Couldſt thou affect me then? 
Pan. So perfectly, | 
That as it is, I ne'er ſhall way my Heart 


To like another. Arb. Then I curfe my Birth, 


Muſt this be added to my Miſeries 


That thou art willing too? Is there no ſtop 
To our full Happinets, but theſe meer ſounds 


Brother and Sifter ? 

Pan. 'There is nothing elle, 

But theſe alas will ſeparate us more 
Than twenty Worlds betwixt us. 

Arb. I have liv'd | 
To conquer Men, and now am overthrown 
Only by words, Brother and Siſter: Where 
Have thoſe words dwelling? I will find em out, 
And utterly deftroy em; but they are 
Not to be graſp'd: Let 'em be Men or Beaſts, 
And I will cut em from the Earth; or Towns, 
And I will. raze em, and then blow 'em up: 
Let 'em be Seas, and I will drink em off, 
And yet have, unquench'd fire left in my Breaſt: 
Let em be any thing but, meerly Voice. : 

Pan. But tis not in the pow'r of any Force, 
Or Policy, to conquer them. 

Arb. Panthee, what ſhall we do? 

Shall we ftand firmly here, and gaze our Eyes out? 

Pan. Would I conld do fo, | 
But I ſhall weep out mine. 

Arb. Accurſed Man, | 
Thou bought'ft thy Reaſon at too dear a rate, 
For thou haſt all thy Actions bounded in 
With curious Rules, when ev'ry Beaſt is free: 
What is there that acknowledges a Kmdred 
But wretched Man? Who ever faw the Bull 
Fearfully leave the Heifer that he lik'd, 
Becauſe they had one Dam? 


* 
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Pan. Sir, J diſturb you and my. elf too; 
'Twere better I were gone 
Arb. I will not be to fooliſh as I was, 
Stay, we will love juſt as becomes our Births, 
No otherwiſe : Brothers and Siſters may 
Walk hand in hand together; fo will we. 
Come nearer: Is there any hurt in this? 
Pan. I hope not. 
Arb. Faith there is none at all: 
And tell me truly now, is there not one 
You love above me? 
Pan. No, by Heav'n. 
Ab. Why yet you ſent unto Tigranes, Siſter. 
Pan. True, but for another: For the Truth 
Arb. No more. 
I'll credit thee, thou canſt not lie, 
Thou art all Truth. 
Pan, But is there nothing elſe, 
That we may do, but only walk? Methinks 
Brothers and Siſters lawfully may kiſs; | - 
Arb. And ſo they may, Pantbea, ſo will we, 
And kiſs again too; we were too {crupulous, 
And fooliſh, but we will be ſo no more. 
Pan. If you have any Mercy, let me go 
To Priſon, to my Death, to a ny thing: 
feel a Sin growing upon my — 
Worſe than all Al che, hotter 1 ours. | 
Arb. That is impoſſible, what ſhou'd we do? 
Pan. Flie Sir, for Heav'ns ſake. 
Arb. So we muſt away, _ - 
Sin grows upon us more by this delay. 
Wow n ways. 


. 
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KOF V. SCENE I. 
Enter Mardonius and Lygones. 


8 the King has ſeen your Commiſion, as 
believes it, Sid freely by this Warrant gives 


you Power to viſit Prince Tjgranes, yout noble — | uz 
P 2 . 


. 
Hg. 1 thank his Grace, and kiſs his Hand. 


Mar, Butis the main of all your buſineſs ended in this? 


Lyg. I have another, but a worſe, I am aſham'd it is 
a buſineſs. | | 
Mar. You ſerve a worthy Perſon, and a Stranger 1 am 
ſure you are; you may imploy me if you pleaſe without 
you, Purſe, ſuch Offices thould ever be their own Re- 
wards. 
Lys. I am bound to your Nobleneſs. N 
Mar. I may have need of you, and then this courteſie, 
If it be any, is not ill beſtowed; 
But may I civilly deſire the reſt? 
I ſhall not be a hurter if no helper. | 
Hg. Sir you ſhall know I have loſt a fooliſh Daughter, 
And with her all my Patience, pilfer'd away 
By a mean Captain of your King's. 
Mar. Stay there, Sir: | | 
If he have reach'd the Noble worth of Captain, 
He may well claim a worthy Gentlewoman, 
Though ſhe were yours, and Noble. ono 
Lyz. I grant all that too: But this wretched Fellow 
Reaches no further than the empty Name 
That ſerves to feed him; were he valiant, 
Or had but in him any noble Nature 
That might hercafter promiſe him a good Man, 
My Cares were ſo much lighter, my Grave 
A ſpan yet from me. 431 
Aar. confeſs ſuch Fellows 
Be in all Royal Camps, and have and muſt be, 
To make the Sin of Coward more deteſted 
In the mean Soldier, that with ſuch a foil 
Sets off much Valour. By deſcription 
I ſhould now gueſs him to you, it was Beſſus,  _ 
I dare almoſt with confidence pronounce it. (tis he. 
D. 'Tis ſuchaſcuryy Name as Beſs, and now Ithink 
Mar. Captain do you call him? 
Believe me, Sir, you have a miſery LSE 
Too mighty for your Age: A Pox upon him, 
For that muſt be the end of all his Service: 
Your Daughter was not mad, Sir? 


1 
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Lyz. No, would the had been, 

The fault had had more credit: I would do ſomething. 

Mar. I would fain counſel you, but to what I know 
not, he's ſo below a beating, that the Women find him 
not worthy of their Diſtaves, and to hang him were to 
caſt away a Rope; he's ſuch an Airy, thin, unbodied 
Coward, that no Revenge can catch him: T'll tell you, 
Sir, and tell you truth; this Raſcal fears neither God 
nor Man, he has been ſo beaten: Sufferance has made 
him Wainſcot; he has had fince he was firſt a Slave, at 
leaſt three hundred Daggers ſet. in's Head, as little Boys 
do new Knives in hot Meat, there's not a Rib in's Body 
o'my Conſcience that has not been thrice broken. with 
dry beating: And now his Sides look like two. Wicker 
Targets, every way bended; Children will ſhortly take 
him for a Wall, and ſet their Stone-bows in his Fore- 
head, he is of ſo baſe a Senſe, I cannot in a Week ima- 
gine what ſhall be done to him. ty ith | 

He. Sure 1 have committed ſome great Sin 
That this Fellow ſhould be'made my Rod, 

I would ſee him, but I ſhall have no Patience. 

Mar. *Tis no great matter if you have not: If a La- 
ming of him, or ſuch a toy may do you pleaſure, Sir, he 
has it for you, and I'll help you to him: tis no news to 
him to have a Leg broken, or Shoulder out, with be- 
ing turn'd o'th* Stones like a Tanſiè: Draw not your 
Sword if you love it; for on my Conſcience his Head 
will break it: we uſc him th* Wars like a Ram to ſhake: 

a Wall withal. Here comes the very Perſon of him, do 
as you ſhall find your Temper, I mult leave you: But 


* 


if you do not break him like a Bisket, you are much to 
blame, Sir. „„ „ 
Euter Beſſus and the Sword men. 
Ig. Is your Name Beſſus 2. RE 747798 
Beſ. Men call me Captain Beſuw,  _, 
Lyz. Then Captain Beſſus, you are a rank Raſcal, with- 
out more Exordiums, a dirty frozen Slave; and with 
the favour of your Friends here, I will beat you. 
2 Sw. Pray ule your Pleaſure, Sir, 
You ſcem to be a Gentleman. 


P 3 g. 
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Hg. Thus Captain Beſſus, thus; thus twinge your Noſe, 
thus kick, thus tread ou. 
Beſ 1 do beſeech you yield your cauſe, Sir, quickly. 
Ha. Indeed I thould have told that firſt. 
Beſ. 1 take it fo. f | 
1 Sy, Captain, he ſhould indeed, he is miſtaken. 
Lys. Sir, you ſhall have it quickly, and more beating, 
you have ſtol'n away a Lady, Captain Coward, and ſuch 
an one. Boats him, 
Beſ. Hold, 1 beſeech you, hold Sir, I never yet ſtole 
ny living thing that had a Tooth about it, | 
Hg. I know you dare he, e 
Beſ. With none but Summer Whores upon my Lite, 
Sir, my Means and Manners never could attempt above 
a Hedge or Haycock. = 1 
- Lys. Sirrah, that quits not me, where is this Lady? 
Do that you do not ule to do tell truth, or by my Hand, 
I'll beat your Captains Brains out, waſh em, and put em 
in again, that will I. | | 
Beſ. There was a Lady, Sir, I malt confeſs, once in 
my charge: The Prince Tigranes gave her to my Guard 
for her ſafety, how 1 us'd her ſhe may her felt report, 
ſhe's with the Prince now: I did but wait upon her like 
a Groom, which ſhe will feſtifie I'm ſure: If not, my 
Brains are at your ſervice when you pleaſe, Sir, and glad 


1 have em for you. 2 87 8 | 

He. This is moſt likely, Sir, I ask you pardon, and 
am lorry I was ſo intemperate. * ology 

Beſ. Well, I can ask no more, you will think it 
ſtrange not to have me beat you at firſt fight. 

Hg. Indeed I would, but I know your Goodneſs can 
forget twenty beatings, you muſt forgive me. N 

Beſ. Yes, there's my Hand, go where you wall, I 
fall think you a valiant Fellow for all this. 

Hg. My Daughter. is a Whore, I feel it now too ſen- 
ſible; yet I will ſee her, diſcharge my ſelf from being 
Father to her, and then back to my Country, and there 
dic: farewel Captain. | [Exit Lygo- 

Beſ. Farewel, Sir, farewel, Commend me to the Gen- 
tlewoman I pray, 1 85 
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1 Sw. How now Captain? Bear up, Man.” 

Beſ. Gentlemen o'th* Sword, your Hands once more 
I have been kick'd again, but the fooliſh Fellow is Pe- 
nitent, has ask d me Mercy, and my Honour fate. 

2 Sw. We knew that, or the oolüh Fellow had 
better have kick'd his Grandfar, 

Beſ. Confirm, confirm, I pray. 

12 There be our Hands again, now let him come 
he was not ſorry, and he ſlecps for it. 0 
WY Alas good ignorant old Man, let him go, let him 
go, cheſe courſes will undo him. Exeunt. 
Enter Lygonts and Bacurius. 

Bac. My Lord, your Authority is good, and Lam glad 
it is ſo, for my conſent would never hinder you from ſee- 
ing your own King, lama Miniſter, but not a Governor 
of this State, yon er is your Ki ll leave you. ¶ Exit. 

Enter Tigranes 4 Spaconia, 
YE There he is indeed, and with him my difloyal Child. 
gr. Ido perceive my Hultſo much, that yet methiaks 
8 ſhouldſt not have forgiven me. | 
196 Health to your Majeſty. 
gr. What? Good Lygones welcome, what buſineſs 
3 thee hither? 

Lyz. Several buſineſſes. My publick buſineſſes will 
appear by this, I have a Meſſage to deliver, which if ir 
pleaſe you ſo to authorize, is an Embaſſage from the Ar- 
menian State, unto Arbaces for your Liberty: The Offer's 
there ſet down, pleaſe you to read it, 

Tigr. There is no alteration happened: Gnce I came 


thence? 


7: None, Sir, all is as it was. 

gr. And all ou Friends arc well? 

Hg. All ve 

Se. Thoug Alber bave done nothing but what was good, 


dare not fre. my Father, it was fault enough not to ac- 


quaint him with that good. 
Lys. Madam, I ſhould have ſeen you. 
Sa. O good Sir forgive me. 
He. Yorgive you, why? I am no kin to you, am 1? 


Se. Should it be meaſur'd by my mean deſerts, indeed 


you are not, P 4 Lys. 
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* 
Ig. Thou could'ſt prate unhappily e' er thou could'ſt 
go, would thou could it do as well; and how docs your 
cuſtom hold out here? beet | | N 
He. Are you in private ſtill, or how? 


Pa. What do you mean? SOOT Fe 
Hg. Do you take Mony? Are you come toſell fin yet? 
Perhaps I can help you to liberal Clients: Or has not the 
King caſt you off yet? O thou vile Creature, whoſe beſt 
commendation is, that thou art a young W hore, I would 
thy Mother had liv'd to ſee this, or rather that I had 
died e er I had ſeen it; why didſt not make me acquaint- 
ed when thou wert firſt reloly'd to be a W hore, I would 
have ſeen thy hot Luſt ſatisfied more privately: Iwould 
have kept a Dancer and a whole Conſort of Muſicians in 
my own Houſe only to-fiddle thee. | 

- $8. Sir, I was never W hore. 5 4. 14 5 

Hg. If thou could'ſt not ſay ſo much for thy ſelf, thou 
ſhouldſt be carted. 5 3 
Tigr. Lygomes, I have read it, and I like it, you ſnall 


deliver it. 

Hg. Well Sir, I will: But I have private buſineſs 
with you. | | 1 

Tigr. Speak, what is't? Fig 
g. How has my Age deſerv'd ſo ill of you, that you 
can pick no Strumpets 1'th* Land, but out of my Breed? 

Tigr. Strumpets, good Lygones ? Nu 

Hg. Yes, and I with to have you know, I fcorn to 
get a W hore for any Prince alive, and yet ſcorn will not 
help: methinks my Daughter might have been ſpar'd, 
there were enow beſides. | 

Tigr. May I not proſper but ſhe's innocent as Morn- 
ing light for me, and I dare ſwear for all the World. 

Hg. Why is ſhe with you then? Can ſnie wait on you 
better than your Man, has ſhea gift in plucking off your 
Stockings, can ſhe make Cawdles well, orcut your Corns? 
Why do you keep her with you? For a Queen I know 
you do contemn her, ſo ſhould I, and every Subject elſe 
think much at it. D rr. g en 
| Trier. 
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It Tigr. Tonk em think much, but tis go! firm'than 

dur Earth: thou ſee'ſt thy Queen there 
Lyg. Then have I made a fair Hand, Icall'#her Whote. 
If I ſhall ſpeak now as her Father, I cannot chuſe but greatly 
rejoyce that ſhe ſhall be a Queen: but if I ſhall ſpeak to 
you! as a States-man, ſhe were more ſit to be your Whore. 
gr. Get eite ay, erf om * Rec now 


be — idle 7. 

ft Lyg. Yes Sir, I will =_ and ſhall ban Oh > the 
Id had more Wit than her Old F ather, when ſheran away: 

ad ſhall ſhe be Queen? now by my Troth tis fine, ll dance 
t- out of all Meaſure at her Wedding: hall I not Sir? * 

ld Tier. Ves marry ſhalt thou. 

ld g- Til make theſe whithered Kencs bear ny Body 


two hours together above Ground. 
Tigr. Nay go, my Buſineſs requires re ery . 
N Good Heay*n preſerve you, you are an excellent 
Sa. Farewell good Father. 
ws 92. Farewell ſweet virtuous Daughter, I never was 
ſo joyfull in all my Life, that I remember: ſhall ſne be 
a Ota: * Now I perceive a Man may weep for Joy, I 
had thought they had lyed that ſaid fo. LP Ly . 
Tigr. Come my dear Love. 
Sa. But you may ſee another may alter chat again. 
Tr. Urge it no more, I have made up a new ſtrong 
Conſtancy, not to be ſhook with Eyes: I know I have 
the Paſſions of a Man, but if I meer with wy Subject 
that ſhould hold my Eyes more firmly than is 825 I'll 
think of thee, and run away from it: lr N ſuffice. 
¶æEreunt. 
Enter Bacurius and his Servants, 
Bac. Three Gentlemen without to 2 with me 
Ser. Yes Sir. | 
| Bac. Let them come in. 
Enter Beſſus with the two Sword men. | 
| Ser. They are entred Sir already, ' © men? 
| Bac. Now Fellows your Buſineſs? are theſe the Gentle- 
Beſ. My Lord, I have made bold to bring theſe Gen- 
tlemen, — F Benn o'th' Sword along with me. 


Bac. 1 am afraid you'll fight then. 
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|  Beſ. My good Lord, I will not, your Lordſhip i 
. pry Pic fear not Lord. 4 J's P18 V 


Bac. Sir, I am forry for't. . f 

Beſ. 1 ask no more in honour, Gentlemen you hear 1 

my Lord is ſorry. Worry c 
Bac. Not that I have beaten you, but beaten one that 

will be beatenz one whoſe dull Body will require a la- 1 


ming, as Surfcits do the diet, ſpring and fall. Now to 
your Sword-men ; what come they for, good Captain 
Stock-fiſh ? | WIT? 

- - Bef. It ſeems your Lordſhip has forgot my Name. 

Bac. No, nor your Nature neither, though they are 
things fitter I muſt confeſs for any thing, ; my re- 

-membrance, or any honeſt Man's: what ſhall theſe Bil- 
lets do; be pil'd up ih my Wood-yard? 7 | 

Beſ. Your Lordſhip holds your Mirth till, Heav'n 

continue it: but for theſe Gentlemen, they come 
Bac. To ſwear you are a Coward, ſpare your Book, 1 
do believe it. | : 

Beſ. Your Lordſhip ſtill draws wide, they come to 
vouch under their valiant Hands I am no Coward. 

Bac. That would be a thow indeed worth ſeeing : Sirra 
be wiſe, and take Mony for this motion, Travel with it, 
and where the Name of Beſſus has been known or a good 

Coward ſtirring, *twill yield more than a ng This 
will prove more beneficial to you, if you be thrifty, than 
N atural: Men of moſt va- 


your Captainſhip, and more 
Kant Hands, is this true? 

2 Sw. It is ſo, moſt renowned. 

Bac. Tis ſomewhat ſtrange. 

1 Sw. Lord, it is ſtrange, yet true; we have exa- 
mined from your Lordſhip's Foot there, to this Man's 
Head, the Nature of the Beatings; and we do find his 
Honour is come off clean and ſufficient : this as our Swords 
ſhall help us. 

Bae. Youare much bound to your Bil-bow-men, I am 
glad you are ſtraight again Captain; *twere good you 
would think on ſome way to gratific them, they have 
undergone a labour for you, Beſſus, would have puzl'd 
Hercules with all his Valour. | A 


4 
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2 Sw. Your Lordſhip muſt underſtand we are no 


Men o'th' Law, {that take pay for our Opinions: it f is 


{ficient we have clear'd our Friend. 

Bac. Yet there is ſomething due, which I as toucht 
in Con cience will diſcharge, Captain; Fl] pay this Rent 
for you. 

 Bef. Spare your ſelf my good Lord; my brave Friends 
aim at nothing but the Virtue, 

Bac. That's but a cold diſcharge Sir, for the pains, | 

2 Sw. O Lord, my good Lord. 

Bac. Be not ſo modeſt, I will give-yau ſomethi | 

Beſ. They ſhall dine with your Lordſhip,that's ſufficient. 

Bac. — in hand the while, you Rogues, 
Apple-ſquires: do you come hither with your botled Va- 
* our wi 145 nk oth, to limit out my Wen 

w. I do beſcech your Lordſhip. 

: Sw, O good Lord. 

Bac. S'foot what a beayy of beaten Slaves are here? 
get me a Cudgel Sirra, and a tough one. 

2 Sm. More of your foot, I do beſeech your Lordſhip. 

Bac. You ſhall, you ſhall Dog, and your F ellow- beagle. 

1 Sw, O' this ſide, good my Lord. 

Bac. Off with your Fords, tor if you hurt my Foot, 
ll have you flead you Raſcals. 

1 Sw. Mine's off, my Lord. 

2 Sw. Iheſeech your Lordſhip ſtay a little, my lp 
tied to my Cod piece · point: now when you pleaſe. 

Bac. Captain theſe are your Valiant Friends, you long 
for a little too ? 

Beſ. 1 am very well, I humbly thank your Lordmip. 

Bac. What's that in your Pocket hurts my Toe, you 


Mungrill? Thy Buttocks cannot be ſo hard, out with it 


quick] 

2 Ws. Here 'tis Sir, a ſmall piece of Artillery, that 
a Gentleman a dear Friend of —— Lordſhip's ſent me 
with, to get it mended Sir, for if you mark, the e is 
ſomewhat looſe. | 

Bac. A Friend of mine, you Raſcal? I wasnever wearier 
of doing any thing, than kicking theſe two Foot - balls. 


| Enter 


* 
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20% St; Enter Servant. | N 
Serv. Here is a good Cudgel Sir. | hs 
Bac. It comes too late, 'm weary, pray thee do thou 
beat them. | "A 
2 S. My Lord, this is foul Play faith, to put a 
freſh Man upon us, Men are but Men Sir. 4 
Bac. That Jeſt ſhall ſave your Bones; Captain, rally 
up your rotten Regiment and be gone: I had rather thraſh 
than be bound to kick theſe Raſcals, till they cry'd ho; 
Beſſus you may put your Hand to them now, and then 
you are quit. Farewel, as you like this, pray viſit me 
again, twill keep me in good Health. _ | Exit Bac. 
2 Sw. H'as adeviliſh hard Foot, I never felt the like. 
1 Sw, Nor I, and yet Jam ſure I have felt a hundred. 
2 Sw. If he kick thus i'th' Dog-days, he will be dry 
foundred: what cure now Captain beſides Oyl of Baies? 
Beſ. Why well enough! br you, you can go. 
2 Sw. Yes, Heav'n be thanked; bur I feel 'aſhrowd 
ach, ſure h'as ſprang my Eule bon n 
1 Sw. I ha' loſt a Hanch. n nenn. 
Beſ. A little Butter, Friend, a little Butter, Butter and 
Parſley is a Soveraign Matter: probatum eſt. 
2 Gy. Captain we muſt requeſt your Hand now to our 
Honours. EY 1 
-"Beſe Ves marry ſhall ye, and then let all the World 
come, we are valiant to our ſelves,” and there's an end. 
1 Sm. Nay then we mult be valiant; O my Ribs. 
2 Sw. O my ſmall Guts! a Plague upon theſe ſharp- 
toed Shooes, they are Murtherers. [ [Exeunt. 
Enter Arbaces with hir Sword drawn. _ 
Arb. It is reſoly'd, I bare it whilſt I could, ] can no 
more, I muſt begin with murther of my Friends, and ſo 
go on to that inceſtuous Raviſhing, and end my Life 
and Sins with a forbidden blow upon my ſelf. 
Enter Mardoniuju sn. 
Mar. What Tragedy is near'? That Hand was never 
wont to draw a Sword, but it eryd Dead to ſoinething. 
Arb. Mardonius,\ have you bid Gobrias come? 
Mar. How do you Sir? nn 
Arb. Well, is he coming? 


Aar. 
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Mar. Why, Sir, are you thus ? why do your Hands 


proclaim a lawleſs War againſt your ſelf? 


Arb. Thou anſwereſt me one Queſtion with another, 
is Gobrias coming? Mar. Sir, he is. (gone. 
Arb. Tis well, I can forbear your Queſtions then, be 
Mar. Sir, 1 have mark'd. . 
Arb. Mark leſs, it troubles you and me. 
Mar. You are more variable than you were. 
Arb. It may be ſo. | 
Mar. To Day no Hermit could be humbler than you 
were to us all. 1 
Arb. , 0 what of this? 8 
Mar. And now you take new Rage into your as 
you would look us all out of the Lend. | 4 25 
Arb. 1 do confeſs it, will that ſatisfie? I prethee get 
thee gone. e | 
Mar. Sir, I will ſpeak. 
Arb. Will ye? | 1 77 
Mar. It is my Duty. I fear you will kill your ſelf: 1 
am a Subject, and you ſhall do me wrong in't: tis my 
cauſe, and I may ſpeak. 5 
Arb. Thou art not train'd in ſin, · it ſeems, Mardonius: 
kill my ſelf! by Heav'n J will not do it yet; and When 
| will, Pl] tell thee then, I ſhall be ſuch a Creature, 
that thou wilt give me leave without a Word. There 
is a Method in Mans Wickedneſs, it grows up by De- 
grees: I am not come ſo high as killing of my ſelf, there 
are a hundred thouſand Sins twixt me and it, Which I 
muſt do, and I ſhall come to't at laſt; but take my Oat 
not now, be ſatisfied, and get thee hence. | 
Mar, 1 am ſorry tis fo ill. ; | 
_ Be ſorry then, true Sorrow is alone, grieve by 
tay lelt. | | 
Mar. I pray you let me ſee your Sword put up before 
| go: I'll leave you then. N 
Arb. Why ſo? what folly is this in thee, is it not as 
apt to miſchief as it was before ? can I not reach it, think ſt 


thou? theſe are toys for Children to be leas'd with, 


and not Men, now I am ſafe you think: I would the 
Book of Fate were here, my Sword is not ſo ſure _ 
WO 
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would get it out and mangle that, that all the Delliics 
ſhould quite forget their fixt Decrees, and haſte to make 
us new, for other Fortunes, mine could not be worſe; 
wilt thou now leave me? 73 5 
Aar. Heav'n put into your Boſom temperate Thoughts, 
III leave you, though 1 fear. [ Exit Mar. 

Arb. Go, thou art honeſt. Why ſhould the haſty er- 
ror of my Youth be ſo unpardonable to draw a Sin help- 
leſs upon me? N 

3 Enter Gobrias. 

Gob. There is the King, now it is ripe. 

Arb. Draw near thou guilty Man, that art the Author 
of the loathedſt Crime five Ages have brought forth, and 
hear me ſpeak; Curſes more incurable, and all the Evil 
Mans Bedy or his Spirit can receive, be with thee. 

Gob. Why, Sir, do you curſe me thus? | 

Arb. Why do 1 ol thee ? if there be a Man ſubtil 
in curſes, that exceeds the reſt, his worſt with on thee, 
thou haſt broke my Heart. 25 => 

Gob. How Sir, have I preſerv'd you from a Child, 
from all the Arrows, Malice or Ambition could ſhoot 
at you, and have I this for my pay? | 
Arb. Tis true, thou didit preſerve: me, and in that 
wert crueller than hardned Murtherers of Infants and 
their Mothers? thou didſt ſave me only till thou hadit 
ſtudied out a way how to deſtroy me cunningly thy felt : 
this was a curious way of tortuting. 1 8 

Gob. What do you mean? 

Arb. Thou know'ſt the Evils thou haſt done to me; 
doſt thou remember all thoſe. witching Letters thou 
ſent'ſt unto me to Armenia, fill d with the Praiſc of my 
beloved Siſter, where thou extol'ſt her Beauty; what had 
T to do with that? what could her Beauty be to me? and 

thou didſt write how well the lov'd me, doſt thou re- 
member this? ſo that I doted ſomething before I ſaw her. 

Gob. This is true. | 

Arb. Is it? and when I was return'd thou know ſt thou 
didit purſue it, till thou woundft me into ſuch a ſtrange 
and unbelicy'd Affection, as good Men cannot think on. 

ob. This L grant, I think I was the cauſe. Toy 
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Arb. Wert thou? Nay more, I think thou meant'{tit. : 
Gob. Sir, 1 hate to lie, as 1 lone Heay'n and Honeſty, 
] did, it was hy 8 pr 

Arb. Be thine own fad Judge, a further Condemna- 
tion will not need, prepare thy ſelf to die. i 

Gob. Why Sir, to die? gt 
Aub. Why ſhouldft thou live? was ever yet Offender 
ſo impudent, that had a Thought of Mercy after Con- 
feſſion of a Crime like this? get out I cannot where 


thou hurl'ſt me in, but I can take Revenge, that's all 
the ſweetneſs left for me. 


Gob. Now 1s the time, hear me but ſpeak. 

Arb. No, yet I will be far more merciful than thou 
wert to me; thou didft ſteal into me, and never gav'ſt 
me warning: ſo much time as I give thee now, had pre- 
vented thee for ever. Notwithſtanding all thy Sins, if 
thou haft hope, that there is yet a Prayer to ſave thee, 
turn and ſpeak it to my ſelf. | | 

Gob. Sir, you ſhall know your Sins before you do'em, 
if you kill me. | 46 | 

Arb. 1 will not ftay then. 

Gob. Know yOu kill your Father. 

Arb. How © . _ . 

Gob, You kill your Father. Wit = 

Arb. My Father? though I know't for a lie, made 
out of fear to ſave thy ſtained Life, the very Reverence 
of the Word comes croſs me, and ties mine Arm down: 

Gob. I will tell you that ſhall heighten 
am thy Father, I charge thee hear me. | . 

Arb. If it ſhould be fo, as 'tis moſt falſe, and that I 


ſhould be found a Baſtard Iſſue, the deſpiſed Fruit of. - 


lawleſs Luſt, Iſhould no more admire all my wild Paſſions: 
but another truth ſhall be wrung from thee : if I could 
come by the Spirit of pain, it ſhould be pour'd on thee, 


till thou allow'ſt thy ſelf more full of Lies than he that 


teaches thee. | 
Enter Arane. | 


Ara. Turn thee about, I come to ſpeak to thee thou 
wicked Man, hear me thou Tyrant. 


Arb. 1 will turn to thee, hear me thou Strumpet by 1 
| have 


you again, I 


—ñ ˙ . KE—— —— 
r tn I 


—— —— — —— rr „ on 0 
- 


— — 


224 | A King, and no Ring. 
hare blotted out the Name of Mother, as thou haſt thy 
me. 
Ara. My ſhame ! thou haſt leſs ſhame than any thing; 
why doſt thou keep my Daughter in a Priſon? why doſt 
thou call her Siſter, and do this? | | 

Arb. Ceaſe thy ſtrange Impudence, and anſwer quick- 
ly; if thou contemneſt me, this will ask an Anſwer, and 
have it. 

Ara. Help me, gentle Gobrias. 

Arb. Guilt dares not help Guilt; though they grow to- 

ther in doing ill, yet at the puniſhment they ſever, and 
each flies the noiſe of other; think not os help, anſwer. 

Ara. I will, to what? 

Arb. To ſuch a thing, as if it be a truth think what a 
Creature thou haſt made they ſelf, that didſt not ſhame 
to do, what I muſt bluſh only to ask the: Tell me who 
Iam, whoſe Son I am without all Circumſtance, be thou 
as haſty as my Sword will be if thou refuſeſt. | 

Ara. Why, you are his Son. > 

Arb. His Son? ſwear, ſwear, thou worſe than Wo- 
man damn . VIA 535 

Ara. By all that's good you are. 

Arb. Then art thou all that ever was known bad, now 
is the cauſe of all my ſtrange Misfortunes come to light: 
what Reverence expecteſt thou from a Child, to bring 
forth which thou haſt offended Heav'n, thy Husband, 
and the Land? Adulterous Witch, I know now why thou 
wouldft have poyſon'd me, I was thy Luſt which thou 
wouldſt have forgot: then wicked Mother of my Sins, and 
me, ſhow me the way to the Inheritance I have by thee; 
which is a ſpacious World of Impious Acts, that I ma 
ſoon poſſeſs it: Plagues rot thee, as thou liv'ſt, and fu 
Diſeaſes, as uſe to pay Luſt, recompence thy deed, 

Gob. You do not know why you curſe thus. 

Arb. Too well; you are a pair of Vipers; and behold 
the Serpent you have got; there is no Beaſt but if he 
knew it, has a Pedigree as brave as minc, for they have 
more Deſcents, and I am every way as beaſtly got, 25 far 
without the Compaſs of Law as they. . 
Aa. You ſpend your Rage and Words in vain, and _ 
upon a Gueſs; hear us a little. res 4b. 


my — — = — e — 
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rw. 


b. No, 1 — orc aur — 
and Die. . 


Gob. Why, eee W 
5 How's that? N Nee _ wh 4% 1 
Ara, Nor Child of mine. E 

Arbe Sill you on in wonders to me, Yi 
ak Pray you be more Fan, 1 may; * comfort 
to you. 


Arb. 1 will kneel, and hear With the Obedience of 
a Child; good Father ſpeak, I do e yous ſo > 
you bring comfort. 

Gob. Firſt. know. our laſt King, your e ber 
ther, was old and feeble when he Married her, and al- 
moſt all e n at? r lle 


from him. * A 
j to play 8 


Arb. "Therefore the took 
becauſe the King was old; Is this the 

Ara. What will you find gut to give me Sathfaction, 
when you find how you have injur'd me? Let Fire on- 
ſume me, if ever L were a Whormmee. 

Cob. Forbear theſe ſtarts, or I will leave = 
ded to Deſpair, as you are now: If you can find à tern 
per, my Breath — 4 pleaſant weſtern, Wind that | 
cools and blaſts not. | 

Atb. Bring it out, g ood Father wh — lien here 
as reverently as to an Angel; If 1 — 7 $00 lend, tell 
me; for I would be as Las Night. eee 

Gab. Ous King, I ſay; was old, and this our Queen, dey. 
ſir d to bring an Heir, but yet her Husband ſhe thought: 
was bai and to be diſhoneſt I think „ . N 
f ſhe would have been, che truth is, ſhe Was watch d 


narrowly, and had ſo lender Opportunities, ſhe hardly. 


could have been: But yet her cunning found out this 
—_ ſhe feign'd, her ſelf with, Child, and Poſts were 

ſent in haſte — 4. the Land, and humble thanks 
was given in every Church, and Prayers were made for 
her ſafe Going and Delivery: She feign'd now to 7 2 
bigger, and perceiv'd this hope of ie made her 


2 brought a far more large reſpect from every Man, * 
her Pow'r increaſe, 2 was reſolv'd, ſince on PIR 


_— 
Vo I. I. 
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believ'd,, ſhe could not have't indeed, at leaſt ſhe would 
be thought to have a Child. \ ie 
Arb. Do I not here it well? Nay I will make no 
Noiſe at all; but pray you to the Point, quickly as you - 
can. 4 f 
Gob. Now when the time was full, ſhe ſhould be 
brought to Bed, I had a Son born, which was you, this 
the One hearing of mov'd me to let her have you; 
and ſuch Reaſons the ſhew'd me, as the /knew would 
tie my Secrec 7 ſhe ſwore you ſhou'd be King, and to 
be ſhort, I did deliver you unto her, and pretended you 
were Dead, and in mine on Houſe kept a Funeral, and 
had an empty Coffin put in Barth. That Night this 
Queen ſeign d haſtily to Labour, and by a pair of Wo- 
men of her own, which ſhe had charm'd, ſhe made the 
World believe ſhe was delivered of you. You grew up 
as the King's Son, till you were fax years ol then did 
the King dic, and did leave to me Protection of the 
Realm; and contrary to his own expectatioß, leſt this 
Queen truly with Child indeed, of the fair Princeſs 
Panthea : Then ſhe could have torn her Hair, and did 
alone to me, yet durſt not ſpeak in publick, for the 
knew ſhe thould be found a Traitor; and her Tale would 
have been thought Madneſs, or any thing rather than 
Truth. This was the only cauſe why ſhe did ſeek to 
poiſon you, and I to keep you ſafe; and this the Rea - 
ſon, why I ſought to kindle ſome ſparks of Love in you 
to fair Paur hen, that ſhe might get part of her Right 
5 | 7 5 | 
Sb: And have you made an end now? Is this all? It 
not, Iwill be {till till Ihe aged, till all my Hairs be Silver. 
Gob. This is all. nn 
Arb. And is it true, ſay you too, Madam? 
Ara. Yes Heav'n knows it is molt true. 
Arb. Panthea then is not my Siſter? 
Gov. No. ; Id 
Arb. But can you prove this? (it? 
Gob. If you will give conſent, elſe-who dares go. about 
Arb. Give Content: Why I will have em all that 
know it rack d, to get this from em, all that wait with- 


out, 


‚ nner 


* 


n 
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out, comè in, what &er you be, come in and be parta - 
kers of my Joy: O you are welcome. 7 | 
Enter Beſſus, Gentlemen, Mardonius, aul other At- 
rr” tendants. LE 
Arb. The beſt News, nay draw no nearer, they all 
ſhall hear it, 1 am found no King. | 
Mar. Is that ſo good News? | | 
Arb. Ves, the happieſt News that e er was heard. 
Mar. Indeed *twere well for you if you might be a 
little leſs obey d. 4 2 
Arb. One call the Queen. | 
Mar. Why is ſhe there, {Log Can 
Arb. The Queen Mardenins, Pans lies is the Queen, and 
Iam plain Azbaces, go ſome one, ſhe is in Gobrias Houle z 
ſince I ſaw you there are a thouſand things delivered to 
me, you little dream of. X Exit a Gentleman. 
Mar. So it ſhould ſeem: My Lord, what fury's this? 
Gob. Believe me 'tis no fury, all that he ſays is Truth. 
Mar, "Tis very ſtrange. T4 | 
Arb. Why do you keep your Hats off, Gentlemen? Is 
it to me? I {wear it muſt not be; nay, truſt me; in good 
Faith it muſt not be; I cannot now command you, but 
| pray you for the Reſpect you bare me, when you took 
me for your King, each Man clap on his Hat at my deſire. 

Mar. We ill You are not found ſo mean a Man, but 
that you may be cover'd as well as we, may you not? 

Arb. O not here, you may, but not I, for here is my 
Father in preſence. Py 294 | 

Mar. Where? 4 | 8 

Arb. Why there: O the whole ſtory would bea Wilder» 
neſs to loſe thy ſelf for ever: O pardon me dear Fatherfor 
all the idle and unreverend Words that I have {poke in 
idle Moods to you: Iam Arbaces, we all Fellow-ſub- 
jects, nor is the Queen Pantbea now my Siſter. 

Beſ. Why if you remember, Fellow-ſubject Arbaces, I 
told you once ſhe was not your Siſter: I, and ſhe lookt 
nothing like you. 1 | * 0 | 

Ab. I think you did, good Captain Beſſus. 

Beſ. Here will ariſe another queſtion now amongſt the 

Q 2 Sword- 
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| my * | 
Sword-men, whether I be to call him to account for 


* 


beating me, now he is proved no King. 
EFnuter Lygones. | 
Mar. Sir, here's Lygones, the Agent for the Armenian 
State. | | | | 
Arb. Where is he? I know your buſirieſs, good Ly- 
gones. Ra by Pe: 3 
Ig. We muſt have our King again, and will. 


Aub. I knew that was your buſineſs : You ſhall have 


your King again, and have him ſo again as never King 


was had. Go one of you and bid Bacurius bring Tigranes 


| hither; and bring the Lady with him, that Paur bea, 


the Queen Panibea ſent me word this Morning, was 
brave Tigranes Miſtreſs. [Ex. two Gent. 
Lyg. Tis Spaconia. 8 
Arb. Ay, Ay, 8 
Lyz. She is my Daughter. 

Arb. She is ſo: I could now tell any thing I never 
heard: Your King thall go ſo home, as never Man went. 
Mar. Shall he go on's Head? n 

Arb. He ſhall have Chariots eaſier than Air that I will 
have invented; and ne'er think one ſhall pay any Ran- 


ſome, and thy ſclf that art the Meſſenger, ſhalt ride be- 


fore him on a Horſe cut out of an intire Diamond, that 
ſhall be made to go with golden Wheels, I know not 
how yet. ä 


Ds. Why 1 ſhall be made for ever! They bely d this 


. with us, and ſaid he was unkind. | 
Arb. And then thy Daughter, ſhe ſhall have ſome ſtrange 


| thing, we'll have the Kingdom ſold utterly, and pur into 


/ 


humbleſt 3 you 


a Toy which ſhe ſhall Wear about her careletly ſome 
where or other. See the virtuous Queen; behold the 
Have kneel here before you. 
| | uter Panthea and 1 Gentleman. 
Pan. Why kneel you to me that am your Vaſſal? 
Arb. Grant me one requeſt. | : 
Pan. Alas what can I grant you? What Ican, I will. 
. Arb. That you will pleaſe to marry me, if I can prove 


it lawſul. 
Pan. 
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| 0 | 
for Pan. Is that all? More willingly than I would draw 
his Air. . 
Arb. I'll kiſs this Hand in earneſt. 
ian 2 Gent. Sir, Tigranes is coming, though he made it 
ſtrange at firſt, to ſee the Princeſs any more. 
Ly- Enter Tigranes and Spaconia. 


Arb. The Queen thou mean'ſt. O my T7granes, pardon 
me, tread on my Neck, I freely offer it, and if thou beꝰſt 


we ſo given take Revenge, for I have injur'd thee. | 
ing Tigr. No, I forgive, and rejoyce more that you have 
nes found Repentance, than I my Liberty. 

ea, Arb. May'ſt thou be happy in thy fair Choice, for thou 

vas art Temperate. You owe no Ranſom to the State; know 


that J have a thouſand Joys to tell you of, which yer I 
dare not utter till I pay my Thanks to Heav'n for em: 
Will you go with me and help me? Pray you do. 

Tigr. I will. ! 

Arb. Take then your fair one with you; and you Queen 
of goodneſs and of us, O give me leave to take your 
Arm in mine: Come every one that takes delight in- 
Goodneſs, help to ſing loud Thanks for me, that I am 
prov'd no King. . | [Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT L 'SEENE, 1 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, Toung Loveleſs, Savil th 
Steward, and a Page. ab. 


Elder Loveleſs. N 
other, is your laſt hope paſt to mollifie 
S991 Morecraft's Heart about your Mortgage ? 
. L. Hopeleſly paſt. I have preſent- 
e the Uſurer with a richer draught than 
ever > Grallow'd z he hath ſuack'd 

in ten 2a ne Pounds worth of my 


Kr more than he paid for, at a gulp, without Trum- 


e Lo. 1 have as hard a task to perform i in this Houſe, | 
, Vo. Lo. Faith mine was to make an Uſurer honeſt, or - 
to loſe my Land. __ 
El. Lo. And mine is to perſwade a paſſionate Woman, 
or to leave the Land. Make the Boat ſtay, I fear I ſhall 
begin my unfortunate Journey this Night; though the 
darkneſs of the Night, and the roughneſs of the Waters, 
might eaſily difluade an unwilling Man. | | 
Savil. Sir, your Father's old F Tiends hold it the ſoun- 
der courſe Ht your Body and Eſtate to ſtay at home and 
marry, ropagate, and govern in our Country, than 
to travel pb die without Iſſue. EI. Lo 


— 
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El. Lo. Savil, you ſhall gain the opinion of a better 

Servant, in ſeeking to execute, not alter, my Will, how- 

ſever my Intents ſucceed. n 

To. Lo. Yonder's Miſtreſs Townglove, Brother, the grave 
Rubber of your Miſtreſs's Toes. | : 

; Enter Younglove, or Abigal. 


El. Lo. Miſtreſs. Jounglove. | LE 
_ -edbeg. Maſter Lief, truly we thought your Saik 
had been hoiſt: my Miſtreſs is perſuaded you are Sea - ſick 
Ser this. 7 5 50 | 
Ei. Lv. Loves ſhe her ill taken up Reſolution ſo dear- 
ly? Didſt thou move her from me? 10 
Albig. By this Light that ſhines, there's no removing 
her, if ſhe get a ſtiff Opinion by the end. I attempted 
her to Day when they ſay a Woman can deny nothing. 
El. Lo. What critical Minute was that? 
Abig. When her Smock was over her Ears; batſhe | 
was no more phant than if it hung about her Heels. 
El. Lo. I prethee deliver my Service, and ſay, I deſire 
to ſee the dear Cauſe of my Baniſhment ; and then for 
France. 5 
Albig. I'll do't: hark hither, is that your Brother? 
5 2 Yes, have you loſt your Memory? | 
Albig. As 1 live he's a pretty Fellow: [Exit 
J. Lo. O this is a ſweet Brache. 
El. Lo. Why ſhe knows not you. 
I. Lo. No, but the offer d me once to know her. To 
this Day ſhe loves Youth of Eighteen; ſhe heard a Tale 
how Cypid ſtruck her in Love with a great Lord in the 
Til yard, but he never ſaw her; yetſhein kindneſs would 
needs wear a Willow-garlard at his Wedding. She lov'd 
all rhe Players in the fat Queen's time once over: ſhe 
was ſtruck when they acted Lovers, and forſook ſome 
when they pla'd Murthers. She has nine Spur-royals, and 
the Servants ſay ſhz hoards old Gold; and ſhe her ſelt 
ronounces angerly, that the Farmer's eldeſt Son, or her 
Miſtreſs Husbands Clerk ſhall be, that Marries her, ſhall 
make her 4 Joynture of fourſcore Pounds a Vear; ſhe 
tells Tales of the Serving- men. | 
El. Lo. Enough, know her Brother. I ſhall intreat 


you 


— 


0 | ; ; * , 
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you only to ſalute my Miſtreſs and take leaye, we'll part 
at the Stairs. 5 | | 

Enter Lady and Maiting- women. 

Lady. Now Sir, this firſt Part of your Will is per- 
form'd : What's the reſt? | p 

El. Lo. Firſt, let mebeg your Notice for this Gentle- 
man my Brother. 95 

Lady. 1 ſhall take it as a favour done to me, though 
the Gentleman hath receivd but an untimely Grace from 
you, yet my charitable Diſpoſition wou'd have been rea- 
dy to have done him freer Courteſies as a Stranger, than 
upon thoſe cold Commer dations. 

75. Lo. Lady, my Salutations crave Acquaintance and 
leave at once. | * 


Lady. Sir, J hope you are the Maſter of your on Oc- wo 


caſions. | [Exit Yo. Lo. end Savil. 

El. Lo. Would I were ſo. Miſtreſs, for me to praiſe 
over "gain that Worth, which all the World, and you 
your can ſec. | | | 

Lady. It's a cold Room this, Servant. 15 

El. Lo. Miſtreſs. 6 deere 

Lady. What think you if I have a Chimney for tj out 

El. Lo, Miſtreſs, another in my pla e, that were not 
ty'd to believe all your Actions jult, would apprehend 
himſelf wrong'd: But I, whoſe Virtues are Conſtancy 
and Obedience. - id. / 

Lady. Dunglive, make a good Fire above to warm me 
after my Servant's Exordiums, TON 
El. Lo. I have heard and ſcen your Aﬀability to be ſuch, 
that the Servants you give Wages to may ſpeak. _ 

Lady. Tis true, tis true; but of ſpeak toth' purpoſe. - 

El. Lo. Miſtieß, your Will leads my. Speeches 
the purpoſe. But as a Man Ty” 

Lady. A Simile Servant? This Room was built for ho- 
neſt Meaners , that deliver themſelves haſtily and plain- 
ly, and are gone. Is this a Time or Place for Exurdiumt, 
and Similes and Metaphors ? If you have ought to ſay, 
break into't: my Anſwers ſhall very reaſonably meet you 

El. Lo. Miſtreſs I came to ſee you. 

Lady. That's happily diſpatcht; the next. 


El. Lo. 


i 
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El. Lo. To take leave of you. 
Lady. To be gone? 
El. Lo. Yes. ni 
Lady. You need not have deſpair'd of that, nor have 
us d ſo many Circumſtances to win me to give you leave 
to perform my Command; Is there a third? 

El. Lo. Yes, I had a third had you been apt to hear it. 
Lady. I? never apter. Faſt (good Servant): faſt. 
El. Lo. "Twas to 1ntreat you to hear Reaſon. 

Lady. Moſt willingly, have you brought one can 
ſpeak it? | | 

El. Lo. Laſtly, it is to kindle in that barren Heart 
Love and Forgiveneſs. 

Lady. You wou'd ſtay at Home ? 

E. Lo. Yes Lady. 7 

_ Lady. Why you may, and doubtleſly will, when you 
have debated that your Commander is but your Mittreſs, 
a Woman, a weak one, wildly, overborn with Paſſons: 
but the thing by her commanded, is to ſee Dover's dread- 
ful Cliff, paſſing in a poor Water-houſe ; the Dangers 
of the mercileſs Channel *rwixt that and Callis, hve long 
Hours fail, with three poor Weeks Vittuals. 

El. Lo. You wrong me. | | 

Lady. Then to land dumb, unable to enquire for an 
Engliſh hoſt, to remove from City to City, by moſt 
chargeable Poſt-horſel like one that rode in queſt of his 
Mother Tongue. | Ag” / 

El. Lo. You wrong me much. * 

Lady. And all theſe (almoſt invincible Labours) per- 

| form'd for your Miſtreſs, to be in danger to forſake her, 

and to put on new Allegiance to ſome French Lady, who 
is content to change Language with your Laughter, and 
after your whole Year ſpent in Tennis and broken Speech, 
to ſtand to the hazard of being laught at, at your Re- 
turn, and have Tales made on you by the Chambere 
mands,” i 

El. Lo. You wrong me much, 

Lady. Louder yet. EY | 

El. Lo. You know your leaſt Word is of Force to make 


me ſeck out Dangers, move me not with Toys : Rr 
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this Baniſhment, I muſt take leave to ſay, you are un- 


juit : Was one Kiſs forc'd from you in Publick b by me ſo 


unpardonable ? Why all the Hoon of Day and N ight 
Lady. Tis true, and ſo you told the Company that 
heard me chide. 
El. Lo. Your own Eyes were not dearer toyou than I. 
Lady. And ſo you told 'em. l ON 
El. Lb. I did, Iu no ſign of Diſgrace need to bare 
ſtain'd your Cheek: You your ſelf knew your pure and 
ſimple Heart to be moſt unſported, and free from the 
leaſt baſenels. . 
Lady. I did: But if a Maid's Heart doth but once think 


have ſeen us kiſs. 


that ſhe is ſuſpected, her own Face will write her guilty. 


El. Lo. But where lay this Diſgrace? The World that 
knew us, knew our Reſolutions well: And could it be 
hop'd that I ſhould give away my Freedom and venture 
a nerf Bondage with one I never kiſt ? or pn. I 
in ſtric& Wiſdom take too much Love upon = from 
her that choſe me for her Husband ? 

Lady. Believe me; if my Wedding-{mock were on, 
Were the Gloves bought and giv'n, the Licence come, 
Were the Roſemary- branches dipt, and all 
The Hipochriſt and Cakes eat and drunk off, 

Were theſe two Arms incompaſt with tlie Hands | 

Of Batchelors to lead me to the Church, 
Were my Feet in the Door, were I Fobn, ad, 

If John ſhou'd boaſt a favour done by me, 

I wou'd not wed that Year: And you, I hope, 
When you have ſpent this Year commodioufly, 

In atchieving Languages, will at your return | 
Acknowledge me more coy 0 1 wirh mine Eyes, 
Than ſuch à Friend. More talk I hold not now 

If you dare go. 

El. Lo. 1 dare, you know. Firſt let me kiſs. 

Lady. Fare wel ſweet Servant, your Tusk perform d, 
On a new ground, as a beginning Suror, 

I ſhall be apt to hear you. 
El. Lo. Farewel, cruel Miſtreſs. IL Lady. 


Euter 
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CA Enter Toung Loveleſs, and Savil. FS. PIR 

To, Lo. Brother, you'll hazard the lofing your Tide to 

* vyou have a long half mile by Land to Greeu- 
W. 


E. Lo. 1 go: But Brother, what yet unheard- of courſe 
to live, doth your Imagination flatter you with ? . Your: 
ordinary means are devour'd. 


. Lo. Courſe? why Horſe-courſing 1 think. Con- 
ſume no time in this; I have no Eſtate to be mended by 
Meditation: He that buſics himſelf about my Fortunes 
may properly be ſaid to buſie himſelf about nothing. 
Ei. Lo. Vet ſome courſe you muſt take, which for my 
ſatisfaction reſolve and open; if you will ſhape none, I 
muſt inform you that that Man but perſwades himſelf he, 
means to live, that amagines not the Means. 
. To. Lo. Why, live upon others, as others have liy'd - 
El. Lo. JIapprehend not that: You have fed others, and 
conſequently diſpos d of em: And the ſame meaſure muſt 
you expect from your Maintainers, which will be too 
eavy an alteration for you to bear. | 
. Lo. Why I'll purſe ; if that raiſe me not, I'll bet 
at Bowling-alleys, .or Man Whores; I would fain live 
by others: But I'll live whilſt I am unhang'd, and after 
the Thought's taken, . 5 
El. Lo. I ſee you are ty'd to no particular Imployment 
then? 00 5 
Io. Lo. Faith I may chuſe my courſe : they ſay Na- 
ture brings forth none but ſhe provides for them: Ill try 
her Liberality. | 
El. Lo. Well, to keep your Feet out of baſe and dan- 
gerous Paths, I have retoly'd you ſhall live as Maſter of 
my Houſe. It ſhall be your care, Savil, to ſec him fed and 
cloath*d, not according to his preſent Eſtate, but to his 
Birth and former Fortunes. \; . 
To. Lo. If it be refer d to him, if I be not found in 
Carnation Jearſie- ſtockins, blew Devils Breeches, with 
the Gards down, and my Pocket i'th'ſlee ves, I'll ne'er look 
you Yth' Face again. | 4. 
Szv. A comelicr wear I wuls it is than thoſe dangling 
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El. IF, To keep you ready to do him all Service peace- 
ably, and him to command you reaſonably, I leave 
cheſe further Directions in Writing, which at you ow 
leaſure together open and read. 7124 

Enter Abigal to them with a Jewel. 56/2 2 

Abig. Sir, my Miſtreſs cc mmends her Love ta you in 
this 'Token, ard theſe Words; it is a Jewel (ſhe ſays) 
which as a Favour from her ſhe would requeſt you to 
wear till re Year's Travel be performd: Which once 
exp rd, the will haſtily expect your happy Retun 

20 L. Return my Service with ſuch Thanks, as ſhe 
may imagine the Heart of a ſuddenly over-joy'd» Man 
would willingly utter; and you!l hope I ſhall with en- 
der Arguments perfwade to wear this Diamond, that 
when my Mittreſs ſhall, through my long}Abſence, and 
the Approach of new Suitors, offer to forget me; you 
may caſt your Eye down to your Finger, and remember 
and ſpeak of me: She will hear thee better than thoſe 
allied by Birth to her; as we ſee many Men much fway'd 
by the Grooms of their Chambers, not that they CG 

greater part of their Love or Opinion on them, than on | 
— bh for that they know their Secrets. F 
Abig. O' my Credit Iſwear, Ithink twas made forme: 
Fear no other Suitors. 

El. Lo. 1 ſhall not need to teach you how ro diforedix! | 
their beginning, you know how to take Exception at 
their Shirts waſhing, or to make the Maids [wear _ 
found Platters in their Beds. | 

Albig. 1 know, I know, and do not vate 

El. Lo. Farewel, be mindful, 3, be happy; the 
Night calls me. [ Exeunt omnes prater Abig. 

Abig. The Gods of the Winds befriend you Sir; a con- 
ſtant and liberal Lover thou art, more ſuch God lend us. 

Enter Welford. * 7h | 
mel. Let'em not ſtand ſtill, we have ric. 

Abig. A Suitor I know by his riding hard, PH not be 


* 
** Wel. a Hall this, no Servancia' t? Iwou d look: 


ly. 
Ge You have deliver'd your Errand to me then: 
. There's. 
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22 danger in a handſome young Fellow: Ell ſhew 

Wet. Lady, 2 it pleaſe you to beſtow upon a Stran- 
ger the ordi race of Salutation; Are you the Lady 
of this Houſe?” 

Albig. Sir, I am worthily proud to be a Servant of hers. 

HI Reps Ce as proud to be a Servant of 
yours, did not my fo late Acquaintance make me deſpair. 

Abe. Sir, it is not fo hard to atchieve, but — 
| may bring it about. 

wel. For theſe comfortable Words, Lremain yourglad 
Debtor. Is your Lady at home? 
Alg. She is no Strapler, Sir. 
" Wed. May her Occaſions admit me to ſpeak with her? 
If you come in the way of a Suitor, No. 
el, 1 know your affable Virtue will be mov'd to per- 
l her, that a Gentleman benighted _ ſtray d, of- 

fers to be bound to ber for a Night's L 
Alg. I will commend this Meſlage to — but if you 
aimat her Body, you will be deluded: Other Women otthe 
Houſchold of as and Government; upon 
any of which if you can caſt your Affection, they will per- 

be found as faithful and not ſo co. [Ex. Abig. 

el. What a Skin full of Luft is this? I thought | 

had come a wooing, and I am the courted Party. This 

is right Court faſhion : Men, Women, and all woo, 

Catch that catch may. If this os Gofechcarted Woman have 

infus d any of her Tenderneſs into her Lady, there 1 is hope 
the will be plyant. But who's here? 
Buer Sir Roger the Cirate. 

K. God fave you Sir. My Lady lets you know ſhe 
deſires to be acquainted with your Name, before ſhe con- 
fer with you? 

Hel. Sir, my Name calls me Welford. _ 

| Rog. Sir, you are a Gentleman of a cage Name. III 
try bis Wit. | 
Wel. I will uphold it as good as iy aft my Anceſtors 
had this two hundred Years, Sir. T 

Rog. I knew a Worlhipful and a Religious Gentleman 
of your Name in the OI of Durham. Call 74 


him Couſin? | ; el. 


WET: 4 


4 
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mel. Fam only allyed to his Virtues, Sir. © © 
Rog. It is modeſtly faid : I ſhould carry the badge of 

your Chriſtianity with me too. | 

Wel. What's that, a Croſs? there's a Teſter. 

Rog. I mean the Name which your God-fathers an 
God-mothers gave you at the Font. Ag 

Wel. "Tis Horry: Bur you cannot proceed orderly now 
in your Catechiſm ; for you have told me who gave me 
that Name. Shall I beg your Name? 

Wel. What Room fill you in this Houſe? —© 7 

Rog. More Rooms than one. al 

Mel. The more the merrier : But may my Boldneſs 
know,why your Lady hath ſent youtodecypher myName? 

Rop. He: own Words were theſe: To know whether 
you were a formerly deny'd Suitor, diſguis'd in this Meſ- 
lage: for I can aſſure you ſhe delights not in Thalame : Hy- 
men and ſhe are at variance, I ſhall return with much haſte. 

a, [ Exit Roger. 

Mel. And much ſpeed Sir, I hope: Certainly I am ar- 
rived amongſt a Nation of new found Fools, on a Land 
where no Navigator has yet planted Wit; If T had fore- 
een it, I would have laded my Breeches with Bells, Knives, 
Copper, and Glaſſes, to trade with Women for their 
Virginities; = I fear, I ſhould have betray'd my ſelf 
to a needleſs charge then. Here's the walking Night- 
cap again. © Enter Roger. 

Rag. Sir, my Lady's pleaſure is ro ſee you; who hath 
commanded mo to acknowledge her Sorrow; that you 
muſt take the Pains to come up for ſo bad Entertainment. 

Mel. 1 ſhall obey your Lady, that ſent ir, and acxnow- 
ledge you that brought ir, to be your Arts Maſter. 

Rog. I am but a Batchelor of Art, Sir; and I have the 
mending of all under this Roof, from my Lady on her 
Down- bed, to the Maid in the Peaſe-ſtraw. _ 

Wel. A Cobler, Sir? | 

Kg No Sir, 1 inculcate Divine Service within theſe 

alls. 0 

Mel. But the Inhabitants of this Houſe do oſten imploy 
gn on . without any ſcruple of Conſcience. 

0 L. I. 
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Rog. Yes, I do take the Air many Mornings on foot, 
three or four miles for Eggs: But why move you that ? 
Wel. Toknow whether it might become your Function 
to bid my Man to neglect his Horſe alittle to attend on me. 
Rog. Moſt properly, Sir. 12 
Mel. I pray you do ſo then: The whilſt I will attend 
your Lady. You direct all this Houſe in the true way? 
Rog. I do, Sir. 
Wel. And this Door I hope conducts to your Lady? 
Rog. Your Underſtanding is ingenious. Ex. ſeverally. 
Enter Toung Loveleſs and Savil, with a Writing. 
Sav. By your favour Sir, you ſhall pardon me. 
T9. Lo. I ſhall bear your favour Sir, croſs me no more; 
I fay they ſhall come in. | | 
_ Sav. Sir, you forget who I am? 
To. Lo. Sir, I do not; thou art my Brother's Steward, 
his caſt-off Mill- money, his Kitchen Arithmetick. 
Sav. Sir, I hope you will not make ſo little of me? 
To. Lo. I make thee not ſo little as thou art; for indeed 
there goes no more to the making of a Steward, but a 
fair Imprimis, and then a reaſonable Item infus d into him, 
ard the thing is done. 
Sav. Nay then you ſtir my Duty, and I muſt tell you. 
Jo. Lo. What wouldſt thou tell me, how Hopps grow, 
or hold ſome rotten- Diſcourſe of Sheep, or when our 
Lady-day falls? Prithee farewel, and entertain my 
Friends, be drunk and burn thy Table-books; and my 
dear Spark of Velvet, thou and I. 
Sav. Good Sir, remember. 1 
VD. Lo. I do remember thee a ſooliſh Fellow, one that 
did put his truſt in Almanacks, and Horſe· fairs, and roſe 
by Hony, and Pot- butter. Shall they come in yet? 
Sæv. Nay then I muſt unfold your Brother's pleaſure; 
theſe be the Leſſons, Sir, he left behind him. 
To. Lo. Prethce expound the ſirſt. 
Sav. I leave to maintain my Houſe three hundred Pounds 
a Year ; and my Brother to diſpoſe of it · | 
Tv. Lo. Mark that, my wicked Steward; and I diſpoſe 


GEM wh | | 
Sav. Whilſt he bears himſelf like a Gentleman, 2 


* 
1 
E | 
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Sir, mark that. | | 
Io. Lo. Nay, if it be no more I ſhall-fulfil it, while my 
Legs will carry me I'll bear my ſelf Gentleman · like, but 


when I am drunk, let them bear me that can. Forward, 


dear Steward. 


Sau. Next it is my Will, that he be furniſh'd (as IA 
Brother) with Attendance, Apparel, and the Obedience 


of my People. 


To. Lo. Steward, this is as plain as your old Minikin- 
breeches. Your wiſdom will relent now, will it not? Be 


mollified or you underſtand me Sir, proceed. 
Sev. Next, that my Steward keep his place, and pow r, 
and bound my Brother's wildneſs with bis care. 


Tv Lo. Tl hear no more of this Apoerypba, bind it by 


it ſelf, Steward, | 


Sav. This is your Brother's Will, and as I take it, he 
makes no mention of ſuch Company as you would draw 


unto you. Captains of Gallyfoiſts, ſuch as in a clear Day 


have ſeen Callis, Fellows that have no more of God, than 
their Oaths come to; they wear Swords to reach Fire at 
a Play, and get there the oyl'd end of a Pipe, for their 
Guerdon : Then the remnant of your Regiment, are 
wealthy Tobacco-Merchants, that ſet up with one Ounce, 
and break for three; together with a Forlorn hope of 
Poets, andall theſe look fike Cart buſiant, things without 
Linnen: Are theſe fit Company for my Maſter's Brother? 
Iv. Lo. I will either convert thee (O thou Pagan Ste- 
ward) or preſently confound thee and thy reckonings; 
who's there ? Call in the Gentlemen. 
Sav. Good Sir. | 
; Jo. Lo. Nay, you ſhall know both who I am, and where 
am, | | 
_ Sav. Are you my Maſter's Brothet? 
15. Lo. Are you the 
like an old Epbemerides 2 
Enter bis Comrades, Captain, Traveller, Poet, &c. 
Sav, Then God help us all I ſay. | 


To. Le. I, and tis will ſaid my old Peer of France . 
c o 


- \ 
18 
— % , 


Welcome Gentlemen, ads Gentlemen; mi 
* 4 
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my Credit falls not in him. Mark that, my good young 


ſage Maſter Steward, with a Face 
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dear Lads you're richly welcome. Know this old Harry 
Groat. | . | 

Capt. Sir, I will take your Love. 

Sav. Sir, you will take my Purſe. 

Capt. Ard ftudy to continue it. 

Sau. | do believe you.  _ + BY 

Trav. Your honorable Friend and Maſter's Brother, 
hath given you to us for a worthy Fellow, and ſo we 
hugg you Sir. | | 

Sav. Has given himſelf into the hands of Varlets, not 
to he carv'd out. Sir, are theſe the Pieces? 

To. Lo. They are the Morals of the Age, the Virtues, 
Men made of Gold. apt ar 

Sav. Of your Gold, you mean Sir: 

To. Lo. This is a Man of War, and cryes go on, and 
wears his Colours. 

Sev. In's Noſe. | FLO | 

To. Lo. In the fragrant Field. This is a Traveller Sir, 
knows Men and Manners, and has plow'd up the Sea ſo 
far till both the Poles have knockt; has ſeen the Sun 
take Coach, and can diſtinguiſh the colour of his Horſes, 
and their Kinds, and had a Flanders-Mare leapt there. 

Sav. *Tis much. 

Trav. | have ſeen more Sir. 

Sev. *Tis even enough o' Conſcience; fit down, and 
reſt you, you are at the end of the World already. Wou'd 
you had as good a Living Sir, as this Fellow cou'd lie you 
out of, he has a notable Gift in t. | 

W. Lo. This miniſters the Smoak, and this the Muſes. 
Sav. And you the Cloaths, and Meat, and Mony, Jou 
have a goodly Generatior of 'em, pray let them multi- 
Fase your Brother's Houſe is big enough, and to lay truth, 
as too much Land, hang it Dirt. LNG : | 
To. Lo. Why now thou art a loving Stinkard. Fire of 
thy Annotations-and thy Rent-books, thou haſt a weak 
Brain Savil, and with the next long Bill thou wilt run mad. 
Gentlemen, you are once more welcome to three bund e 
Pounds a Year ; we will be freely merry, ſhall we not! 

Capr. Merry as Mirth and Wine, my lovely Loveleſs. 

Peer. A ſerious Look ſhall be a Jury to excommunieate 
any Man from our Company. Neu. 
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Trav. We will not talk wiſely neither? 
To. Lo, What think you Gentlemen by all this Re- 


venue in Drink? 


Catt. I am al: for Drink. 

Trav. I am dry till it be ſo. 0 

Poet. He that will not cry Amen to this, let him live 
ſober, ſeem wile, and dye o th Gram. 

Yo. Lo. It ſhall be ſo, we'll have it all in Drink; let 
Meat and Lodging go, they are tranſitory, and thew 
Men meerly mortal : Then we'll have Wenches, every 
one his Wench, and every Week a treſh one; we'll keep 
no powder'd Fleſh. All theſe we have by warrant, un- 
der the Title of Things neceſſary. Here upon this Place 
| ground it, the Obedience of my Peaple, and all Ne- 
ceſlaries: Your Opinions, Gentlemen: 

Capt. Tis plain and evident that he meant Wenches. 

Say. Good Sir, let me expound it, | 

Capt, Here be as found Men, as your ſelf, Sir. 

Poet, This do ] hold to be the Interpretation of it: In 
this word Neceſſary, is concluded all that be hei ps to 
Man; Woman was made the firſt, and therefore here the 
Chiefeſt. 

5. Lo. Believe me tis a learned one; and by theſe 
Words, The Obedience of my People, youSte ward being 
one, are: bound to fetch us Wenches. 4 

Capt. He is, he is. 15 

Iv. Lo. Steward, attend us for Inſtructions, 

Sav. But will you keep no Houſe, Sir? 

; 3 h Nothing but Drink Sir, three hundred Pounds 
in Drink. "_— 

Sæv. O miſerable Houſe, and miſerable I that I live to 
ſce it! Good Sir, keep ſome Meat. 4 1 

Io. Lo, Get us good Whores, and for your part, I'll 


oy you in an Ale-houſe, you-ſhall have Cheeſe and 
| mons. eien. 2 e 1 
Sau. What ſhall become of me, no Chimny ſmoakingꝰ 
Well Prodigal, your Brother will come home. Exit. 
1. Lo. Come Lads, I'll warrant you for Wenches. 
Three hundred Pounds in Drink. [Exeunt. 
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rn SCENT 
Enter Lady, Welford, and Sir Roger the Curate. 


Lady. . now you ſee your bad Lodging, I muſt bid 
you good Night. | 
Wel. Lady, if there be any want, tis in want of you. 
Lady. A little ſleep will caſe that Complement. Once 
more good night. | 
Wel. Once more dear Lady, and then all ſweet Nights. 
Lady. Dear Sir be ſhort and ſweet then. - 
Wel. Shall the Morrow prove better to me, ſhall I hope 
my Sute happier by this Night's reſt ? | 
Lady. Is your Sute ſo ſickly that Reſt will help it? Pray 
ye let it reſt then till I call for it. Sir, as a Stranger you 
ave had all my welcome: But had I known your 
e'er you came, your Paſſage had been ſtraighter. Sir, 
good night. | 5 
Wel. So fair, and cruel! Dear Unkind 2 ; | 
it Lady. 
Nay Sir, you ſhall ſtay with me, I'll preſs your Zeal ſo far. 
og. O Lord Sir. 
Wel. Do you love Tobacco? | 
Rog. Surely I love it, but it loves not me; yet with 
your Reverence I'll be bold. 
Wel. Pray light it Sir. How do you like it? 
Rog. I promiſe you it is notable ſtinging geer indeed. It 
is wet Sir, Lord how it brings down Rheum ? | 
Wel. Handle it again Sir, you have a warm Text of it. 
Reg. Thanks ever promis'd for it. I promiſe you it is 
very powerful, and by a Trope, Spiritual; for certainly 
it moves in ſundry Places. '> IR: 
Wel. Ay, it does ſo Sir, and me eſpecially, to ask Sir, 
why you wear a Night- cap. * 
. Rog. Afluredly I will ſpeak the truth unto you. You 
ſhall underſtand Sir, that my Head is broken, and by 
whom; even by that viſible beaſt the Butler. ff 
F | 12 N ; 2 i e 6 
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Wel. The Butler? Certainly he had all his Drink about 
him when he did it. Strike one of your grave Caſfock? 
The offence, Sir? ROD OS om 

Rog. Reproving him at Tra-trip Sir, for ſwearing; 
you have the total ſurely. | | 

Wel. Vou told him when his rage was ſet a tilt, and 
ſo he crack*'d your Canons. IJ hope he has not hurt your 
1 But ſhall we ſee the'e Gentle women to 
night? 

Res. Have patience Sir until our fellow Nicholas be de- 
ceaſt, that is, aſleep: For ſo the word is taken; to ſleep 
to die, to die to ſleep, a very figure Sir. | 

Mel. Cannot you caſt another for the Gent!ewomen? 

Rog. Not till the Man be in his Bed, his Grave: His 
Grave, his Be: The very ſame again Sir. Our Comick 
Poet gives the reaſon ſweetly ; Plenus rimarum eft, he is 
full ot Loope-holes, and will diſcover to our Patronels. 

Vel. Your Comment Sir has made me underſtand you. 

Enter Martha tbe Lady's Siſter, and Abigal, 
to them, with a Poſſe. 

Rag. Sir be addreſt, the Graces do ſalute yon with the 
full Bowl of Plenty. Is our old Enemy entomb'd? 

Abig. He's ſafe. | 

Rug. And does he ſnore out ſupinely with the Poet? 

Mar. No, he out- ſnores the Poet. 

Mel. Gentlewoman, this Courteſie ſhall bind a Stranger 
to you, ever your Servant. 3 

Mar. Sir, my Siſter's ſtrictneſs makes not us forget you 
are a Stranger and a Gentleman. 

Abig. In ſooth Sir, were I chang'd into my Lady, 
Gentleman ſo well indued with Parts, ſhould not be loſt. 

Hel. I thank you Gentlewoman, and reſt bound to you. 
See how this foul Familiar chews the Cud: From thee, 
and three and fifty, good Love deliver me. 

Mar. Will you fit down Sir, and take a Spoon? 

Mel. take it kindly, Lady. | 

Mar, It is our beſt Banquet, Sir, 

Rog. Shall we give thanks? 

Mel. I have to the Gentlewomen already Sir. 
a R 4 - . Mar · 
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| Mar. Good Sir Roger, keep that Breath to cool your 
part o* th* Poſſet, you may chance have a ſcalding zeal 
elſe; and you will needs be doing, pray tell your twenty 
to your ſelf. Wou'd you cou'd like this, Sir? | 
+ Wel. 1 wou'd your'Siſter wou'd like me as well, Lady. 
Aar. Sure Sir, ſhe wou'd not eat you: But baniſh that 
Imagination; ſhe's only wedded to — ſelf, lies with her 
felt, and loves her ſelf; and for another Husband than her 
ſelf, he may knock at the Gate, but ne'er come in. Be 
wiſe Sir, ſnes a Woman, and a trouble, and has her many 
Faults, the leaſt of which is, ſhe cannot love you. 

Abig. God pardon her, ſhe'll do worſez wou'd I were 
worthy his leaſt grief, Miſtreſs Martha. 

Wel. Now muſt over-hear her. | 

Mar. Faith wou'd thou hadſt them all with all my 
heart; I do not think they wou'd make thee a day older. 

Abig. Sir, will you pur in deeper, tis the ſweeter. 

Mar. Well ſaid, old ſayings. 188 

Wel. She looks like one indeed. Gentlewoman you 
keep your word, your ſweet ſelf has made the bottom 
ſweeter. | | 

Abig. Sr, I begin a Frolick, dare you change Sir? 

Wel. My ſelf for you, ſo pleaſe you. ;That ſmile has 
turn'd my Stomach : This is right the old Emblem of 
the Moyle cropping of Thiſtles: Lord what a hunting 
Head ſhe carries, {ſure ſhe has been ridden with a Mar- 
tingale. Now Love deliver me. | 

; Do I dream, or do I wake? Surely I knownot : 
Am I rub'd off? Is this the way of all my Morning 
Pray'rs? Oh Roger, thou art but Graſs, and Woman as a 
Flow'r. Did I tor this conſume my quarters in Medita- 
tion, Vows, and woo'd her in Heroical Epiſtles? Did 
I expound the Owl, and undertook with labour and ex- 
pence the Recollection of thoſe thouſand Pieces, conſum d 
in Cellars, and Tobacco-ſhops of that our honour'd Eng- 
liſþhman Ni. Br. Have] done this, and am] done thus too? 
I will end with the wiſe Man, and ſay; He that holds a 
Woman, has an Eel by the tail. * 

Mar. Sir ' tis ſo late, and our Entertainment (meaning 

our Poſſet) by this is grown fo cold, that *twere an un. 
i lg 45 rye us mannerly 
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mannerly part longer to hold you from your reſt: Let 
what the Houſe has be at your command, Sir. 

el. Sweet reſt be with you, Lady. And to you what 
you deſire too. —— [Exeunt- 

Abig. It ſhou'd be ſome ſuch good thing like your (elf 
then. 

Wel. Heav'n keep me from that Curſe, and all my Iſſue, 


Good night Antiquity. 


Reg. Solamen Miſeris ſocios babuiſſe Doloris: But l alone 


Wel. Learned Sir, will you bid my Man come to me? 
And requeſting a greater mealure of your Learning, good 
night, good Maſter Roger. 

Rog. Good Sir, peace be with yuu. [Exit Roger. 

Hel. Adieu dear Domine. Half a dozen ſuch ina Kings» 
dom wou'd make a Man forſwear Confeſſion: For who 
that had but half his wits about him, wou'd commit the 
Counſel of a ſerious fin to ſuch a cruel Night-cap? Why 
how now, fhall we have an Antick? [ Enter Servant, 
Whoſe Head do you upon your Shoulders, that you 
jole it ſo againſt the Poſt? Is't for your eaſe? Or have 
you ſeen-the Celler? Where are my ſlippers, Sir? 

Ser. Here Sir. 

Vel. Where Sir? Have you got the pot Verdugo? 


Have you ſeen the Horles, Sir? 


er. Yes Sir. | 45 

Vel. Have they any Meat? ö 2 

Ser. Faith Sir, they havea kind of wholſome Ruſhes, 
Hay I cannot call it. {2 n 

Wel. And no Provender? 

Ser. Sir, ſo I take it. 

Mel. You are merry Sir, and why ſo? 

Ser. Faith Sir, here are no Oats to be got, unleſs you'll 
have 'em in Porredge: The People are ſo mainly given 
to Spoon- meat: Yonder's a caſt of Cpach-mares of the 
G. ntlewoman's, the ſtrangeſt Cattle. Mel. Why? 

Ser. Why, they are tranſparent Sir, you may {ce through 
them: And ſuch a Houſe! | [ 
Vel. Come Sir, the truth of your Diſcovery. 

Ser. Sir, they are in tribes like Fews: The Kitchen and 
the Dairy make one Tribe, and have their Faction and their 


Or- 
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Fornication within themſelves; the Buttery and the 
Landry are another, and there's no Love loſt; che Cham- 
bers are intire, and what's done there, is ſomewhat higher 
than my Knowledge: But this I am ſure, between theſe 
Copulations, a Stranger is kept virtuous, that is, faſt- 
ing. But of all this, the drink Sir. 

Wel. What of that, Sir? | v. 

Ser. Faith Sir, 1 will handle it as the time and your 

tience will give me leave. This Drink, or this cool- 
ing Julip, of which three Spoonfuls kills the Calenture, 
a Pint breeds the cold Palſie. 


Wel. Sir, you bely the Houſe. 

Ser. I wou'd I did Sir. ButasI am a true Man, if *twere 
— — degree colder, nothing but an Aſſes Hoof would 
hold it. 

Mel. Tam glad on't Sir, for if it had prov'd ſtronger, 

had been Tongue-ty'd of theſe Commendations. 

Light me the Candle Sir, I'll hear no more. ¶ Excunt. 
Enter young Loveleſs, and bis Comrades, with Wencber, 
and two Fidlers. Lt 

7D. Lo. Come my brave Man of War, trace out thy darling, 
And you my learned Council, ſit and turn Boys, 

Kiſs till the Cow come home, kiſs cloſe, kiſs cloſe Knaves. 
My Modern Poet, thou ſhalt kiſs in Couplets. 

Enter with Wine. 
Strike up you merry Varlets, and leave your peeping, 
This is no pay for Fidlers. 

Capt. O my dear Boy; thy Hercules, thy Captain 

Makes thee his Hylas, his Delight, his Solace. 

Love thy brave Man of War, and let thy bounty 

Clap him in Shamors: Let there be deducted out of our main 
Five Marks in hatchments to adorn this Thigh, (potation 
Crampt with this reſt of Peace, and I will fight 

Thy Bartels. | 

. Lo. Thou ſhalt have't Boy, and fly in Feather; 
Lead on a March, you Michers. | 

| Enter Savil. 

Sav. O my Head, O my Heart, whatano'ſe and change 
is here! Wou'd I had been cold i' th Mouth before this 
Day, and ne'er have liv'd to ſee this Diſſolution. He _ 

| | aves 
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lives within a Mile of this Place, had as good eep in the 
| noiſe of an Iron Mill. There's a 424 Sea of 

nk i* th? Sellar, in which goodly Veſſels lie wrack'd, 
and in the middle of this Deluge appear the tops of Fla- 
gonsand black Jacks, like Churches drown'di 'ti”Marſhes, 

To. Lo. What, art thou come? My ſweet Sir Amias 
welcome to Troy. Come thou ſhalt kiſs my Helen, and 
court her in a Dance. 

Szv. Good Sir confider . 

75. Lo. Shall we conſider, Gentlemen? How ſay you? 

Capt. Conſider? That were a {imple toy faith, con- 
ſider? Whoſe Moral's that? The Man that cries conſider 
is our Foe: Let my Steel know him. 

Db. Lo. Stay thy dead doing Hand, he muſt not dic 

yet: Prethee be calm, my Hettor, 

Capt. Peaſant Slave, chick Groom compos'd of grudg- 
ings, live and thank this Gentleman, thou hadit ſeen 
Pluto elſe. The next conſider kills thee. 

= Let him drink down his word again in a Gallon 
of Sac 

Poet. Tis but a ſnuff, make it two Gallons, and let him 
do it kneeling in Repe An 

Sæv. Nay rather kill me, there's but a Lr loſt. 
Good Captain do your Office. 

7. Lo. Thou ſhalt drink, Steward, drink and dance, 
my Steward, Strike him a Horn-pipe ſqueakers; take 
thy ſtriver, and pace her till ſhe ſtew. | 

Sæv. Sure Sir, I cannot dance _ our Gentlewomen, 
they are tag light for me; pray break my Head, and let 
me go. 

the. He ſhall dance, he ſhall dance. 

Tv. Lo. He ſhall dance, and drink, and be drunk and 
— 5 and be drunk again, and ſhall ſee no Meat in a 

err. 

Poet. And three quarters. 

Lo. Lo. And three quarters be it. 

Capt. Who knocks there? Let him in. 

Enter Elder Loveleſs diſguis d. 

Sav. Some to deliver me, 1 hope. 

El. 11 Gentlemen, God ſavy youall, my buſineſs is te 
0n2 a Lovelels. __ + Capt. 
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Catt. This is the Gentleman you mae vie him 
and take his Inventory, he's a right one. 

El.. La. He promiſes no leſs, Sir. 

Te. Lo. Sir, your buſineſs? 

El. Lo. Sir, I ſhou'd let you know, yet I am loth, yet 
I am {ſworn to't, wou'd ſome other Tongue wou'd ſpeak 
it for me. | 
PV. Lo. Out with it i' God's Name. 

El. Lo. All I deſire Sir is, the patience and ſuff*rance 
of a Man; and good. Sir be not moy'd more. 

To. Lo. Then a petle of Sack will do, here's my Hand; 
prethee thy buſineſs? 

El. Lo. Good Sir excuſe me; and whatſoever you hear, 
think muſt have been known unto you; and be your ſelt 
diſcreet, and bear it nobly. 

Ia. Lo. Prithee diſpatch me? | 
El. Lo. Your Brother's dead, Sir. 

To. Lo. Thou doſt not mean * Drunk? 

El. Zo. No, no, dead and drown'd at Sea, Sir. 

To. Lo. Art ſure he's dead? 

El. Lo. Too ſure Sir. 
V. Lo. Ay, but art thou very n ſure of it? 
EL Lo. As ſure Sir as I tell it. 
Tv. Lo. But art thou ſure he came not up ag ag dig 
A. E He may come up; but ne er to call you Brother 
bi . To. Lo . But art 1 — he had Water enough to drown 
an . 

El. Lo. Sure Sir he wanted none. 

m. Lo. 1 would not have him want, 1 loy'd bim bet: 
ter: Here I forgive thee; and if. ith be plain; how do 
1 bear it? 

EI. Lo. Very wiſely, Sir. 

75. Lo. Fill himſoragWine. Thou doſt not ſee me mov'd, 

- theſe tranſitory Toys ne er trouble me, he's in a better 
place, my Friend, I know't. Some fellows wou'd have 
cry'd now, and bave curſt thee, and faln out with their 

eat, and kept a pudder; but all this helps not, he Was 
too good for us, and let God keep him: There's the right 
uſe on 5 Friend. Off Wich * Drink, thou haſt a „ ice of 
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Master's Dead, and who am I now Savi}? Nay, let's 
all bear it well; wipe, Szvzl, wipe, Tears are but thrown 
away: we-ſhall have Wenches now, ſhalt we not, Sa- 
vil? A EO 
Sav. Yes Sir. | | 
FD. Lo. And drink innumerable ? 
Sav. Yes forſooth. . WL aka 
Tv. Lo. And you'll train curtſie, and be drunk alittle? 
Sau. I wouv'd be glad, Sir, to do my weak endeavour. 
75. Ln. You may be brought in time to love a Wench too. 
Sev, In time the ſturdy Oak, Sir. ISA : 
Tv. Lo. Some more Wine for my Friend there. 
EI. Lo. I ſhall be drunk anon for my good News: but 
| have a loving Brother, that's my comfort. 747.4 
ho. Lo. Here's to you Sir, this is the worſt I wiſſi you 
for your News: And if I hadanother elder Brother, and 
ſay it were his chance to feed Haddocks, I ſhould be ftill 
the ſame you ſee me now; a poor contented Gentleman. 
More Wine for my Friend there, he's dry again. 
El. Lo. I ſhall be, if I follow this beginning. Well my 
dear Brother, if 1 ſcape this drowning, tis your turn next 
to ſink ; you ſhall duck twice before I help'you. © Sir I 
cannot drink more; pray let me have your pardon: | 
19. Lo. O Lord Sir, 'tis your modeſty: More Wine, 


| give him a bigger Glaſs ; hug him my Captain, thou 


thalt be my chief Mourner. 
Capt. And this my Pennon: Sir, a full carouſe to you, 
and to my Lord of Land here: | E 
El. Lo. I feel a buzzing in my Brains; pray God E bear 
this out, and Tt ne er trouble them ſo {ar again. Heres 
to you Sir. | ore 
Tv. Lo. To my dear Steward, down o' your knees you 
Infidel, you Pagan; be drunk and penitent. 
Sv. Forgive me, Sir, and PI be any thing. | 
HD. L1. Then be a Baud, I'll have thee a brave Band. 
FI. Lo. Sir, I muſt take my leave of you, my buſineſs 
is ſo urgent. 85 e | 
70. Lo. Let's have a bridling caſt before you go. Fill 
a new ſtoupe. N a | 8 
H. Lo. 1 dare not Sir, by no means. 1 , 
| . 0, L. 
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To. Lo. Have you any mind toa Wench? I would fain 
tiſie you for the pains you took, Sir. 

El. Lo. As little to the Vother. 

To. Lo. If you find any ſtirring do but ſay fo. 

El. Lo. Sir, you are too bounteous; when I feel that 
itching, you ſhall aſſwage it, Sir, before another: This 
only, and farewel, Sir. Your Brother when the Storm 
was moſt extream, told all about him, he left a Will 
which lies cloſe behind the Chimney in the matted Cham- 
ber. And fo as well, Sir, as you have made me able, I 
take my leave. 

To. Lo. Let us embrace him all: If you grow dry be. 
fore you end your buſineſs, pray take a bait here, Ihave 
a freſh Hogſhead for you. 

Sav. You ſhall neither will nor chuſe, Sir. My Ma- 
ſter is a wonderful fine Gentleman, has a fine State, a 
very fine State, Sir, I am his Steward, Sir, and his Man. 

El. Lo. Wow'd:you were your own, Sir, as I left you. 
Well I muſt caſt about, or all ſinks. | 

Sev. Farewel, Gentleman, Gentleman, Gentleman. 

El. Lo. What wou'd you with me, Sir ? bag 

Szv. Farewel Gentleman. 

El. Lo. O fleep Sir, ſleep. [Exit El. Lo. 

To. Lo. Well Boys, you ſee what's fall'n, let's in and 
drink, and give thanks for it. 

Capt. Let's give thanks for it. 

W. Lo. Drunk asI live. 

Sev. Drunk as I live, Boys. 

To. Lo. Why, now thou art able to diſcharge thine 
Office, and caſt up a Reckoning of ſome weight; I will 
be Knighted, for my State will bear it, 'tis ſixteen hun- 
2 Boys: Off with your husks, I'II skin you all in 

attin. | 

Capt. O ſweet. Loveleſs! 

Sæv. All in Sattin! O ſweet Loveleſs ! IM” 

To. Lo. March in, my noble Compeers: And this my 
Counteſs ſhall be led by two: And ſo proceed we to the 
Will. | | mY ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Mont oe Uſurer, and Widow. % 
AMor. And Widow, as I lay, be your own Friend: 
1 | 0 
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vour Husband left you Wealthy, ay and wiſe, continue 
ſo ſweet Duck, continue ſo. Take heed of young ſmooth 
Varlets, younger Brothers; they are Worms that will 
cat through your Bags; they are very Lightning, that 
with a flath or two will melt your Mony, and never ſinge 
your Purſe- ſtrings: They are Colts, Wench, Colts, hea- 
dy and dangerous, till we take em up, and make em 
fit for Bonds. Look upon me, I have had, and have 
yet matter of moment, Girl, matter of moment; you 
may meet with a worſe back, I'll not commend it. 
Wid. Nor I neither, Sir. | | 
Mor. Vet thus far by your favour, Widow, tis tuff. 
Wid. And therefore not for my diet, for I love a ten- 
der one. | 
Mor. Sweet Widow leave your frumps, and be ediſi- 
ed: You know my State, 1 ſell no Perſpectives, Scarfs, 
Gloves, nor kai nor put my truſt in Shoe- ties; 
and where your Husband in 8 was riſing by burnt 
Figs, dreg'd with Meal and powdered Sugar, Saunders, - 
and Grains, Wormſeed and rotten Raiſins, and ſuch vile 
Tobacco, that made the Footmen m 3 I, ma Year, 
have put up hundreds inclos'd, my Widow, thoſe plea· 
ſant Meadows, by a forfeit Mortgage: For which the 
poor Knight takes a lone Chamber, owes for his Ale, 
and dare not beat his Hoſteſs: Nay more————— 
Wid. Good Sir no more; what e' er my Husband was, 
I know what I am, and if you marry me, you mult bear 
it bravely off, Sir. ates Þ het, 
Mor. Not with the Head, ſweet Widoc. 
Mid. No ſweet Sir, but with your Shoulders: I muſt 
have you dub'd, for under that I will not ſtoop a Feather. 
My Husband was a Fellow lov'd to toil, fed ill, made 
Gain his exerciſc, and ſo grew coſtive, which for that I 
was his Wife, I gave way to, and ſpun mine own Smocks 
courſe, and Sit, ſo little: But let that paſs, time, that 
wears all things out, wore out this Husband, who in 
penitence of ſuch fruitleſs five years Marriage, left ma 
great with his Wealth, which if you'll be a worthy Goſ- 
ap to, be Knighted, Sir. 2 


Enter 
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IG Evi Sm. 
Mr. Now, Sir, from whom come you? whoſe Man 
are you, Sir? : | 
_ "Sav. Sir, F come from young Maſter Loveleſi. 
| Mor. Be ſilent, Sir, I have no Mony, not à penny 
for you, he's ſunk, your Maſter's ſunk, a periſht Man, Sir. 
Sau. Indeed his Brother's ſunk, Sir, God be with him, 
a periſht Man indeed, and drown'd at Sea. 
© Mor. How ſaidſt thou, good my Friend, his Brother | 
drown'd? 88 | | 
Szv. Untimely Sir, at Sea. | 
Mr. And thy young Maſter left fole Heir? 
Sau. Yes Sir. | i 1 
Aor. And he wants Mony? (Knighted. 
Sv. Yes, and ſent me to you; for he is now to be 
Mor. Widow be wiſe, there's more Land coming, 
Widow be very wiſe, and give thanks for me Widow. 
Mid. Be you very wife, and be knighted, and then 
give thanks for me Sir ? | 4 
Sau. What fays your Worſhip to this Mony? 
Mor. I ſay he may have Mony, if he pleaſe. 
Sev. A thquſand, Sir? | 
Mor. A thouſand Sir, provided, my wile Sir, his Land 
lye for the payment, otherwiſe———— 
Enter Toltng Loveleſs, and Comrades, to then." 
$7v. He's here himſelf Sir, and can better tell you. 
Nor. MynotabledearFriend, and worthy Maſter Love- 
leſs, and now right worſhipful, all joy and welcome. 

To. Lo. Thanks to my dear Incloſer, Maſter Morecraft ; 
prethee old Angel Gold, ſalute my Family, ll do as much 
for yours; this, and your own deſires, fair Gentlewoman. 

Mid. And yours Sir, if you mean well; 'tis a hand- 
ſome Gentleman. | 

Io. Lo. Sirfah, my Brother's Dead. 

Mor. Dead? | "UL 

76. Lo. Dead, and by this time ſouſt for Ember-week. 

Mor. Dead? | 
16. Lo. Drown'd, drown'dat S:a;Man, by the next freſh 
Conger that comes we ſhall hear more: . 
Mr. Nou by my Faith of my Body it moves me 7 

, | 9. Lo. 


— 
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Tv. Lo. What, wilt thou be an Aſs, and weep for the 
Dead ? Why I thought nothin but a general lnundati- 
on would have moy d thee, 700 * be due he * left 
his Land behind him. = 

Mor. O has he fo? __ - 

10. Ls. Yes faith, I thank him bort, be l Boys 
haſt any ready Mog? 7 1. 

Mor; Will you ſell, Sir? - 

To. Lo. No not outright, good Gripez marry, „ alan 
gig Or ſuch a {light Security. 

I have no ys Sir, for] Mortgage; if you will 
ſell, and all or none, VI! work a new Mine for you. 

Sau. Good Sir look before y he'll: —. you out 
of all elſe: If you ſell all your Land, you have ſold your 
Country, and then you muſt to Sea; to ſeek. your Bro- 
ther, and there lie "ickled. na Powering Tb, and break 
your Teeth with Biakets and hard Beet, that muſt have 
watering Sir: And where's your 300 Pounds a Year in 
Drink — If you'll turn up the A 1 you may, for 
you have no calling for Drink, the hut with a Cannon, 
nor no ſcorin 2 on your Shi 3. 5 and then if you 
ſcape with Life, and kak ot Boat and a Bottle of 
Uſquebaugh, come home poot Man, like a "oy of Thames- 
2 lenz of Pitch gu" Poor-John. cannot tell, 

be loth to ſee it. | 

pe. - Stowand, you are an Al, a 8 Mang gil | 
and were it not againſt the Peace of my ſovereign Friend = 
here, I wou'd break your fore - caſting Coxcomb, Dog I 
would, even with thy ſtaff of Office there, Thy Pen and 
Inkhorn noble Boy, * God of Gold here 8 fed thee 
well, take Mony for thy Dirt: Hark and believe, thou 
ut cold of Conſtitution, thy Seat unhealthful, ſell and 
be wiſez we are three that will adorn thee, and live ace 
cording to thine own Heart, Child; . Mirth ſhall be only 
ours, and only ours ſhall be the black ey'd n of 
the time. Mony makes men Immortal. | 

Poet. Do what you will, tis the nobleſt courſe; then 
you may live without the charge of 3 only we 
four will make a Family; a i and an 1 that will be- 


get new Annals, in which 42 thy — Son of 
V os Kt” leaſure 


# s % 


| * G 
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pleuſure, equal with Ne#o and Caligula. 
19. Lo. What Men were they; ew js 1 
Capt. Two roaring Boys of Rome, chat matle al Lind | 
Jo. Lo. Come Sir, what dare you give? by | | 
Sau, You will not ſell, Sir? 5 
Db. Lo. Who told you fo, Sir? 
— Good Sir have care. Is Sons + 
To. Lo. Peace, or I'll tack your gue up to 
Roof. What Mony? ſpeak. ng * fg 
Mor. Six thouſand Pound, Sir. © 
Cut. Take it; b'as ovetbidden bythe Sun: Bind him 
to his bargain quickly. 
. Lo. Come {trike me luck with _ and draw 
the Writings. | 
Mor. Theres a God's erty for thee. 
= Sir; for my old Mafter's fake let tidy Far be ex- 
_ cepted, if I become his Tenant I am undone, my Chil- 
on Beg and my Wife God knows what : Conti: 
Sir. 12 FH have all or none. 
Th. 2 "Alli all in "Difpatch the Writings. - T 
Eri wirb Com. 
Mi. Go; thou art a pretty forchanded Fellow, wou'd 
chon wert wiſer,” | I ls 
Szv. Now do I ſenſibly begin to feel my ſelf {Rafeal; 
wou'd I cqu'd teach a School, 186. des or lie well; lam 
utterly undone; now he that taught rhee to deceive and 
cCoxen, take thee to his Mercy; fo be it, | ExitSav- 
Mor. Come Widow come, never ſtand upon a Knight- 
hood, tis a meer paper Honour, and not Proof enough 
for a Ser; nt. Come, come, I'll make thee- 
id. To anſwer inthort, 'tis this Sir. No Knight no 
Widow, if you make me any thing, it muſt nf a Lady, 
and fo I take my leave. 
Mor. Farewel ſweet Widow, and think of it. 
Mid. Sir, I do more than think of it, it makes me 
dream, Sir. [ Ex. Wid. 
. She's rich and ſober, if this itch were from her: 
and ſay I be at the charge to pay the Footmen, and the 
Trumpets, ay and the Horſemen too, and be a ig 


„ 
* 


and ſhe refuſe me then; chen am hoiſt into the Subſidy , 
and ſo by conſequence ſhou d prove a Coxeomb: II 
have a care of that. Six thoufand Pound, and then the 
Land is mine, there's ſome refreſhing yet. (Exit. 


| Enter Abignl, aud drops ber Glove. 
Abig. T5 be but ſollow me, as all my hopes tell we; | 


es Man enough, up goes myreſt, and I know 


| ſhall draw him. l 
| Enter Welford. | 
Mel. This is the ſtrangeſt pamper'd peice of Fleſh to- 
wards Fifty, that ever frailty copt withal; what a trim 
lervoy here ſhe has put upon me; theſe Women are a 
proud kind of Catdle, and love this whorſon — * 
directly, that they will not ſtick to make their very Skins 
Bawds to their Fleſh. Here's Dogskin and Stora ſuffi- 
cient to kill a Hawk: What to do with it, beſides nail- 
ing it up amongſt Iriſb Heads of Teer, toſhew the mighri- 
nels of her Palm, 1 know not: there ſhe is. I. en- 
ter into Dialogue. Lady, you have loſt your Glove. 
Abig. Not Sir, if you hate found it. 42 
Mel. It was my meaning, Lady, to reſtore it. 
Abig. Twill be uncivil in me to take back a | wreak 
Fortune hath ſo well beſtow'd, Sir, pray wear it for me. 
Mel. J had rather wear a Bell. But hark you Miſt 
what hidden Virtue is there in this Glove, that you wou'd 
have me wear it? Is't againſt ſore Eyes, or will it 
charm the Tooth - ach? Or theſe red tops, being ſteept - 
in White-wine ſoluble, will't kill the Itch? Or has it 
ſo conceal'd a Providence to keep my Hand from Bonds? 
If it have none of theſe, and prove no more but a bare 
Glove of half a Crown a pair, 'twill be but half a cour- 
telie, I wear two always; faith let's draw cuts, one will 
do me no pleaſure. FS 1 
Abig. The tenderneſs of i TM keeps him as yet in 
- > ; * 


0 
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= ce, he's a well moulded Fellow, and I wonder his 
Blood ſhou'd ſtir no higher; bur tis his want of Com- 
pany: I muſt grow nearer to him. bo bY e 

Enter Elder Lovelcls diſguis'd. 

El. Lo. God fave you both. 
Albig. And pardon you Sir; this is ſomewhat rude, 
how came you hither | | 
El. Lo. Why through the Doors, they are open. 

Wel. What are you? And what buſineſs have you here? 

El. Lo. More I believe than you haye. | 
We Who would this Fellow ſpeak with? Art thou 

r? | 
El. Lo. Yes, I come not here to ſleep. 

Wel. Prithee what art thou? _ - —«(tleman, 

El. Lo. As much, gay Man, as thou art; Iam a Gen- 
Mel. Art thou no more?: & 

El. Lo. Yes, more than thou dar*ſt be; a Soldier. 

Abig. Thou doſt not come to quarrel? 
El. Lo. No, not with Women; I come here to ſpeak 
with a Gentlewoman. e 2 4 

Abig. Why, I am one. 0 
, - EI. Lo. But not with one ſo gentle. 

Mel. This is a fine Fellow. þ 

El. Lo. Sir, I am not fine yet. I am but new come 
over; direct me with your Ticket to your Taylor, and 
then I ſhall be fine, Sir. Lady, if there be a better of 
your Sex within this Houſe, ſay I would ſee her. 
Albig. Why am not I good enough for you, Sir? 
El. Lo. Yourway you'll be too good; pray end my bu- 
ſineſs. This is another Sutor; O frail Woman! 

Wel. This Fellow with his bluntneſs hopes to do more 
than the long ſutes of a thouſand cou d; though he be 
ſowr, he's quick, I mutt not truſt him. Sir, this Lady 
is not to ſpeak with you, ſhe:is more ſerious: You ſmell 
as if you were new calkt; go and be handſome, and then 
you may fit with her Servingmen. 

El. Lo. What are you Sir?! 0 

Wel. Gueſs by my outſide. ; 0, 

El. Lo. Then I take you, Sir, for ſome new ſilken thing 
wean d from the Country, that ſhall (when you Mi 


, 
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eee be beaten into better Manners. 
| Pr 8947 roud elp me to your Miſtreſs. 


Abig. ow many Lim hel thin, that hon talkꝰ ſt 


El. Lo. . one, one; 1 ne Cat nor r Woman. | 

Wel. And will that one Life, Sir, maintain You ever in 
ſuch bold ſawcineſs? | 

El. Lo. Yes, amongſt a Nation of ſuch Menas youare, 


and be no worſe for wearing. Shall I ſpeak with this Lady q 


Abig. No by my troth ſhall you not. 3 
El. To. I muſt ſtay here then? wh aware art 
wil Thar you ſhall not neither. 
El. Lo. Good fine thing tell me Wb. 
Wel. Good thing PII tell youz - 
This is no place for ſuch Companions, 
Such louſie — — ſhall find their buſineſs 
Better i th Suburbs, there your ſtrong pitch Perfume, 
Mingled with Lees of Ale, ſhall a in ice 
This is no Thames-ſtreer, Sir. ö 
Abig. This Gentleman informs you youre ar 
Prithee be ſatisfied, and ſeek the Suburbs | 
Good Captain, or whatever Title elſe, | . — at 
The Warlik e Eel boats have beſtow'd upon thee, 4k 
Go and reform thy ſelf, prithee be ſweeter,Tt 


* 
Ts 


And know my Lady ſpeaks with no-Swabbers. 


El. Lo. Vou cannot talk me out with your Traditiog: 
Of Wir you pick from Plays, go to, I have tound yes, 
And fart you, Sir, whoſe we gentle Blood: 

Runs in your Ngſe, and makes you ſnuff at all 
But three pil'd People, I do let you know, 
He that bone your Worſhip's Sattin-ſuit, 
Can make no Men, Sir: I will ſee this Lady, 


And, with-the Reverence of your e E 
In theſe old Ornaments. rl TY 

Wel, vou will not ſure ! ? 1 6 51 
El. Lo. Sure, Sir, I ſhall? eb 1 


- Abig. You wou'd be beaten/qut? 1 1 4 0 
E. Fo. Indeed I would not, or if I would hel 
Pray who ſhall beat me? This good W 
Looks as he were oth' Peace. 2 
E | . 8 3 | Wel. | 
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I. Sir you ſhall ſce that: Will you get yon out? 
El. Lo. Yes, that that ſhall correct your Boys Ton 

Dare you fight? I will ſtay here ſtill. {They * 
Abig. O their things are out, help, help for God sſake. 

Madam. Jars? they foin at one znother, 

Emer Lady. 

Madam, why, who'is within there? 

| Lady. Who breeds this rudeneſs? 
Wel. This uncivil Fellow; 

He ſays he comes from Sea, where 1 believe 

Tas purg'd away his Matifiers. | 
La hy what-of him? 

Wel. Why = will radely, without once God bleſs you, 

Preſs to your Privacies, and no denial 

Muſt ſtand betwixt your Perfon and his buſineſs, 

I let go his ill Language. 4 
2 Sir, have ou buſineſs with me? 

But not ſo ſerious to pawn my Life for't: 

If you keep this quarter, and maintain about yo l 

Such Knights ©'th” Sun as this is, to defi 

Men of Imployment to ye, you may live, 

* in _ 1 5 3 

ſtay Sir, who has wrong'd you 
H me he cannot, . — 

E bis wil words at me: but to ou 

I think he did no Honour, to deny 

The haſte I'come withal, a paſſage to you,” 

Though I ſeem courſe. Lene 

Lady. Excuſe me, gentle Sir, twas from my Know- 

And ſhall have no protection. And to you Sir, 

You have ſnew'd more Heat than Wit, and from vourſek 

Have borrow'd Power, I never gave you here, 

To do theſe vile unmanly things. My Houle 

w—_ blind Street to ſwagger in; and my Favours 


ot doting yet on your u n 
So far, that I ſhou'd make you 


Maſter of my buſineſs; 
My Credit yet ſtands fairer with the People 
Than to be tryed with Swords; and they that come 


To do me ſervice, muſt not think to win me 


1 
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With hazard of a Murther; if your Love 


Conſiſt in F pry carry it to the Cam 

And. there, 9 of ome 9 Miſtreſs, 

Shoa our Vout ray be better temper d 

And rk, me leave a wo — . ads: 5 
7 You mult have it. 3 4 Welford. f 


929 * 


Becauſe the leaſt Acquaintance: But Tl be 
(If there be Honour in the Minds of Men) 
Thouſands when they ſhall know what I deliver, 
(As all good Men muff ſhare in't) will to ſhame 
wy your black Memory. < | 
How is this, good Sir? | 
EL Tis that, that if you have a Soul will chaakit. 
| ve kill'd a Gentleman. _ " 
Lady. 1 kid a Gentleman! | 
El. Lo. You, and your Cruelty, have Kill'd kin, Woman, 
And ſuch a Man et me he atgr y in't) | 
Whoſe leaſt worth weigh'd 8 all Womens Virtues 
That at ny I (pare you all to come too: Gueſs him now ? 
I am ſo innocent I cannot, Sir. 
El. ET, Repent you mean, you are a perfect V, 
And as the but was, made for Man's undoing. 
Lady. Sir, you have miſt. your way, I am * ſhe. 
El. Lo. Wou'd he had miſt his way too, though he had 
Wander d farther than Women are il! a of, | 
So he had miſt this Miſery, you l WO 


Lady. How do you do, Sir? n 
1 75 84 em 
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El. Lo. Well enough I hope. e 
Whilel can keep m elf out from Temptations. 

Lady. Leap into this matter, whither would ye? 

El. Lo. You had a Servant that Fong NING 
Injoin'd to Travel. We 
Lach. Such a one I have 
Still, and ſhall be griev'd 'twere otherwiſe. . (Acad: 

El. L. Then have your asking, and be griey'd he's 
How you will anſwer for his worth, I know not: =F 
But this I am ſure, either he, or you, or both 
Were ſtark mad, elſe he might have liv'd 
To have giv naſtronger teſtimony to th'Wortd 
Of what he might have been. He was a Man 

I knew but in his evening, ten Suns after, 
Forc'd by a Tyrant Stormour beaten Bark 
Bulg'dunder us; in which fad parting blow 
Hie call'd upon his Saint, but not for Life, 

On you A Woman, and whilſt all 1 
Sought to preſerve their Souls, he deſperate y 
Imbrac'd a Wave, crying to all that ſaw it, 
If any live, go to my Fate that forc'd me 
To this untimely End, and make her happy. 

His name was Loveleſs: And ſcap'd the Storm, 


And now you have my buſineſs. 


Lady. Tis too much. 
Wou'd had been that Storm, he had not perifhrd, 
If you'll rail now I will forgive you Sir: 


Jr if you'll call in more, if any more 


Come from this Ruin, I ſhall juſtly ſuffer 
- What they can lay: I do confi; my ſelf - 
A guilty Gaule in this. I wow'd ſay more. 
But Grief is grown too great to be deliyer d. 
El. Lo. I like this well; T hele Women are drag 
things. * 
*Tis ſomewhat of the lateſt now to weep, 752 
Vou ſhould have wept when: he was going 1 00 you, 7 
And chain d him with tboſe Tears at home, 

Lady. Wou'd you had * me then ſo, theſe two Arms 
Nabeen his Sea. 21 L. 


- 
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EI. Lo. Truſt me you move me much: But ſay be livd, 
theſe were forgotten thin 


again. | 

Lady. f ſay you ſo? Sure I ſhould know that Voice: 
This is Knavery. I'll fit you for it. Where he living Sir, 
I wou'd perſwade you to be charitable, ay, and confeſs 
wearenot all ſo als your Opinion holds us. O my Friend, 
what Penance ſhall I pull upon my Fault, upon ay mo 
unworthy ſelf for this ? 

El. Lo. Leave to love others, twas ſome Jealouſie | 
= . him N 1 4 : 

ly. I'II be with you t: Are you wrung there? | 

El. Lo. This works amain —. her. : 

Lady. I do. confeſs there is a Gentleman 
Has born me long 97 will. 

El. Zo. ] do not like that. | 

Lady. And vow'd a thouſand ſervices to me; to me, ro- 
gardleſs of him: But ſince Fate, that no pow'r can with- 
ſtand, has taken from me my firſt, and beſt Love, and to 
weep away my Vouth is a meer Folly, I will ſhew you 
what I determine Sir: You ſhall know all: Call Mr. Nei- 
ford there: That Gentleman I mean to make the Model 
of my Fortunes, and in his chaſt Embraces keep alive 
the memory of my loſt he, Lovele 7 He is — 
like him too. 

El. L. Then yon can love? 

Lady. Ves certainly Sir: 

Though it pleaſe you to think me bard and chart: 
I hope I ſhall perſwade you otherwiſe. * 
J. Lo. Thave 4 — my ſelf a fine Fool. 
Enter Wel ford. 

Nel. Wou' d you have ſpoke with me, Madam? | 

Lady. Yes Mr. Welford, and T ask your pardon before 
this Gentleman for being froward: 1! his Kiſs, and hence- 
forth more Affection. 

El. Lo. So, tis better I were Yown'd indeed. 

Wil. This is a ſudden Paſſion, God hold it. 
This Fellow out of his fear ſure has Tos 
Perſwaded her. I'll give him a new ſuit ont. 

Lady. A parting KG, and good vir, let me  praf You 
N me 2 the Gallery. i. - 
e 


* pleaſe. 
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Nel. Lam in another World; Madam whers you 


Exit Walks 

4 Hl, 15 Iwill to Sea, and 't ſhall goku bur Fllbe 
rown' 

Lach. Now Sir you-ſee I am wo fuck hand Crean, 

But time may win me. 

El, L. You have forgot your loſt Love. 

Lach. Alas Sir, what would you hays me do? I cannot 
call him hack again with ae I'll love this Man as 
dearly, and row me I'll keep him far enough from 
Sea; and twas told me, now I remember me, by an old 
-wiſe Woman, that my firſt Love ſhould be drown'd, 
and fee tis come about, 

EI. Lo. I wou'd ſhe had tald you your ſecond. ſhay!d 
be bong too, and let that come about: But this is very 


; Lit. Faith Sir, conſider all, and then l know you'll beof 
my Mind: If weeping wauld redeemhim, I would weep 
. Lo. But ſay that I were Loveleſs, 15 
And ſcap'd the Storm, how would you anſwer this 

1 w. Why. for that Gentleman 2 If leave FO the 

or 

FL.. This young thing too? ; 
Lady. That young 1 ** 

Or any young thing elſe: Why » | would loſe my Oy 
H. L. Why then he lives ſtil Iam he, your Laveleſ:. 
Lady. Alas] knew it Sir, and for that pu e! 
this * ape Get you to your task and lay Y 
ers tricks, or Iſhall leaye you, at] ſhall. Travel, or 

* me LN 2 
El. Lo. you then marry? 
43 I will not promiſe, take your choice. Farewel. 
g There is no other Purgatory but a Woman. 
Inu do ſomething. [Exit Loveleb. 
Enter Welford. my 
| wy. Miſtreſs I am Bold. Weg 
74 You are indeed, _ F 3 
Vou ſo oyerjoy'd me, 
, EY: Take hecd you ſurfeit not, pray faſt and welcome: 
W By this Light you love me extreamly. Lab 
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Lad By this, andtomorrow” Logs, 1c Icare not for you. 

Wel. Come, come, you 

- Indeed 1 can, where you ſhall never find it, 

Wel. 1 like this Mirth well, & TX 

Lady. You ſhall have more on't. 

el. I muft kifs you. | * 

— No Hir... 

Indeed I muſt. 

Lid What muſt be, muſt be; I'll take my es 
have your parting blow: I pray commend me to thoſe 
few Friends you have, that ſent you hither, and tell them 
when you travel next, *twere fit you brought leſs Bray'ry 
with th you and more Wit; you'll never get a Wife ele. 

Are you in earneſt? 
Leh, Yes faith. Will you eat 21 Horſes vil be 


— you ſhall have a Na in laid in the Burt- 
or 


"Wel — fas choca? | 
Lady. Ves, for that Face. 
Wal ie th e Lady 


5 8 Ves, if it were not warpt, cheFirein time may 
mend it. 

Wel. Methinks yours 58 5 of the beſt, Lady 
No by my trot ny yet o my Conſienee, 

vn ed che th ſilk wi 

Wel. Come, pray no — this. L7H | 

Lady. I will not: Fare you well. Ho, who ewithin ewes 
binge out the Gentleman's Horſes, he's in haſte; and ſet 
ſome cold Meat on the Table. 

Wel. Thave too much of that, I thank you Lady: : take 
your Chamber when you pleaſe, there goes A black one 
with 2 Lady. 

— 4 Fare wel young Man. [Exit Lady. 

You have made me one; Fatewel; and may the 
cet great Houle fall upon thee, I mean the Butter. 
The Devil and all his Works are in theſe Women;wou'd 
all of my Sex were of my Mind, I wou'd make em anew 


Lent, and a long one, that Fleſh might be in more Re- 
Fuer 


wren 
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l 1 — een 
I am 5 Welfor „ 408 43% 
Mel. b nt 

Abig. How does — Lady uſe you? 

; Wel. As I would uſe you, S n 

Abig. 1 ſhou'd have been more kind, Sir? 

Mel. I ſhou'd have been undone then. Pray leave ive, 
and look to your Sweet-meats. Hark, your Lady calls. 

. Abi. Sir, I ſhall borrow ſo much time without offence. 
Wel, Y ou'renothing but offence, for Gods loveleave me. 
Abig, Tis ſtrange my Lady ſhou'd be ſuch a Tyrant. 
Wel. To fend you to me. Pray go ftitch, Logs do 

you're more trouble to me than a Term. 

Abig. I do not know how my good Will, if 1 faid 
Love I lied not, ſhould any way deſerve this? yu 

Wel. A thouſand — a thouſand ways; ſweet Crez- 
ture let me depart in 

Abig. What Cee, Sir? I hope I am a Wow. 

Wel. A hundred I think by your Noiſe. | 

Abig. Since you are an Sits la am bold to tell Jou 
F N and a 

Wel. Of a roaſted Horſe ? | | 

Abig. Conſter me that. 

Well A Dog can do it better; Farewel [Counteſs and 
commend me to your Lady, tell her ſhe's proud, and ſcurvy, 
ay - I commit you both to your Tempte. 

Abe. Sweet Mr. Welford. r 
Avoid old Satanus: Go daub your Ruins, your 

Face looks fouler than a Storm: The Foot-man ſtays 

for you in the Lobby, Lady. 

Albig. If you were a Gentleman, I ſhou'd know i it by 

your gentle Conditions. Are theſe fit words to give a 

Gentlewoman ? 

Mel. As fit as they were . e. Sirrah, my Horſes. 

Farewel old Adage, keep your N 2 warm, the Abern 


will make it Horn elſe— [Exit Welford. 
_ Abig, The bleſlings of a Prodigal young Heir be thy 
Companions, Welford d T come mw entleman, arc 


15 ur Gums grown ſo tender thev cannot bite? Askittiſn 


"my will by your fortune, Welford, and fair —_ v4 
uc 


r 
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ſuch a Packſaddle. And I doubt not (if my Ait hold} 
to ſee her made to amble to your Hand. { Eæit Abigal. 

Enter Toung Loveleſs, and Comtades,. Morecraft, | 
Widow, Savil, and the reſt. . [Nui | 
Capt. Save thy brave Shoulder, my Ch 82 
And may thy Back- ſword bite them to 
That love thee not, thou art an Errant- man, 
Go on. The circumcis d ſhall fall by tives” 
Let Land and Labour fill the Man'thar tilb, 


Thy Sword muſt be thy Plough, and Fove it ſpeed. 


Moc ha ſhall ſweat, and — ſnall fall, 
And thy dear Name fill up his Monument. 
. C. It ſhall Captain, I mean to be a Worthy: '- 

Capt. One Worthy is too little, thou ſhalt be all. 

Mor. Captain I ſhall deſerve ſome 7 our Love too. 
. ſhalr have Heart and doo woos 

ecy 
If thou wilt lend me Mony. lam a Man of Gaim 
Be rul'd, and open to me thoſe infernal ory 
Whenes none of thy evil Angels paſs 
And I will ſtile thee noble, nay Don 
I'll woo thy Iufanta for thee, and my Koiohr | 
Shall feaſt her with high Meats, and make her apt. 

Mor. Pardon me Captain, you're beſide my meaning. 

Tv. Lo. No Mr. Morecraff, tis the Ib r e 
| ſhou 'd prepare her for ye. 

Or provoke her, | 
Speak my modern Man, I ſay provoke her. 

Poet. Captain, I ſay ſo too, or ſtir her to it. 80 ſa 
the Criticks. 

L. Lo. But howſoever you expound; it Sir, ſhe's very 
welcome, and this ſhall ſerve for witneſs. And Widow, 
ſince you're come ſo hap you ſhall deliver up the 
Keys and free poſſeſſion c Seki ey while I ſtand by 
to Ratifie. ; 

Wid. I-had rather give it bib in, believe me, 

'Tis a Miſery to ſay you had it. Take heed. ' 

Tov. Ls. 'Tis paſt that, Widow ; come, fit down, forn* 
Wine there, there is a ſcu — 2 if we had it. & 
this fair Houſe is yours Sir Ee | 
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J. Lo. Are you keys 

Sau. 1 am ready Sir, to be undone, when you ſhall 
J. L. Come, come, thou ſhalt live better. 


Sev. 1-hall have lefs'to-do, thats' all; there's half a 


dozen of my Friends i'th' Fields ſunning againit 's Bank, 
with half a — em, I ſhall be — em ſhortly. 
The care and continual vexation of being rich, eat 
this Raſcal. What ſhall become of my poor Family? 
* are no Sheep, and they muſt keep themſelves. 
o. Lo. Drink, Maſter Morecraft, pray be merry all: 
Nay and you will not drink there's no Society; 
Captain, ſpeak loud, and drink: Widow, a word. 
pr. Expound her * „Knight. Here God o- 
Gold, here's to thy fair Poſſeſſions; Be a Baron, and a 
bold one: leave off your tickling of young Heirs like 


Trouts, and let thy Chimnies ſmoke. Feed Men of 


War, live and be honeſt, and be ſav'd yet. 22 
Mor. I thank you, worthy Captain, for your Coun 
You keep your Ohimnies ſmoking there, your Noſtrils; 
and when you can, you feed a Man of War, this makes 
you not a Baron, but a bare one: and how or when you 


ſhall be fav'd, let the Clark o'th* Company (you have 


commanded) have a juſt care of. 
Poet. The Man is much mov'd. Be not angry Sir, 
but, as the Poet ſings, let your diſpleaſure be aſhort fury, 
and go out. You have ſpoke home, and bitterly, to me 
Sir: Captain take truce, the Miſer is a tart and a witty 
whorſon 5 | ES ; 
Capt. Poet, youfei ie, the Wit of this Man lies 
in 92 F 2 as tell all ; his Tongue fills his 
Mouth like a Neats Tongue, and only ſerves to lick his 
hungry Chaps after a Purchaſe : His Brains and Bram» 


ſtone are the Devils diet to a fat Uſurer's Head. To her 


Cut her; clap her Aboard, and ſtow her. Where's 
the brave Steward ? 2 ch 
Sev. Here's your poor Friend, and Savil, Sir. 
Capt. Away, thart rich in Ornaments of Nature. Firſt 
in thy Face, thou haſt a ſerious Face, a 


betting, bar- 
gaining, 


N n fa 3 , ' | 
ready, I muſt eaſie your Burden. . 
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gining e a — 20 Ende Cane che moſt'i ig. 
norant and frozen 


Jultiee. 

Su. Tis ſuch as 1 ſhall not dare to ew! it ſhortly, Sir. 
Capt. Be blithe and benny, Steward. A 
Drink to this Man of reckoning. 

Mor. Here's e en to him 

Sæv. The Devil guide it downwatd; Wou'd meren were 
in't an Acre of the great Broom- field he bouglt, to (weep © 
1 diny Conſcience, or to choek Je, tis al ee 

urer. | 

To. Lo, Oonſider what L told ou, you are young, 
apt for wordly Buſineſs: Is it fit one of ſuch tendi 
ſo delicate, ſo contrary to things of care, ſhonldftir and 
break her better Meditations, in the bare brokage of a 
a brace of Angels? or a new Kirtel, though it be Satten? 
en by the hope of ſarfeits, and Iye down only in Expe- 
Qarion of a Morrow, that may undo ſome eaſie-hearted 
Fool, or reach a Widow's curſes? Let out Mony, whoſe 
Uſe returns the Principal? and get, out of theſe * 'r 
1 conſuming Heir; for ſuch à one muſt follow neceſſa- 
nly : You Hal die hated, if not old and miſerable; and 


un- 


that poſſeſt Wealth chat you got with pining, live to ſee 


tumbled to another's Hands, that is no more a kin to 
you, than you to his cozenage. 
Wid. Sir, youſpeak well, Vowd God that Charity had 
firſt begun here. | 
To, Lo. Tis yet time. Be merry, methinks you want 
Wine there, there's more i' th Houſe, Captain, where 
reſts the Health? 
Cape, It ſhall go round, Boy? 5 
19. Lo. Say you can ſuffer this, becauſe the end 8 
at much Profit, can you ſo far bow below your Blood, 
below your too much Beauty, to be a Partner of this Fel- 
low's and lye with his Diſeaſcs*gif you can, I will 
nor preſs you further: Yet look upon him: There's 
nothing in that hidebound Uſurer, that Man of mat, _ 
7 decay * but Aches, for you to love, unleſs his , 
all dry Cough, or his Scurvy. This is 
far 1 re ſpeck yet: He has yet, paſt cureofPhy- 
ck; 
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fick, Spaw, or any Diet, a primitive Pox in his Bones; 


and o' my Knowledge he has been ten times rowell'd: 


Ye may love him; he had a Baſtard, his own toward 
Iflue, whipt, and then cropt for 'waſhing out the Roſes 
in three farthings to make em Pence. 2 
Wid. I do not like theſe Morals. 
Jo. Lo. You mult not like him then. 
Der Elder Loveleſ. 
El. Lo. By your leave Gentlemen. bo reh h. 
6. Lo. By my Troth Sir, you are welcome, welcome 
faith: Lord what a Stranger you are grown; pray know 
this Gentleman, and if you pleaſe theſe Friends here: 
We are merry, you ſee T worſt on't ; your Houſe has 
been kept warm Sir. urin Le 
El. Lo. I am glad to hear it Brother, pray God you 
are wiſe too. | 


D. Lo. Pray Mr. Morecraft know my elder Brother, 
and Captain do you compliment. Sauil I dare (wear is 


gate Heart to ſee you; Lord, we heard Sir you were 
 drown'd at Sea, and ſee how luckily things come about? 
Mor. This Mony muſt be paid again, Sir. 


J. Lo. No Sir, pray keep the Sale, twill make good 
Tailors meaſures; I am well, I thank 


ou. Is 
Mid. By my Troth the Gentleman has ſtew'd him in 


his own Sawce, I ſhall love him fort. if 

| Sav, I know not were I am, I am ſo glad: Your Wor- 
ſhip is the welcom'ſt Man alive; upon my Knees I bid 
you welcome home: Here has been ſuch a hurry, ſuch a 
din, ſuch diſmal Drinking, Swearing and W horing, thas 
almoſt made me mad: We have all liv'd in a continual 
Turnbalſtreet; Sir, bleſt be Heav'n, that ſent you ſafe a- 

in; now ſhall I cat and go to bed again. 

El. Lo. Brother, diſmiſs theſe People. 25 
. Lo. Captain be gone a while, meet me at my old 
Nandevouſe in the Evening, take your ſmall Poet with 
ou. Mr. Morecraft you were beſt go prattle with your 
learned Counſel, 1 ſhall preſerve your Mony, I was co- 
zen'd when time was, we are quit Sir. | | 
Mid. Better and better ſtill. - | 

El. Lo. Whar is this Fellow, Brother? 


w. Lo. 
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16. Lo. A chirſty Uſurer that ſupt my Land off 

El. Lo. What does he tarry for? s 

To. Lo. Sir, to be Landlord of your Houſe and State: 
] was bold to make a little ſale, Sir. 

Mor. Amlover-reach'd? if there be Law I'll hamper ye. 

El. Lo. Prethee be gone, and rave at home, thou art 
ſo baſe a Fool I cannot laugh at thee: Sirrah, this comes 
of coz'ning, home and ſpare, eat Reddiſh till you raiſe 
your ſums again. If you ſtir far in this, I'll have you 
whipt, your Ears nail'd for intelligencing o'th' the Pil- 
lory, and your Goods forfeit : You are a ftale Cozener, 


leave my Houſe: No more. <> 
Mor. A Pox 7.770 your Houſe. Come Widow, I 
mall yet hamper this young Gameſter. * | 
Mid. Good twelve !th' hundred keep your way, I am 
not for your diet, marry in your own Tribe Few, and 
get a Broker. a 
7. Lo. Tis well ſaid Widow: Will you jog on, Sir? 
Mor. Yes, I will go, but 'tis no matter whither: 
But when I truſt a wild Fool, and a Woman, | 
May I lend Gratis, and build Hoſpitals. [Exit. 
10. Lo. Nay good Sir, make all ev'n, here's a Widow 
wants your good word for me, ſhe's Rich, and may re- 
new me and my Fortunes. En 1 
E. Lo. Jam glad you look before you. Gentle woman, 
here is a poor diſtreſſed younger Brother. 
id. You de bim wrong Sir, he's a Knight. 
El. Lo. Lask ou Mercy: yet tis no matter, his Knight - 
hood is no Inheritance, I take it: Whatſoever he is, he is 
your Servant, or wou'd be, Lady. Faith be not Merci- 
leſs, but make a Man; he's young and handſome, though 
he be my Brother, and his Obſervances may deſerve your 
Love: He ſhall not fail for means. | 5 
Wid. Sir, you ſpeak like a worthy Brother: And ſo 
much I do credit your fair Language, that I ſhall love 
your Brother: And fo love him, but ] ſhall bluſh to 
y more. | | | 
El. Lo. Stop her Mouth. I hope you ſhall not live to 
r. W whenthis ſhall be repented. Now oe 
ou'd chide, but I'll give no diſtaſte to your fair Mi- 
Vol. I. * * T a ſtreſs. 
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fires. I will inftru&herin't, and ſke ſhall dot: you have 
been wild and ignorant, pray mend it. 

To. Lo. Sir, every Day now Spring comes on. 

El. Lo. To you good Mr. Savzl and your Office, thus 
much I have to ſay: You're from my Steward become, 
firſt your own Drunkard, then his Bad; they ſay you're 
excellent grown in both and perfect: Give me your 
Keys, Sir Her, = ; 8. e 
Sar. Good Sir, conſider whom you left me to. 

El. Lo. left you as a Curb for, not to provoke my 
Brother's Follies. Where's the beſt Drink, now? come, 
tell me Savil; , where's the ſoundeſt Whores? Ye old 
he Goat, ye dried Ape, ye lame Stallion, muſt. you be 
— my Houſe your Whores, like Fairies dance 
their Night-rounds, without f:ar either of King or 
Conſtable, within my Walls? Are all my Hangings 
ſafe; my Sheep unſold yet? I hope my Plate is currant, 
I ha* tod much on't. What ſay you to three hundred 
Pounds in Drink now-we 7 

Fav. Good Sir, forgive me, and but hear me ſpeak. 

EI. Lo. Methinks thou ſhouldſt be drunk Kill; and not 
ſpeak, tis the more. pardon able. 

Sav. I will Sir, if you will have it ſo. 

El. Lo. I thank ye : Yes, c'en purſue it Sir: Do you 
hear? get a Whore ſoon for your Recreation; go look 
out Captain Brofey-breecb your Fellow, and Quarrel if 
you dare: I ſhall deliver theſe Keys to one ſhall have 
more Honeſty, though not ſo much fine Wit, Sir. You 
may walk and gather Creſſes, fit to cool your Liver; there's 
ſomething for you to begin a Diet, you'll have the Pox 
elſe. Speed you well, Sir Savil : you may eat at my 
Houſe to preſerve Life; but kcep no Fornication in the 
Stables. | RIS AR Ex. omnes pr. Savil. 

Sad. Now muſt I hang my ſelf, my Friends will ook tor't. 
Eating and ſleeping, I do deſpiſe you both now: 

1 will run mad firſt, and if that get not Pit, 
I drown my ſelf, to a moſt A Ditty. L Exit Savil. 
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ASC Tn en 
| Enter Abigal ſole. 


Abig. AG AS poor Gentlewoman, to what a miſery 
hathAge brought thee : To whataſcurvyFor- 
tune? Thou that haſt been a Companion for Noblemen, 
and at the worſt of thoſe Times for Gentlemen; now 
like a broken Servingman, muſt beg for favour to thoſe, 
that wou'd have 'crawP'd like Pilgrims to my Chamber 
but for an NN of me. You that te coming on, 
make much of fifteen, and'{o till five and twenty: Ule 
E time with Reverence, that your Profits may ariſe: 
t will not tarry with you, Ecce ſgnum: Here was a Face, 
but Time, that like a Surfeit ears our Youth, plague of 
his iron Teeth, and draw em for't, has been à little bol- 
der here than welcome: And now to fay the truth, I am 
fit for no Man. Old Men i'th* Houſe of fifty, call me 
Granum; and when they are drunk, een then, when June 
and my Lady are all one, not one will do me reaſon. My 
little Levite hath forſaken me, his Silver ſound of Gittern 
quite aboliſhr, his doleful Hymns under my Chamber-win- 
dow, digeſted into tedious learning: Well Fool, you leapt 
a Haddock when you left him; he's a clean Man, and a 
good Edifier, and twenty Nobles is his State de claro, be- 
ſides his pigs in poſe. To this good Homiliſt 1 have been 
ever ſtubborn, which God forgive me for, and mend my 
Manners: And Love, if ever thou haſt care of forty, of 
ſuch a piece of lape Ground, hear my Pray'r, and fire his 
zeal ſo far forth, that my Faults, in this renew'd impreſſion 
of my Love may ſhew corrected to our gentle Reader, 
EEEeknter Roger. | 
See how negligently he paſſes by me; with what an E- 


quipage Canonical, as though he had broken the Heart 


0! Bellarmine, or added ſomething to the ſinging Brethren. 
Tis Scorn, I know it, and deſerve it. Mr. Roger. 
Keg: Fair Gentlewoman, my Name is Koger. 
Abig. Then gentle _ WY 
Rog. Ungentle Abigal. | . ; 
TY . | Abig. 
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Abig. Why Mr. Roger, will you ſet your Wit to a 
weak Woman's??? F 
Rog. You are weak indeed: For fo the Poet ſings. 
This I do confeſs my weaknels, ſweet Sir Roger. 
Rog. Good my Lady's Gentlewoman, or my good La- 
dy's Gentlewoman (this Trope is loſt to you now) leave 
your prating, you have a ſeaſon of your firſt Mother in 
ye: And ſurely had the Devil been in love, he had been 
abuſed too: Go Dalilab, you make Men Fools, and wear 

Fig-breeches. G ü ar nt vat? en | 

Abig. Well, well, hard-hearted Man; dilate upon the 
weak Infirmities of Women: Theſe are fit texts, but 
once there was a time, wou'd I had never ſeen thoſe 

Eyes, thoſe Eyes, thoſe orient Eyes. 

_ Rog. Ay they were Pearls once with you. 

this. aving your reverence Sir, ſo they are ſtill. 

Rag. Nay, nay, I do beſeech you leave your cogging, 
what they are, they are, they ſerve me without Spectacles, 
I thank em. E n ors) „ act on 

| Abs. O will you kill me? 

Reg. I do not think I can, 

You're like a Copy-hold with nine Lives in't. | 
Abig. You were wont to bear a Chriſtian Fear about 
you: For your own Worſhips fake. | 

Rag. I was a Chriſtian, Fool then: Do you remember 
what a Dance you led me? how I grew, qualm'd in love, 
and was a Dunce? cou'd expound but once a quarter, 
then was out too: And then out of the ſtinking ſtir you 

ut me in, I pray'd for my own Iſſue. You do remem- 
er all this? , | | 

Abig. O be as then you were. 4 * 
Rag. I thank you for it, ſurely I will be wiſer, Abigal: 
and, as the Ethnick Poet ſings, I will not loſe my Oy 
and Labour too. Vou re for theW orſhipful,I take it Abigal. 
Abig. O take it ſo, and then I am for thee. 

Reg. 1 like theſe Tears well, and this humbling allo, 
they are Symptomes of contrition. If I ſhou'd fall into mi 
fit again, wou'd you not ſhake me into a quotidian Cor- 
comb? Wou'd you not uſe me ſcurvily again, and give 
me Poſſets with purging Comfets in't? I tell thee Gen- 
3 * ttlewoman, 
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tewoman, thou haſt been harder to me, than a long Pe- 
digre. r | 


Abig. O Curate cure me: I will love thee better, dea- 
rer, longer: I wilt do any thing, betray the ſecrets of the 
main Houſe-hold to thy Reformation. My Lady ſhall 
look lovingly on thy Learning, and when true time ſhall 


point thee fora Parſon, I will convert thy Eggs te penny 


Cuſtards, and thy tith Gooſe ſhall graze and multiply. 
R'g. J am mollified, as well ſhall teſtifie this faithful 
Kiſs; But have a great care Miſtreſs Abigal how you de- 
preſs the Spirit any more with your Rebukes and Mocks: 
for certainly the Edge of ſuch a folly cuts it ſelft. 
Abig. O Sir, you have pierc'd me thorow. Here I 
vow aRecantation to thoſe malicious Faults eyer did a- 
gainſt you. Never more will 1deſpiſe your Learning, never 
more pin Cards and Cony-tails upon your Caſſock, never 
again reproach your reverend Night- cap, and call it by 
the mangy name of Murrin, never your reverend Per- 


ſon, more, and ſay, you look like one of Baal's Priefts 


in a hanging, never again when you ſay Grace laugh at 
you, nor put you out at Prayers: Never cramp you more, 
nor when you ride, get Sope and Thiſtles for you. No 
my Roger, theſe faults ſhall be corrected and amended; 
a5 by the tenor of my Tears appears. * 4 

Rog. Now cannot! hold if I ſhould be hang'd, I muſt 
cry too. Come to thine own beloved, and do even what 
thou wilt with me, ſweet, ſweet Abigal. Tam thine own 
for ever: Here's my Hand, when Roger provesaRecreant, 
hang him i'th' Bell-ropes. N 

Euter Lady, and Marta. 

Lady. Why how now Maſter Roger, no Pray'rs down 
with you to Night? Did you hear the Bell ring? You 
are courting z your Flock ſhall fat well for it. 

Rg. T humbly ask your pardon: I'll clap up Pray'rs, 
but ſtay a little, and be with you again. | Exit Roger. 

Enter Elder Loveleſs. * 

Lady. How dare you, being ſo unworthy a Fellow, 
Preſume to come to move me any more?? 

El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha. & | 

Lady. What ails the Fellow? 


T 3 


El. Lo. ; 


Horſe Fleſh for ſuch Hounds : 
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El. Lo. The Fellow comes to 
Lady I would not, for your Land, be ſuch a Coxcomb, 
ſuch a whining Aſs, as you decreed me for when I was 
laſt here. . | 4 $4 | 
- Lady. ] joy to hear you are wiſe, tis a rare Jewel 
In an Elder Brother: Pray be wiſer yet. * 

EI. Lo. Methinks I am very wiſe: I do not come 2 
wooing. Indeed I'll move no more love to your Ladiſhip. 

Lady. W hat makes you here then? 

El. Zr. Only to ſee you and be merry, _ That's al 
my buſineſs. Faith let's be very merry, Where's little 
Roger? He's a good Fellow: An hour or two well ſpent 

in wholeſome Mirth, is worth athouſand of theſe puling 
Paſſions. Tis an ill World for Lovers. | 

Lady. They were never fewer. 7.8 

El. Lo. I thank God there's one leſs for me, Lady. 

. - Lady: You were never any, Sir. 

El. Lo. Till now, and now I am the prettieſt Fellow. 

Lady. You'talk like a Tailor, Sir. . 

El. L. Methinks your Faces are no ſuch fine things 
now. | | 

Lady. Why did you tell me you were wiſe? Lord what 
2 lying Age is this, where will you mend theſe Faces? 
J. Lo. A Hogs Face, ſouſt, is worth a hundred of em. 
Lady. Sure you had a Sow to your Mother. 
El. Zo. She brought ſuch fine white Pigs as you, fit 
for none but Parſons, Lady. 18555 
Lady. Tis well you will allow us our Clergy yet. 
El. Lo. That ſhall not fave you. O that I Were in love 
again with a wiſh ! TW (gone. 
Lady. By this light you are a ſcurvy Fellow, pray bc 
El. Lo. You know I am a clean skin'd Man. 
Lady. Dol know it? 2 41440 ; | 
El. Lo. Come, come, you wou'dknow it; thatꝰsas good: 
But not a ſnap, never long for't, not a ſnap, dear Lady. 
Lady. Hark ye Sir, hark ye, get ye tothe Suburbs, there's 
Wil you go, Sir? 


. 


| El. Lo. Lord how I lov'd this Woman, how I worſhip'd 
this pretty Calf with a white Face here: As live, you 
were the prettieſt Fool to play withal, the 9 — 
1 { 4 33 ' p . A 1 : f N ar 
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Valet, it wauld talk: Lord how it talk'd! And whe® 


I angred it, it would cry out, and ſcratch, and cat no 
Meat, and it wou d ſay, go hang. 
Lady. It will ſay ſo ſtill, if you anger it. + I, 
El. Lo. And when I ask d it, if it would be married, 
it ſent me of an Errand into France, and would abuſe me, 
and be glad it did ſo. 
Lady. Sir this is moſt unmanly, pray be gone. 
El. Lo. And ſwear (even when it twitter d to be at 
me) I was unhandfome. | 
Lady. Have you no manners in you? 2 
El. Lo. And ſay my Back was melted, when God he 
knows, I kept it at a charge: Four Flanders Mares wou d 
have been eaſier to me, and a Fencer. N 
Lady. You think all this is true now? | 
El. Lo. Faith whether it be or no, tis too good for you. 
But ſo much for our Mirth ; No have at you in earneſt. 
Lady. There is enough Sir, I deſue no more. 
El. Lo. Ves Faith, we'll hayea caſt at your beſt parts now 
And then the Devil take the worſt. ' 
Lady. Pray Sir no more, Iam not ſo much affected with 
your Commendations, tis almoſt Dinner, I know. they 
{tay for you at the Ordinaexyrr,.y 
El. Lo. Een a ſhort. Grace, and then I am gene. You 
are a Woman, and the proudeſt that ever loy da Coach: 
The ſcornfuleſt, Curvick, and moſt ſenſcleſs Woman; the 
greedieſt to be prais'd, and never mov id though it be 
groſs and pen; the moſt envious, that at the pqox fame 
of anothers Face, would eat your on, and Wore. than is 
your own, the Paint belonging to it: Of ſuch a. ſelf. O- 
pinion, that you think none can deſerve your Glave: 
And for your Malice, you are ſo excellent, you. might 
have been your Tempters- tutor: Nay, never cry. 
N wor own Heart knows you wrang me: Tcry 
or ye: 13 O00 499Y00 ene 306 * 
El. I ſhall. before l leave Fa, In 
Lady. ls all this ſpoke in earneſt ! 
El. Ls, 35 and more, as ſoon as L can ges i aut. 
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Lady. One that has us'd you with too much reſpect. 
El. Lo. One that hath us'd me, ſince you will have it 
ſo, the baſeſt, the moſt Foot-boy-like, without * * 
of what I was, or what you might be by me; you have 
us'd me, as I would uſe a Jade, ride him off's Legs, then 
turn him to the Commons; you have us'd me with di- 
ſcretion, and I thank ye. If you have many more ſuch 
pretty Servants, pray build an Hoſpital, 1 when they 
are old, pray keep em for ſhame. | 
Lady. 1 cannot think yet this is ſerious. 
El. Lo. Will you have more on't ? 
Lady. No Faith, there's enough, if it be true: 

Too much by all my part; you are no Loverthen? 
El. Lo. No, I had rather be a Carrier. 
Lady. Why the Gods amend all. 

El. Lo. Neither do I think there can be ſuch a Fellow 
found i' th* World, to be in Love with ſuch a froward 
Woman; if there be ſuch, they're mad, Fove comfort 
'em. Now you have all, and 1 as new a Man, as light, 
and ſpirited, that I feel my ſelf clean through another 
Creature. O tis brave to be ones own Man, I can ſee 
you now as I would ſee a Picture, fit all day by you and 
never kiſs your Hand: Hear you ſing, and never 
backward; but with as ſet a Temper, as I would hear a 
Fidler, riſe and thank you. I can now keep my Mony 
in my Purſe, that ſtill was gadding out for Scarfes and 


Waſtcoats: And keep my Hand from Mercers Sheep- 


skins finely. I can eat Mutton now, and feaſt my ſelf 


with my two Shillings, and can ſee a Play for Eighteen 


Pence again: I can my Lady, I can. 
Lady The Carriage of this Fellow vexes me. Sir, pray let 
1 a little private with you, I muſt not ſuffer this, 
EI. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, what would you with me? 
You will not raviſh me? Now, your ſet Speech? 
Lady. Thou perjur'd Man. 
El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, this is a fine exordium. 
And why I pray you perjur'd? | | ; 
Lady. Did you not ſwear a thouſand thouſand times, you 
lov'd me beſt of all things? | | | 
El. Lo. I do confeſs it: Make your beſt of that. Lads: 
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Lady. Why do you ſay you do not then? Nn 

El. Lo. Nay I'll ſwear it, 1 | 
And give ſufficient reaſon, your own Uſage. 

Lady. Do you not love me then? 

El. Lo. No faith. ; EO 

Lady. Did you ever think I lov'd you dearly? 

El. Lo. Ves, but I ſee but rotten Fruits on t. 
Lady. Do not deny your Hand for I muſt kiſs it, and tak 
my laſt Fare wel; now let me die, ſo you be happy. 

El. Ls. T am too fooliſh : Lady ſpeak, dear Lady. 
Ledy. No, let me Die. [She Swoons. 
Mar. Oh my Siſter! 7 "EE 
Abig. O my Lady ! help, help. | 

Mar. Run for ſome Roſaſolis ! | | 

El. Lo. I have plaid the fine Aſs: Bend her Body. 
Lady, beſt, deareſt, worthieſt Lady, hear your Ser- 
vant, I am not as I ſhew'd: O wretched Fool, to fling 
away the Jewel of thy Life thus. Give her more Air, 
ſee the begins to ſtir, ſweet Miſtreſs hear me. 4 

Lady. Is my Servant well? | 

El. Lo. In being yours I am ” 

Lady. Then I care not. 40 

El. Lo. How do ye, reach a Chair there; I confeſs my 
fault not pardonable, in purſuing thus upon ſuch Tender- 
nels my wilful Error; but had I known it wou'd have 
wrought thus with ye, thus ſtrangely, not the World 
had won me to it; and let not, my beſt Lady, any word 
ſpoke to my end diſturb your quiet Peace; for ſooner 

all you know a general Ruin, than my Faith broken. 
Do not doubt this, Miſtreſs, for by my Life I cannot live 
without you. Come, come, you {hall not grieve, rather 
be angry, and heap Infliction upon me: I will ſuffer. 
O I could curſe my (elf, pray ſmile upon me. Uponmy 
Faith it was but a trick to try you, knowing you lov'd 
me dearly, and yet ſtrangely that you would never ſhew 
it, though my means was all Humility. - 


All. Ha, ha. El. Lo. How now?: 8 


Lady. I thank you fine Fool for your moſt fine Plot; 


this wasa ſubtle one, aſtiff device to have caught Den | 
| Vith. 
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with. Good ſenſeleſs Sir, could you imagine T ſhould 
ſwoon for you, and know your ſelf to be an arrant Aſs? 
, ay, a diſcover 'd ONE. Ts quit, I thank you Sir. Ha, ha, ha, 
Mar. Take heed Sir, ſne may chance to ſwoon again ? 
All. Ha, ha, ha. | | 
Abig. Step to her Sir, ſee how ſhe changes Colour. 
EI. Lo. I'll go to Hell firſt, and be better welcome. 
I amfool'd, I do confels it, finely fool'd, 
Lady, fool'd Madam, and I thank you for it. 
Lady. Faith *tis not ſo much worth Sir: 
But if I knew when you come next a Birding, 
I'Il have a ſtronger N ooſe to hold the Woodcock. 
All. Hay ha, ha. | | 
El. Lo. lam 2 to ſee you merry: Pray laugh on. 
Mar. H'ad a hard Heart that cou'd not laugh at you 
Sir; ba, ha, haa. 2 Ter 
Ledy. Pray Siſter do not laugh, you'll anger him, 
And then he'll rail like a rude Coſtermonger, 
That School-boys had couzcned of his Apples, 
As loud and ſenceleſs. - 
El. L. I will not rail. | | 
Mar. Faith then let's hear him, Siſter, 
El. Lo. Yes you ſhall hear me. 
Lady. Shall we be the better by it then? 
El. Lo. No, he that makes a Woman better by his words, 
F1l have him Sainted : Blows will not do it. 
Lady. By this light he'll beat us. 
El. Lo. You do deſerve it richly, 
And may live to have a Beadle do it, 
Lady. Now he rails. \ 
El. Lo. Come ſcornful Folly,. 
If this be railing, you ſhall hear me rail. 
Lady. Pray put it in good words then. + 
El. Lo. The worſt are good enough for ſuch a trifle, 
Such a proud piece of Cobweb-lawn. Sat 
Lady. You bite Sr? 9m 10 
— Lv. I wou'd till the Bones erackt, and 1 had my 
Mar. We had beſt muzzle him, he grows mad. 


El. Li. I wou'd twere lawful in the next great Sickneſs 
8 1 | to 
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to have the Dogs ſpar'd, thoſe harmleſs Creatures, and 
knock i' th' head thoſe hot continual Plagues, Women, 

that are more infectious. I hope the State will think ont. 


Lady. Are you well, Sir? 


Colick. 
El. Lo. Green-ginder will cure me. 
Abig. I'll heat a Trencher for him. mn 
El. Lo. Dirty December do, thou with a Face as old 


2s Erra Pater, ſuch a Prognoſticating Noſe: Thou thing 


that ten years ſince has left to be a Woman, outworn 
the expectation of a Bawd; and thy dry Bones can reach 


at nothing now, but Gords or Ninepins; pray go fetch 


a Trencher, go. 
Lady. Let him alone, he's crack'd. 


/ 


Abig. Tl fee him hang'd firſt, is a beaſtly Fellow to | 


uſea Woman of my breeding thus; ay marry is he: Woy'd 
I were a Man, I'd make him eat his Knaves words. 

El. Lo. Tie your ſhe Otter up, good Lady Folly, ſhe 
finks worſe than a Bear-baiting- | 

Lady. Why will you be angry now? | 

El, Lo. Go Paint and Purge, call in your Kennel with 
you: You a Lady? ; 

Abig. Sirrah, look to't againſt the Quarter Seſſions, if 
there be good Behaviour in the World, I'll have thee 
bound to it. | N.. 

El. Lo. You muſt not ſeek it in your Lady's Houſe 
then; pray ſend this Ferret home, and ſpin, good Abigal. 
And Madam, that your Ladiſhip may know, in what baſe 
manner you have us'd my Service, I do from' this hour 
hate ye heartily; and though your Folly ſhould whip 
you to Repentance, and waken you at length to lee my 
Wrongs,tis not the endeavourof your Lite ſhall win me; 


not all the Friends you have, Interceſſion, nor your ſub- *' | 


niſfiveLetters, though they ſpoke as many Tears as Words; 
not your Knees grown toth Ground in Penitence, nor all 


your State, to kils you; normy Pardon, nor will to give 


you Chriftian Burial, if you die thus; ſo farewel. When 1 
am married and made ſure, Ill come and viſit you again, 
and vex you Lady. By all my hopes PI be a torment 


Mar. He looks as though he had a grie vous fit o thi 


to 
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to you, worſe than a tedious Winter. I know you will 
recant and ſue to me, but fave that labour: II rather 
love a Fever and continual Thirſt, rather contract my 
Youth to drink and facerdote upon Quarrels, or take a 
drawn Whore from an Hoſpital, that Time, Diſeaſes, 
and Mercury had eaten, than to be drawn to love you. 
Lady. Ha, ha, ha, pray do, but take heed though, 
2 Lo. From thee, falſe — — Jades, Cowards, and 
; Summers, good Lord deliver me. 
2415 | 7 e Exit Elder Love. 
Lady. But hark you Servant, hark ye: Is he gone? 
Call him again. | 
Albig. Hang him Paddock. 
Lady. Art thou here till? Flie, flie, and call my Ser- 
vant, flie or never ſee me more. 
-* Abig. I had rather knit again than ſec that Raſcal, but 
I muſt do it. Exit Abigal. 
Lady. 1 would be loth to anger him too much; what 
fine foolery is this in a Woman, to uſe thoſe Men moſt 
frowardly they love moſt? If I ſhould loſe him thus, I 
were rightly ſerv'd. I hope he's not ſo much himſelf, 
to take it to th' heart: How now? Will he come back? 
Enter Abigal. . 
Albig. Never, he ſwears, while he can hear Men fa 
there's any Woman living: He ſwore he would ha me 
Lady. Didſt thou intreat him, Wench? 
Abig. As well as I cou'd, Madam. But this is ſtill your 
way, to love being abſent, and when he's with you, 
laugh at him and abuſe him. There's another way, it you 
could hit on't. 13 
Lady. Thou ſay'ſt true, get me Paper, Pen and Ink, 
I'II write to him, I'd be loth he ſhould ſleep in's anger. 
Women are moſt Fools when they think —_ —— 
Muſick. Enter Young Loveleſs, and Widow, going to be 
Married, with them bis Cmmrades. 
Wid. Pray Sir caſt off theſe Fellows, as unfitting for 
your bare Knowledge, and far more your Company: Is't 
fit ſuch Ragamuffins as theſe are, ſhould bear the Name 


of Friends, and furniſh out a civil Houſe? You're to be 
s marri 
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far from your old Career: = will keep em, turn 
em to th Stable, and there rl bo 


your ſelf and think upon your Carriage ſoon at Night, 
what dreſſin will beſt take your Knight, what Waſt⸗ 


coat, what will do well th”. * wo _ | 


what triers have you? 
Wid. What do you mean, Sir? | 
Capt. Thoſe that muſt ſwitch him up: if he ſtart 2 


fear not but cry Saint George, and bear him hard: Mben 


ceive his Wind grows hot and wanting, let him 
a 7 Like down, he's fleet, ne'cr doubt him, and ſongs 
ſound, E ? 
Wid, Sir, you hear theſe. Fellows? 
lo. Lo. Merry Companions, Wench merry Compar 
nions. 


Wid. To one another let em be BAI wil , bur 


Wark Sir not to you: You ſhall be civil and ſlip off thelc 


He tal not need, my moſt ſweet Lady G 
if he be l not your powder'd Sugar, nor your Rai- 
ſins ſhall perſwade the Captain to live a Coxcomb with 


him; let bim be civil and eat i th Arches, and er what 
will come on't. 


Poet. Let him be civil, do: Undo him; ay, that's 


the next way. I will not take, if he be civil once, two 


hundred Pound a Vear to live with him: Be civil? There's 
a trim perſwaſion. 

Capt. If thou be'ſt civil, Knight, as Fove defend it, get 
thee another Noſe, that will be pull'd off by the angry 
Boys for thy Converſion : The Children thou ſhalt 


on this Civillian cannot inherit by the Law, they're C 


prey 2 all thy ſport meer moral Leachery: When 
th own, having but little in em, they may prove 
Ha wy ers, or grols Grocers, like their dear Damm 
there : Prithee be civil Knight, in time thou mayſt read 
to thy Houſhold, and be drunk oncea Year: Thiswould 
ſhew finely. To, Ly. 
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nartiedt now, and Men that agen you muſt expect a courſe 


em Grooms: And yer - |! 
now conſider it, ſuch Beggars once ſet o Horſe-back,. 
you have heard will ride, how far you had beſt to loo. 

Capt. Hear you, you that muſt — Lady, pray content 
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m 1. I wonder Sweetheart you will offer this, you 


do not underſtand theſe Gentlemen: I will be ſhort and 
| png: I had rather caſt you off by the way of charge: 
_ Thele are Creatures, that _— goes to the mainte- 
_ -nance- of but Corn and Water. 1 will keep theſe Fel · 
_ > Jows juſt in the competency of two Hens. 
f you can caſt it ſo Sir, you have my liking: If 
they cat leſs, I ſhould not be oftended: But how theſe, 
wes can live upon ſo little as Corn and Water, I am un- 
lieving. 14 | 
1 * Why prithee Sweetheart what's your Ale? Is 
not that Corn and Water, my ſweet Widow? 
Mid. Ay, but my ſweet Knight where's the Meat to 
this, and Cloaths that they muit look for? 
J. Le. In this ſhort ſentence Ale, is all included: 
Meat, Drink, and Cloth : Theſe arc no ravening Foot- 
men, no Fellows, that at Ordinariesdare cat theireighteen 
thrice out before they riſe, and yet go hungry to 
play, and crack. more Nuts than would ſuffice a dozen 
Squirrels; beſides the. din, which is damnable: I had 
rather rail, and be confin'd to a Boat-maker, than live 
amongſt ſuch Raſcals; theſe are People of ſuch a clean 
diſcretion in their Diet, of ſuch a moderate Suſtenance, 
that they Sweat if they but ſmell hot Meat. Porredge 
is Poiſon, they hate a Kitchen as they hate a Counter, 
and ſhow em but a Feather-bed' they ſwoon. Ale is 
their eating and their drinking ſurely, which keeps their 
Bodies clear, and ſoluble. Bread is a binder, and for that 
aboliſht even in their Ale, whoſe loſt room fills an Ap- 
ple, which is more airy and of ſubtiler Nature. The 
eſt they take is little, and that little is little eaſie: For 
like ſtrict Men of order, they do correct their Bodiey with 
2 Bench, or a poor ſtubborn Table; if a Chimney offer 
it ſelf with ſome few broken Ruſhes, they are in Down: 
when they are ſick, that's drunk, they may have freſn 
Straw, elſe they do deſpiſc theſe PRES Pamperings. 
For their poor Apparel, tis worn out to the Diet; new 
they ſeek none, and if a Man ſhould: offer, rhey arc 
angry, ' ſcarce to be reeoncil'd again with him: You 
| ſhall not hear em ask one a caſt Doublet once in a Vear, 
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4 
which is Modeſty befitting r Friends: You ſee 
their Wardrobe, though — * For Shirts, 


Itake it, they are things worn out of their remembrance. , 


Louſie they will be when they liſt, and Mangy, which 


ſhows a fine variety: And then to cure eg a Tanner's 
Limepit, which is little charge, two Dogs, and theſe; 


theſe two may be cur d for three pence. | 
Mid. You have half perſuaded me, pray uſe you] 

fure: And my good Friends ſince I do know your 5 

I' take an order, Meat ſhall not offend you, you" 


ſhall 


Capt. We ask no more, let it be, mighty Lady? And 

if we periſh, then our own Sins on us. 1 
Tv. Lo. Come forward, Gentlemen, to Church my 

Boys; when we have done, I'll give you cheer inBowls. 


9 — — — iß——6ẽ — 
r 
Enter Elder Loveleſs. 


El. Lo. THis ſenſeleſs Woman vexes me to th' Heart, 
ſhe will not from my Memory; wou'd ſhe 
were a Man for one two Hours, that I might beat her- 
If I kad been unhandſome, old or jealous, t had been an 
even lay ſne might have ſcorn'd-mez but to be young, 
and by this Light I think as proper as the proude 
made as clean, as ſtraight, and ſtrong backt; Means 
and Manners equal with the beſt Cloth of Silver Sur ith 
Kingdom: But theſe are things at ſome time of the 
Moon, below the cut of Canvas; Sure ſhe has ſome 
Mecching Raſcal in her Houſe, ſome Hind, that ſhe 
bath ſeen bear, like another Milo, Quarters of Malt up- 
on his Back, and Sing with't; Thraſh all day, and th" 
evening in his Stockings, ſtrike up a Hornpipe, and there 
{tink two Hours, and ne'er a whit the worſe Man; theſe 
are they, theſe Steel-chin'd Raſcals. that undo us all. 
Wou'd I had been a Carter, or a Coachman, I had done 
the deed e'cr this time. a | Pater 
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dee Sitz there's a Gentleman without would ſpeak with 
l. Lo. Bid him come in. | 


vou. 
1 Enter Welford. | | 
46 1 og leave, Sir. en n 
Vo are welcome, what's your will, Sir? 
Have you forgotten me? EO 
EL Es. I do not much remember you. 


el. You muſt Sir. Iam that Gentleman you pleas'd 
to wrong, in your diſguiſe, I have inquir'd you out. 


El. Lo. I was diſguis'd indeed Sir if I wrong'd you, 
pray where and when ? kk) 
Vel. In ſuch a Lady's Houſe, I need not name her. 
E. Lo. I do remember you, you ſcem'd to be a Sutor 
to that Lady? | 1 

Mel. If you remember this, do not forget how ſcurvily 
you us d me: That was no place to quarrel in, pray you 
think of it; if you be honeſt you dare fight with me, 
without more urging, elſe I muſt provoke ye. 

EI. Lo. Sir I dare fight, but never for a Woman, 1 
will not have her in my cauſe; ſhe*s mortal, and fo is 
not my Anger: If you have brought a nobler Subject tor 
our Swords, I am for you; in this I would be loth to 
prick my Finger. And where you ſay I wrong'd you, 
tis ſo far from my Profeſſion, that amongſt my Fears, 
to do wrong is the greateſt: Credit me, we have been 


* 


both abus d, (not by our ſelves, for that I hold a Spleen 


no ſin of Malice, and may with Man enough be beſt for- 


gotten,) but by that wilful, ſcornful piece of hatred, 


that much * ans Lady: For whoſe ſake, if we ſhould 
leave our Reaſon, and run on upon our Senſe, like Rams, 


the little World of good Men would laugh at us, and 


deſpiſe us, fixing upon our deſperate Memories the never- 
worn out names of Fools and Fencers. Sir, tis not Fear, 


but Reaſon makes me tell you; in this I had rather hel 


you Sir, than hurt you, and you ſhall find it, thoug 

you throw your ſelf into as many dangers as ſhe offers, 
though you redeem her loſt Name every day, and find 
her out new Honours with your Sword, you ſhall but 


be her Mirth as I have been. - 
. | el. 
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Wel. 1 "mk you mercy Sir, you have ta“ en wy 'Edge off: 
yet 1 would fain be even with this Lady. 

El. Lo. In which I'll be your Helper: We are tw ß,, 
and they are two: Two Siſters, rich'alike, © wit eldeg, - © 
has the prouder Dowry: In troth I pity this diſgrace 11 * 
you, yet of mine own I am ſenſeleſs: Do hut e my 
Counſel, and Pl pawn my Spirit, we'll OV TORR em 
yet; the means is this | ö 

| Enter Servant. ” 

Ser. Sir there's a Gentlewoman will needs ben with 
you, I cannor keep her our, ſhe's entred, Sir. 

El. Lo. It is the waiting Woman, pray be not ſeen : 
Sirrah hold her in Diſcourſe a while: Hark in your Ear, 
go and diſpatch it quickly, when come in, I'll tell you 
all the Project. 

Wel. ] care not which T kive. © [Exit Welford. 

El. Lo. Away, tis done, ſhe-muſt not ſee you: Now 
Lady Guini ver what News with you? 

4 Enter Abigal. | 
_ Pray leave · theſe frumps Sir, and receive this 
tter. 

El. Lo. From whom, good Vanity? F. 

Abig. Tis from my Lady, Sir: Alas good Sow, ſhe 
cries and takes on! 

El. Lo. Does ſhe ſo, good Soul? wou'd ſne not have a 
Cawdle? Does ſhe ſend you with your fine Oratory oy. 
Tully, to tye me to believe again? Bring out the'Ca 
hounds, I'll make you take a Tree W hore, 'then with: 
my Tiller bring down your Gihſbip, and then have you 
cit, and hung up i' th Warren. 

Abie. am no Beaſt Sir, would you knew i it. 

El. Lo. Wou'd I did, for 1 am yet very doubtful; 
what will you ſay now! ? * 

Abig. Nothing not I. | 

El. Lo. Art thou a Woman, and ar nothing? 

Abig. Unleſs you'll hear me with more Moderation, 1 
can peak wiſe enough. 

El. Lo. And loud enough? Will your Lady love mad 
Abig. It ſeems ſo by her Letter, and her Lamentations 


but you are ſuch another Man. | 4 
0 L. I. U El. Ls. 
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H. Lo, Not ſuch another as I was, Mumps; nor will ane 
nor he: II read her fine Epiſtle: Ha, ha, ha, is not thy. ca 
Miſtreſs mad? | 
Ag. For you ſhe will be, tis a ſhame you ſhou'd uſe IM pic 
poor Gentle woman ſo untowardly; ſhe loves the Ground WM th: 
= you tread on; and you, hard Heart, becauſe ſhe jeſted dal 
Wirk you, mean to kill her; tis a fin: Conqueſt as they ſay. W 
EE. Lo. Haſt thou ſo much moiſture in thy Whitleather 
Hide yet, that thou canſt cry? I wou'd have ſworn thou 
hadſt been Touch wood five Year ſince; nay let it rain, thy 
Face chops for a ſhower like a dry Dunghil. 
Abig. Til not endure this Ribauldry; fare wel i'th' De- 
vis Name; if my Lady die, Fll be ſworn before a Jury, 
thou art the cauſe on't. T2508 
El. Lo. Do Maukin do, deliver to your Lady from me 
this: I mean to ſee her, if 1 have no other Buſinek: 
Which before I'll want to come to her, I mean to go 
ſeek Birds Neſts: Yer I may come too: But if 1 come, 
from this Door till I ſee her, will I think how to rail 
/ vilelyat her; how to vex her, and make her cry ſo much, 
that the Phyſician, if ſhe fall ſick upon't, ſhall find the wl 
Cauſe to be want of Urine, and ſhe remedileſs die in her me 
Hereſie. Farewel old Adage, I hope to ſee the Boys cri 
make Potguns on thee. . 
Abig. Thou'rt a vile Man; God bleſs my Iſſue from thee. | 
El. Zo. Thou haſt but one, and that's in thy left crup- | 
per, that makes thee hobble ſoz you muſt be ground 
1'th* Breech like a Top, you'll neꝰer ſpin well elſe: Fare- fit 
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wel Fytchock. | [Exemnt. me 
ter Lady alone. lo 

Lady. Is it not ſtrange that every Woman's Will ſhou d Bu 
track out new ways to diſturb her ſelf? If I ſhould call : 
my Reaſon to account, it cannot anſwer why I keep my mo 
ſelf from mine own with, and {top the Man I love from K | 


his; and every hour repent again, yet ſtill go on: | 
know tis like a Man that — ik wares Sleep, and of. 
growing dull would gladly give the remnant of his Life for 1 
two hours reſt ; yet through his frowardneſs, will rather p 
chuſe to watch another Man, drowſie as he, than take I up 


his own Repoſe. All this IR now: Vet a ſtrange Pecviſhoch wh 


* 


\ 


and Anger not to have the Power to do things unexpected, 
carries me away to mine own Ruin: I had rather die 
ſometimes than not diſgrace in publick him whom Pe- 
ple think I love, and do't with Oaths, and am in earneſt 
then: O what are we! Men, you muſt anſwer this, that 
dare obey ſuch things as we command. How-nowe * 


What News? - ih 
Enter Abigal. 1 
Abig. Faith Madam none worth hearing. | 
Lady. Is he not come? | 
Abig. No truly. | 
Lady. Nor has he writ? 
Abig. Neither. I pray God you have not undone/ 
your (elf. EET. | 
Lady. Why, but what ſays he? 
Abig. Faith he talks ſtrangely.' 
Lady. How N 
Abig. Firſt at your Letter he laught extremely? 
Lady. What, in contempt? | 


Abig. He laught monſtrous loud, as he would die, and 
when you wrote it I think you were in no ſuch merry 
mood, to provoke him that way : And having done, he -- 


cried, Alas for her, and violently laught again. 
Lady. Did he? | | 
Abig. Yes, till I was angry: 
Lady. Angry, why ? Why 


me: You were angry, that ſhow'd your Folly; I ſhall 
love him more for that, than all that e' er he did before: 
But ſaid he nothing elſe? 

Abig. Many uncertain things: He ſaid though you had 


mockt him, becauſe you were a Woman, he cou d wiſh 


to do you ſo much favour as to ſee you: Vet he ſaid, he 


knew you raſh, and was loth to offend you with the ſight 


of one, whom now he was bound not to leave. 
Lady. What one was that? 1 8 2 
Abig. I know not, but truly I do fear there is a making 
up there: For I heard the Servants, as | paſt by ſome, 
Whiſper ſuch a thing: And as 7 came back thro' the lets 
"DJ there 
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wert thou angry? He did 
do but well, I did deſerve it, he had been a Fool, an un- 
ht Man for any one to love, had he not laught thus at 
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c 
there were two-or three Clarks writing great Convey- 
ances in haſte, which they ſaid were for their Miſtrek's 


Jointure. | 

Lach. Tis very like, and fit it ſhould be fo, for he 
does think, and reaſonably think, that I ſhou'd keep 
- im with my idle tricks for ever eber he be Married. 


Abrg. At laſt he ſaid, it ſhould go hard but he would 
ſee you for your Satisfaction. 

Lady. All we that are call'd Women, know as well 
as Men, it were a far more noble thing to grace wherc 
we are grac'd, and give reſpect there where we are re- 
ſpected: Yet we practiſe a wilder Courſe, and never bend 
our Eyes on Men with pleaſure, till they find the way 
to give us a neglect: Then we, too late, perceive the 
loſs of what we might have had, and doat to Death. 
Enter Martha. 

Mar. Siſter, yonder's your Servant, with a Gentle- 


woman with him. Lady. Where? 


Mar. Cloſe at the Door. | 
Lady. Alas I am undone, I fear he is betroth'd, 
W hat kind of Woman is ſhe? 
Mar. A mot ill favoured one, with her Maſque on: 
And how her Face ſhould mend the reſt I know not. 
Lady. But yet her Mind was of a milder ftuff than 
mine was: | EF | 
Enter Elder Loveleſs, and Ae in Womaii's Ap- 
parel. _ 


Lady. Now I ſec him, if my Heart ſwell not again 


* (away thou Womans pride) ſo that 1 cannot ſpeak a 


gentle word to him, let me not live. 
El. Lo. By your leave here. ih 
Lady. How now, what-new trick invites you hither? 


Ha' you a fine device again? | 


. Lo. Faith this is the fineſt device I have now : 
How doſt thou ſweet Heart ? n 
Mel. Why very well, ſo long as I may pleaſe 
You my dear Lover. I nor can, nor will 
Be ill when you are well, well when you are ill. 
El. Lo. O thy ſweet Temper ! What would I have 


given, that Lady had been like thee: Sce'ſt thou her! 


That 


| Iwou'd not kiſs thee of a Month to gain a Ning 
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That Face, my Love, join'd with thy butble e 
had made a Wench indeed. 

Wel. Alas my Love, what God hath done, I dare not 
think to mend. I uſe no Paint, nor any Drugs an 
my Hands and Face will ſhew it. 


Lady, W hy what thing have * brought to ew Us & 


there? Do you take Mony for it 

El. Lo. A Godlike thing, not to be bought for Ing; 
'tis my Miſtreſs: In whom there is no Paſſion, nor no 
Scorn: What I will is for Law; pray you ſalute her. 

Lady. Salute her? By this good Light, I would not 
kiſs — for half my Wealth. 

El. Lo. Why? Why pray you? | 
You ſhall ſee me do't afore you; look you. 

Lady. Now fie upon thee, a Beaſt would not = 

om. 
El. Lo. Marry you ſhall not be troubled. | 

Lady. Why was there ever ſuch a Meg as this? 

Sure thou art Mad. 

El. Lo. I was Mad once, when 1 loy'd Eider; for 
what are Shape and Colours elſe, but Pictures? In that 
tawny Hide there lies an endleſs maſs of Virtues, when 
all your red and white ones want it. 

Lady. And this is ſhe you are to Marry, it not? > 

5 Fa Yes indeed ist. 

2 God give you Joy. El. Lo. Amen. 
thank you, as unknown, for your good vin. 
The like to you when ever you ſhall Woes 

El. Lo. O gentle Spirit 

Lady. You thank me? 1 pray 91 „ 
Keep your breath nearer you, I do not uke ii. 

Wel. 1 would not willingly offend at all, | 
Much leſs a Lady of your tb Parts. 

El. Lo. Sweet, Sweet ! 

Lady. Ido not think this Womencanby Naturebe hs, 
Thus ugly; ſure ſhe's ſome common Strumpet, , 
Deform'd with exerciſe of Sin? 

Wel. O Sir believe not this, for Heav'n ſo comfort me 
as I am free from foul Pollution with any n 2 


Honour ta en away, I am no Woman. 
1 El. Lo 


\ 
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El. Lo. Ariſe my deareſt Soul z I do not credit it. Alas, 


I fear her tender Heart will break with this Reproach; 
fie that you know no more Civility to a weak Virgin. 


Tis no matter Sweet, let her ſay what ſhe will, thou art 


not worſe to me, and therefore not at all; be careleſs. 
Wel. For all things elſe I would, but for mine Honour; 
methinks. eY 
El. Tn. Alas, thine Honour is not ſtain'd, 
Is this the buſineſs that you ſent for me about? 
Mar. Faith Siſter you are much to blame, to uſe : 


Woman, whatloe'er the be, thus; I'll falute her : You 


are welcome hither. 
Wel. I humbly thank you. | | 
El. Lo. Mild yet as the Dove, for all theſe Injurics. 
Come ſhall we go, 1 love thee not ſo ill to keep thee 
here a jeſting Stock. 
Adue to the Worlds End. 
Lady. Why whither now ? 
El. Lo. Nay you ſhall never know, becauſe you {hall 
_ find me. - 
ady. I pray let me ſpeak with you. 
El. Ip. Tis very wel f Come. : 
Lady. I pray you let me ſpeak with you. 
El. Lo. Ves for another mock. 
Lady. By Heav'n I have no mocks; Good Sir a word. 
El. Lo. Though you deſerve not ſo much at my Hands, 
der if you be in ſuch earneſt, I'll ſpeak a word with you; 
ut I beſeech you be brief: For in good faith there's a 
Parſon and a Licenſe ſtay for us i: th* Church all this while: 
And you know tis Night. | 
Lady. Sir, give me hearing patiently, and whatſoever 


I have heretofore ſpoke jeſtingly, forget: For as I hope 


for Mercy any where, what [ ſhall utter now is from 


my Heart, and as I mean. 


El. Lo. Well, well, what do you mean? 
Lady. Was not I once your MiſtreGs, and you me Servant? 
El. Lo. O "tis about the old matter. 
Lady. Nay good Sir ſtay me out; 1 wou d but hear 
you excuſe your ſelf; why you ſhould take this Woman, 
leave me. | FLID 


md A a a> ad Dd DD ©& tas 


all 


The Scornful Lady. . "oy 


» 
El. Lo. Prethee why not, deſerves ſhe not as much as 


you? | 


Lady. I think not, if you will look 
With an indifferency upon us both. -- 35 8G 

El. Lo. Upon your Faces, tis true: But if judiciouſly 
we ſhall cal 
thouſand Women of her in worth. She cannot ſwoon in 
jet, nor ſet her Lover tasks, to ſhew her Peeviſhneſs, and 
his Affection, nor croſs what he ſays, though it be Canoni- 
cal. She's a good plain Wench, that will do as 1 will 
have her, and bring me luſty Boys to throw the Sledge, 
and lift at Pigs of Lead. And for a Wife, the's far beyond 
you. What can you do in a Houſhold to provide for your 
Iſſue, but lye i' Bed and get em? Your buſineſs is 
to dreſs you, and at idle hours to Eat; when ſhe can do 
a thouſand profitable things: She can do pretty well in 
the — and knows how Pullen ſhould be cram'd, ſhe 
cuts Cambrick at a Thread, weaves Bone-lace, and quilts 
Balls admirably. And what are you good for? 

Lady. Admit it true, that ſhe were 2 


El. Lo. Forſwear my ſelf, how? 

Lady. Perhaps you have forgotten the innumerable 
Oaths you have utter'd in diſclaiming all for Wives but 
me: I'll not remember you: God give you joy. - 

E, Lo. Nay but conceive me, the intent of Oaths is 
ever underſtood. Admit I ſhou'd proteſt to ſuch a Friend, 
to ſee him at his Lodging to Morrow: Divines wou'd ne- 
ver hold me perjur'd if I were ſtruck blind, or he hid 
Where my diligent Search could not find him: 80 there 
were no croſs a& of mine own in't. Canit be imagin'd I 
mean to force you to Marriage, and to have you whe- 
ther you will or no? | | : 

Lady. Alas you need not. I make already tender of 
my ſelf, and then you are forſworn. 

El. Lo. Some Sin I ſee indeed muſt neceſſarily fall upon 


me, as whoſoever deals with Women ſhall never utter 


p avoid it: Vet I wou'd chuſe the leaſt III; which is to 
orlake you, that have done me all the abuſes of a ma- 
lignant Woman, contemn'd my Service, and would 

U 4 gt have 


our Eyes upon your Minds, you are a - 


r beyo we'-inall 
reſpects, does that give youa licence to forſwear your ſelf? 


| 
| 


296 The Scornful Lady. 
have held meprating about Marriage, *till 1 had been paft 
getting of Children: Rather than her that hath forſaken 
ber. Family, and put.her render Body in my 5 115 105 
my word 

Lady. Which of us ſwore you firſt to ? 

AI. 2 Why to you. 

Lady. Which Oath is to be kept then? 

El. — I prethee do not urge my Sins unto wy 
Without I cou'd amend em. 

Lady. Why you may by wedding me. 
El. Lo. How will that ſatisfie my word to her? 

Lady. Tis not to be kept, and needs no ſatisfaction, 
"Tis an error fit for Repentance only. 

El. Lo. Shall Ilive to wrong that ere Virgin 
ſo ? It may not be. * 

Lady. Why may it not be? 

El. Lo. I ſwear I had rather marry thee than her: But 
yet mine Honeſty? 

Lady. What Honeſty ? Tis more oreſaiyii this way: 
Co by this light. Servant, thou ſhalt, I kiſs thee on't. 

El Lo. This Kiſs indeed is ſweet, pray God tio ſin lye 
under it. 

Lady. There is no ſin at all, try but e 

Hal. O my Heart? | 
Mar. Help Sitter, this Lady bu oon. 
El. Lo. How do you? | 
Mel. Why very well, if you be ſo. 
El. Lo. Since a quiet Mind lives not in any Woman, 

ſhall do a moſt ungodly thing. Hear me one word more, 
which by all my hopes I will not alter. I did make an 
Oath when you delay'd me ſo, that this very Night | 
wou d be Marry'd ; now if you will go without delay, 
ſuddenly, as late as it is, with your own Miniſter to your 
. own C appel, Flt wed you and to Bed. 
Lady. A Match, dear Servant. 
El, Lo. For if you ſhou'd forſake me now, 1 care not, 
ſhe wou'dnot though forall her Injuries, ſuch is her Spi- 
ou If I be not aſham'd to kiſs her now 1 part, may I not 

ve. 


Hel. I ice you go, as ſlily as ar think to ſteal ay 


Is 4 


— 


nn 


aft 


On 


1 

The'Scornful Lady. 297 

t 3 | 

Yet I will pray for you: all Bleſſings of the World light 

on you two, that you may live to be an Aged Pair. All 

Curſes on me if I do not ſpeak what I do with indeed. 
El. Lo. If I can ſpeak to purpoſe to her, I am a Villain. 
Lady. Serving aft n D 27 91 net 
Mar. Siſter, will you marry that inconſtant Man 

think you he will not caſt you off to Morrow, to wrong 

a Lady thus, lookt ſhe like Dirt, twas baſely done. May 

you ne'er proſper with him. (told him. 
Wel. Now God forbid. Alas I was unworthy, ſo 1 
Mar. That was your Modeſty, too good for him. 

1 wou'd not ſee your Wedding for a World. 

Lady. Chuſe, chuſe, come Tounglove. 

ke Erxit Lady, Elder Loveleſs, and Abigal. 

Mar. Dry up your Eyes Forſooth, you ſhall not think 

we are all ſuch uncivil Beaſts as theſe. Wou'd I knew 

how to give you a revenge. (defire, 
Vel. So would not I : No let me ſuffer truly, that I 
Mar. Pray walk in with me, tis very late, and you 

ſhall ſtay all Night: Your Bed ſhall be no worſe than 


mine; I wiſh I cou'd but do you right. | 


el. My humble thanks: | 
God grant I may but live to quit your Love. [Exeunr. 
Enter Young Loveleſs and Savil. yg 
Io. Lo. Did your Maſter ſend for me, Savil ? 
Sav. Yes, he did ſend for your Worſhip Sir. 
To. Lo. Do you know the Buſineſs? © 1 
Sav. Alas Sir, I know — nor am 'imploy'd be- 
eg my Hours of eating. My dancing Days are done, 
ir. TH ol) e 
Yo. Lo. What art thou now then? . ; 
Sev. If you conſider me in little, Iam with your Wor- 
ſhips Reverence Sir, a Raſcal : One that upon thenexr * 
anger of your Brother, muſt raiſe a Sconce by the High 
Way, and ſell Switches; my Wife is learning now, Sir, 
to weave Inkle. | | l 
Yo. Lo. What doſt thou mean to do with thy Chil- 
dren, Savi l? ET MM N n l 
Sav. My eldeſt Boy is half a Rogue already, he was 
born he and your W orſhip knows, that᷑ is a * 
ö | ep 
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ſep to Mens Compaſſions. My youngeſt Boy I purpoſe, 
Sin to bind for ten Years to 5 Gods, to draw under 
him, that he may ſhew us Mercy in his Function. 

W. Lo, Your Family is 82 with diſcretion. Vou 
are reſolvd to Cant then. Where, vil, ſhall your Scene 
lye? ti 
” ths Beggars muſt be no Chuſers, 

In every place, I take it, but the Stocks. 

To. Lo. This is your drinking and your whoring, Savil, 
I told you of it, but your Heart was harden d. 

Sav. Tis true, you were the firſt that told me of it! 
do remember yet in Tears, you told me you wou'd have 
Whores, and in that Paſſion Sir, you broke out thus. 
Thou miſerable Man, repent, and brew three Stikes more 
in a Hogſhead. *Tis noon &'er we be drunk now, and the 
Time can tarry for no Man. 

10. Ls. You're grown a bitter Gentleman. I ſee Miſery 
can clear your Head better than Muſtard, I'Il be a Sutor 
for your Keys again, Sir. 

Sav. Will you but be ſo gracious to me Sir? I ſhall be 
bound. g 

To. Lo. You ſhall Sir, 

To your Bunch again, or I'll miſs foully. 

Diuter Morecraft. 

Mor. Save you Gentleman, fave you. BA 4 

to. Lo. Now Polecat, what young Rabet's Neſt have 
you to draw ? 

Mor. Come, prethee be familiar, Knight. 

75. Lo. Away Fox, I'll ſend for Terriers for you. 

Mor. Thou art wide yet: II! keep thee Company. 

To. Lo. I am about ſome Buſineſs; Indentures, 

If you follow me I'll beat you: take heed, 

As I live PII cancel your Coxcomb. 
Mor. Thou art cozen'd now, I am no Uſurer : 
What poor Fellow's this? 

Sav. I am poor indeed Sir. 


Mor. Give him Mony, Knight. es 
To, Lo. Do you * the offering. 
Mor. There poor Fellow, here's an Angel for thee. 


. Lo. Art thou in earneſt, Morecraft? Ito: 


Ss, 
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Mor. Ves faith Knight, I'll follow thy example: Thou 
hadſt Land and Thoutands,thou ſpend' ſt, and flang*ſtaway, 
and yet it flows indouble: I purchas'd, wrung, and wier- 
draw'd, for my Wealth, loſt, and was cozen'd: For which 
| make a Vow, to try all the ways above Ground, but 
Il find a conſtant means to Riches without Curſes. 
10. Lo. lam glud of your Converſion, Maſter Morecraf? - 
You're in a fair courſe, pray purſue it {till. | 
Mor. Come, we are all Gallants now, I'll keep thee 
Company; Here honeſt Fellow, for this Gentleman's - 
fake, there's two Angels more for thee. © 
Sæv. God quit you Sir, and keep you long in this mind. 
To, Lo. Wilt thou perſevere? 1 
Mor. Till I have a Penny. I have brave Cloathes a 
making, and two Horſes; canſt thou not help me to a 
Match Knight, I'll lay a thouſand Pound upon my Crop- 
8 | 


. Lo. Foot, this is ſtranger than an Afric& Monſter, 
There will be no more talk of the Cleve Wars 
While this laſts; come, I'll put thee into Blood. 

Sav. W ou'd all his damn'd I ribe were as tender-heart-d. 
I beſeech yeu let this Gentleman join with you in the 
recovery of my Keys; I like his good beginning Sir, the 


_ whilſt II pray for both your Worſhips. 


T0. Lo. He ſhall Sir. | 

Mor. Shall we go, Noble Knight? I wou'dfain be ac- 
quainted, | | + HG 

Io, Lo. T'll be your Servant, Sir. [Exeunt. 

Enter Elder Loveleſs, and Lady). 

E]. Lo. Faith my ſweet Lady, I have caught you now, 
maugre your Subtilties, and fine Devices, be coy again now. 

Lady. Prethee Sweet-heart tell true. 

El. Lo. By this Light, by all the Pleaſures W. had 
this Night, by your loſt Maidenhead, you are gozen d 
meerly. I have caſt beyond your Wit. That Gentleman 
is your Retainer Welford. Lady. It cannot be ſo. 

El. Lo. Ygur Siſter has found it fo, or l miſtake, mark 
how ſhe bluſhes when you ſee her next. Ha, ha, ha, 
| ſhall not Travel now, ha, ha, ha. 68.44 | 

Lady. Prethee Sweet heart be quiet, thou haſt 1 2 
me at Heart. | Lo. 
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El. Lo. Til pleaſe you ſoon again. Lady. Welfnd? 
El. Lo. Ay, Welford; he's a young handſome Fellow, 
well-bred and landed, your Siſter can inſtruct you in his 
good Parts, better than I, by this tine. 
Lady. Uds foot am I fetcht over thus? 
El. Lo. Ves I faith. | 
And over ſhall be fetcht again, never fear it. 
Lady. I muſt be patient, though it torture me: 
You have got the Sun, Sir. uch 
El. Lo. And the Moon too, in which PH be the Man. 
Lady. But had I known this, had I but ſurmis'd it, 
ou {hou'd have hunted three trains more, before you 
ad come toth' Courſe, you ſhould have hankt o'th' Bri- 
dle, Sir, I' faith. | | N | 
El. Lo. I knew it, and min'd with you, and ſo blew you 
up. Now you may ſee the Gentlewoman: ſtand cloſe. 
> Enter Welford, and Martha. . 
Mar. For Gods ſake Sir, be private in th's buſineſs, 
You have undone me elſe. O God, what have I done? 
Wel. No harm, I warrant thee. 4 
Mar. How ſhall I look upon my Friends again? 
With what Face? | 
Mel. Why een with that: 'tis a good one, thou canſt 
not find a better: Look upon all the Faces thdu ſhalt 
{ce there, and you ſhall find 'em ſmooth till, fair till, 
{weer till; and to your thinking honeſt ; thoſe have 
done as much as you have yet, or dare do,- Miſtreſs, and 
yet they keep no ſtir. POR . 
Mar. Good Sir go in, and put Jour Womans Cloaths 
on: If you be ſeen thus, I am loſt for ever. 
Mel. I'll watch you for that Miſtreſs: I am no Fool, 
here UI tarry till the Houſe be up and witneſs with me. 
AA. ood dear Friend go in. | 4 
Mel. To Bed again if you pleaſe, elſe I am fixt here 
till thete be notice taken what I am, and what 1 have 
done, If you could juggle me into my Womanhood a- 
in, and ſo cog me out of your Company, all this would 
forſworn, and I again an A/inego, as your Siſter left me. 
No, I'll have it known and publiſh'd; then if you'll be 
a Whore, forſake me and be aſham'd: And when * . 
* | 0 
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hold no — marry ſome caſt Cleve Coprain, and felt 
Bottle-Ale. 

Mar. 1 dare not ftay, Sir me modkeftiy, 1. 
Wife. 

Wel. Go in, I'll make up all 

El. Lo. I'll be a Witneſs of dene Truth, Sir. This 
is the Gentlewoman, prithee look upon him. this is-he 
that made me break my Faith, Sweet: But thank your 
Siſter, ſhe hath ſoder'd it. | 

Lady. What a dull Aſs was I, I cou'd not ſee this 
Wencher from a Wench : Twenty to one, 1f I had been 
but tender like my Siſter, he had ſerv'd me fuch a ſlippery 
trick too. 

Wel. Twenty to one I had. 

El. Lo. I wow'd have watch'd you, Sir, by your good 
patience, for ferreting in my Ground. 

ws You have been with my Siſter. 

. Yes to bring. 

Bl Io. An Heir into the World, he means. 

Lady. There is no chafing now. | 
Wel. T have had my part on't : I have been chaft this 
three hours, that's the leaſt, I am reaſonable cool now. 

Lady. Cannot you fare well, but you muſt cry Roaſt- 
meat? 

Wel. He that fares well, and will not bleſs the Founders, 
is eſther Surfeited, or ill Taught: Lady, for mine own 
part, I have found ſo ſweet a Diet, I can commend it, 


though I cannot ſpare it. 


El. Lo. How like you this Diſh, Welford, I made a Sup- 
* on't, and fed fo heartily, 1 cou'd not ſleep. 

Lady. By this Light, had I but ſcented our your train, 
ye had flept with 9 Pillow in your Arms and kils'> 
that, or elſe the Bed-poſt, for any Wife ye had got this 
Twelve- month yet: 1 would have vext you more than a 
tyr'd Poſt-horſe; and been longer bearing, than ever af- 
ter. game at Iriſh was Lord, that I were unmarried again. 

El. Lo. Lady Iwou'd not undertake ye, were youagain 
2 Haggard, for the beſt caſt of Ladies i th' Kingdom: 
You were ever tiekle-toored, and would not truls round. ü 

Wel. Is ſhe faſt? * 
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El. Lo. She was all Night lockt here Boy. | _ 
Wel. Then you may lure her withour fear of loſing: 
Take off her Cranes. You have a delicate Gentlewoman 
to your Siſter: Lord what a pretty fury ſhe was in, when 
the perceived I was a Man: But I thank God 1 ſatisfied 
her ſcruple, without the Parſon o'th' Town. 
El. Lo. What did ye? | 
Wel. Madam, can you tell what we did? 
El. Lo. She has a ſhrewd gueſs at it I ſee it, by her. 
Lady. Well you may mock us: But my large Gentle- 
woman, my Mary Ambre, had I but ſeen into you, you 
ſhou'd have had another Bed-fellow, fitter a great deal 
for your itch. | | 
el. 1 thank you, Lady, methought it was well, 
You are ſo curious. | | 
Enter Joung Loveleſs, his Lady, Morecraft, Savil, 
and two Servingmen. | 
El. Lo. Get on your Doublet, here comes my Brother. 
2 Jo. Lo. Good morrow, Brother, and all good to your 
ady. NY 
How. God fave you, and good morrow to you all. 
El. Lo. Good morrow. Here's a poor Brother of yours. 
Lady. Fic, how this ſhames me. 
Mor. Prithee good Fellow help me to a Cup of Beer. 
Ser. I will, Sir. 
To. Lo. Brother, what makes you here? Will this Lady 
do? Will ſhe? Is the not nettl'd ſtill? 
El. Lo. No, I have cur'd her. | 
Mr. Welford, pray know this Gentleman, he is my Brother. 
Wel. Sir I ſhall long to love him. | ; 
. Lo. I ſhall not be your debter, Sir. Put how ist 
with you? | x | 
Ei. Lo. As well as may be, Man: Iam married: Your 
new Acquaintance hath her Siſt r, and all's well. 
15. Lo. I am glad on't. Now my pretty Lady Siſter, 
How do you find my Brother? , | 
Lady. Almoſt as wild as you are. | 
75. Lo. He will make the better Husband: You have 
tried him? | 1 
* Lady. Againſt my will, Sir. 
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To. L. He'll make your Will amends ſoon, do not doubt 
But, Sir, I mult intreat you to be better known (it. 
To this converted Few here. 1 

Ser. Here's Beer for you, Sir. 

Mor. And here's for you an Angel: 

* buy no Land, t will never proſper, Sir. 
J. Lo. How's this? * 120 

T0. Lo. Bleſs you, and then I'll tell. He's turn'd Gallant. 

El. Lo, Gallant? \ | 

Iv. Lo. Ay,Gallant, and is now called, Curting Morecraft 
The Reaſon I'll inform you at more leiſure. | 

Mel. O good Sir let me know him preſently. 

Tv. Lo. You ſhall hug one another. 

Mor. Sir, I muſt keep you company. 

El. Lo. And reaſon. | 

To. Lo. Cutting Aorecraft faces about, I muſt preſent 
another. _ | | 

Mor. As many as you will, Sir, I am for 'em. 

Wel. Sir, I ſhall do you Service. | 

Mor, 1 ſhall look for't in good Faith, Sir. 

El. Lo. Prithee good Sweetheart kiſs him. 

Lady. Who, that Fellow? , 

Sav. Sir, will it pleaſe you to remember me: My Keys, 
good Sir. | | 

Lo. Lo. I'll do it preſently. _ | 

El. Lo. Come thou ſhalt kiſs him for our ſport ſake, _ 

Lady. Let kim come on then; and do you hear, do not 
inſtruct me in tbeſe tricks, for you may repent it. 


El. Lo. That at my Peril. Luſty Mr. Morecraf?, 
Here is a Lady wou'd falute you. ED 1 4. 
ng, Sir: What is ſne 


Mor. She ſhall not loſe her longi 
El. Lo. My Wife, Sir. | 
Mor. She muſt be then my Miſtreſs. 
Lady. Muſt I, Sir? El. Lo. O yes, you muſt. 
Mor. And you muſt take this Ring, a poor Pawn 
Of ſome fifty Pound. | | | 
El. Lo. Take it by any means, tis lawful Prize. 
Lady. Sir, I ſhall call you Servant. 
Mor. I ſhall be proud on't: What Fellow's that? 
70. Lo. My Lady's Coachman. 2 
th | . 
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| Mor. There's ſomething, my Friend, for you to buy 

And for you, Sir, and you Sir. 1 (Whips; 
El. Lo. Under a Miracle, this is the ſtrangeſt 

T ever heard of. | 23 | 
Mor. What, ſhall we play, or drink? What ſhall we do? 

Who will hunt with me for a Hundred Pounds? 
Mel. Stranger and ſtranger! 5 

Sir you ſhall End {port after a day or- two. 

* 7%. Lo. Sir, I have a ſuit unto you 
Concerning your old Servant Savil. 

El. Lo. O, for his Keys, I know it. 

Sav. Now, Sir, ſtrike in. of 

Mor. Sir, I mult have you grant me. * 
El. Lo. Tis done, Sir, take your Keys again: \ 

But hark you, Sævil, leave off the motions ; 

Of theFleſh, and be honeſt, or elſe you ſhall graze again: 

I'll try you once more. 

Sau. If ever I be taken drunk, or whoring, . 

Take off the biggeſt Key i'th* bunch, and open 
My Head with it, Sir. I humbly thank your Worſhips. 
El. Lo. Nay then I ſee we muſt keep Holiday. 
: Enter Roger, and Abigal. © 

Here's the laſt couple in Hell. 

Nag. Joy be among you all. Vo 
Lach. Why how now, Sir, what is the meaning of 
wn. Emblem? + 
.- Kog. Marriage, an't like your Worſhip. * 

Lady. —— — = : 

Rog As well as the next Prieſt could do it, Madam. 
El. Lo. I think the Sign's in Gemini, here's ſuch cou- 
n _ 

Wel. Sir Roger, what will you take to lie from your 

- Sweetheart to Night? 

Rog. Not the beſt Benefice in your W orſhip's gift, Sir. 
Mel. A Whorſon, how he ſwells. 
PD. Lo. How many times to Night, Sir Roger? 
Rag. Sir, you grow ſcurrilous: 

What I ſhall do, I ſhall do: I ſhall not need your help. 
T6. Lo. For Horſe Fleſh, Roger. 21. L. 


G 
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El. LD. Come prithee be not angry, tis a day 
Given wholly to our Mirth. | 8 
Lady. It ſhall be ſo, Sir: Sir Roger and his Bride, 
We ſhall intreat to be at our Charge. W oo 
El. Lo. Welford get you to the Church; by this Light, 
You ſhall not lie with her again, till you're married. 
Wel. I am gone. F” 
Mor. To eyery Bride I dedicate this Day 
Six healths a piece, and it ſhall go hard, 
But every one a Jewel: Come be mad Boys. | 
El. Lo. Thou'rt ina good beginning: Come, who leads? 
Sir Roger, you ſhall have the Van: lead the way: 
Would every dogged Wench had ſuch a day. | 
| | [Exeunt onmes. 
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The PROLOGUE. 
O free this Work is, Gentlemen, from. Offence, 
That we are conifident, it needs mo Defence 
From us, or from the Poets we dare look 
On any Man, that brings his Table-book« 
To write down, what again he may repeat 
At ſome great Table, to deſerve bis Meat. 
Let ſuch come ſwell'd with Malice, to apply - 
What is Mirth here, there for an Injury. 
Nor Lord, nor Lady we have tax d; nor State, 
Nor any private Perſon, their poor Hate 
Will be aro here, for Exoy ſhall not find 
One touch that may be In to her Mind. 
And yet deſpair not, Gentlemen, the Play _ 
Is quick and witty ; ſo the Poets ſay, E 
And we believe them; the Plot neat, and new, 
Faſhion'd like thoſe, that are approv'd by you. 
Only "twill crave Attention in the moſt , 
Becauſe one Point unmark'd, the whole is loſt. 


Hear firſt then, and Fudge after , and be fr 20 
And as our Cauſs is, let our Cenſure be. . 


Another PROLOGUE. 


V VE wiſh, if it were poſſible, you łnem 
What 12 would 455 for this Night's look, if new. 

I: being our Ambition'to delight | 

Our kind Spetators with what's good, and right. 

Tet ſo far know, and credit me, 'twas ma 

By ſuch, as were held Work-men in their Trade, 

At a time tos, when they as I divine, 

Were truly merry, and drank luſty Wine, 

The Nectar of the Muſes; Some are here 

I dare preſume, to whom it did appear 

A well-drawn Piece, which gave a Lawful Birth 

Ts paſſmuate Scenes mixt with no vulgar Mirth. 

But unto ſuch to wbom tis known by Fame . 


From others, perbaps only by the - 


-PROLOGU!. 
IT an a _ that they would prepare = . 
Sound Palats, and then judge their Bill of Fare, 

It were Ihjuſtice o decty 7ebis now 

For being lik'd before, you may allow 

(Tour Condor ſafe) kf Fa 5 — 4 in the old Schools, 
All ſuch as liu d * von, were not Poole 1 


Dramatis 8 
M E N. 


Ount Clodic o, Governor, and a Diſbonurable Purſuer 


of Zenocia. 


Manuel du Soſa, Governor F Lisbon, and Brother vn 


Guiomar. 
Arnoldo, 4 Gentleman contrafted to Tenocia. 
Rutilio, a merry Gentleman, Brother to Arnold. 


Charino, Fatber to Lenocia. 


Duarte, Son te Guiomar; a Gentleman well qualified, * 


vain-glorious. 
Alonzo, a young Portugal — Enemy to Duarte. 
Leopold, 4 Sea Captain; Enamour d on Hippolyta. 


Zabulon, « Jew, ant to ** 
Jaques, Servant to Sulpitia. 


WOMEN. 


"MIR Miſtreſs zo Arnoldo, and a chaſte Wiſe. 
Guiomar, 4 virtuous Lady; Mother ro Duarte. 
Hippolyta, @ rich Lady; wantottly in Lous with Arnoldo. 


Sulpitia a Bawd, Mi ſtreſs of thy Male Stews. 


Doctor, . Officers, Givari, Page, Brawo, Ineves 
the Male Srewer,, Servants. 


The SCENE ſomenimes Lisbon, ſometimes Italy. 
THE 
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Cuſtom -of the Country. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Rutulio, aud Arnoldo. 


RUTILIQO. = 
HY pc; es grieve thus ſtill? 1 


Twould melt a Marble, (tune. 
al 5 5 a Savage Man, to feel my For- 
Rur. What Fortune? I have liy'd this 
thirty Years, (Fortunes, 
And run Koh h alltheſc Follies you call 
Yet never fixt on any good te. conſtant, | 
But what I made my "RE: Wh y mould 1 4 chen 
At that I may mould any way 
Arn. You are wide ſtill. 
Rur. You love a Gentlewoman, a young Mode 
Woman, I have 18 a thouſand, not ſo few. 
Arn. You are d | 
Rut. You hope to rr her; tis a lawful Calling 
And prettily eſteem d of, but take heed then, 
Take heed dear Brother of a ſtranger Fe ortune 7 
Than e' er you felt yet; Fortune my Foe is a Friend to it. 
Arn. Tis true Lo ove, dea 50 and truly love, 
AN * Virtuous, and m E Maid, 


And 
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And am belov'd again. "Te 4 
Neu. That's too much o' Conſcience, 
To love all theſe would run me out o my Wits. 
Arn. Prethee give Ear,'l am to m her. 
Rut. Diſpatch it then, and I'll go call the Piper. 
Arn. But O the wicked Cuſtom af this Country, 
The barbarous, moſt inhuman, damned Cuſtom. 
Rut. Tis true, to Marry is a Cuſtom 
T' the World; for look you Brother, 
- Wou'd any Man ſtand plucking for the Ace of Harts, 
With one pack of Cards all Days on's Life? 
An. You do not 
Or elſe you purpoſe not to underſtand me. 
Rur. Proceed, I will give Ear. ö 
Arn. Thy have a Cuſtom | 
In this moſt beaſtly Country, out upon't. 
Rur. Let's hear it firſt, : 
Arn. That when a Maid is contracted 
And ready for the tye o'th' Church, the Governor, 
He that commands in Chief, muſt have her Maiden-head, 
Or Ranſom it for Mony, at bis pleaſure. '( Cuſtom! 
Kue, How might a Man atcheive that Place? a rare 
An admirable rare Cuſtom! and none excepted? 
Arn. None, none. . 


Kur. The rarer ſtill: How could I lay about me, 

In this rare Office ? Are they born to it, or choſen? 
I Arn. Both equal damnable. 
= Rut. Methinks both excellent, 
Would I were the next Heir. Tg 
Arn. To this mad Fortune 
Am I now come, my Marriage is proclaim d, 
And nothing can redeem me from this Miſchict. 

Rur. She's very young. 3 | 

Arm. Yes. | . | 

Rut. And fair I dare proclaim her, | T 
Elſe mine Eyes fail. N b 

Arn. Fair as the Bud unblaſted. . (caſe, = 

Rut. 1 cannot blame him then, if *twere mine own * 
] owed — go an Ace leſs. | | G& 
27. © HH 
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Why do you make your Brother's Miſery bh 3 
Your Sport and mee ooOG 
Rut. There is no Paſtime like it. 


* 


Arn. I look'd for your Advice, your timely Counſel, = 


How to avoid this Blow, not to be mockt at, 
And my Afflictions jeer'd. ER 
Rut. I tell thee Arnoldo, - IS; 
An thou wert my Father, as thou art but my Brother, 
My younger Brother too, I muſt be merry. 11 
And where there is a Wench yet can, a young Wench, 
A handſome Wench, and ſooner a good turn too, 
And I were to be hang'd, thus muſt T handle it. 
But you ſhall ſee Sir, I can change this Habit 
To do you any Service; Adviſe what you pleaſe, 
And ſee with what Devotion I'll attend it: 
But yet methinks, I am taken with this Cuſtom, . . _ 
Enter Charino and Zenocia, | 
And could pretend to th Place. 
Arn. Draw off a little; ; 
Here comes my Miſtreſs and her Father. 
Rut. A dainty Wench ! | 
Wou'd I might farm his Cuſtom. 
Char. My dear Daughter, 
Now to bethink your ſelf of new Advice 
Will be too late, later this timeleſs Sorrow, 
No Price, nor Prayers, can infringe the Fate - ob 
Your Beauty hath caſt on you, my beſt Zenocia, 
Be rul'd by me, a Father's care directs ye, 
Look on the Count, look chearfully and ſweetiy; 
What though he have the Pow'r to B ye, 
To pluck your Maiden honour, and then light ye, 
Y Cuſtom unreſiſtible to enjoy you; 
et, my ſweet Child, ſo much your Vouth and Goodneſs, 
The Beauty of your Soul, and Saint-like Modeſty, _ 
Have won upon his mild Mind, ſo muck charm'd him, 
That all Pow'r laid aſide, what Law allows him, 
Or ſudden Fires, kindled from thoſe bright Eycs, 
He ſues to be your Servant, fairly, nobl 


For ever to be ty'd your faithful Husband : 
Conſider, my beſt Child. N 
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Zen. I have conſider d. | Ki 
Char. The Bleſſedneſs that this breeds too, conſider 
Beſides your Father's Honour, your own Peace, 
The Baniſhment for ever of this Cuſtom, , 
This baſe and barbarous Ulc, for after. once 
He has found the happineſs of holy Marriage, 
And what it is to grow up with one Beauty, 
How he will ſcorn and kick at ſuch an Heritage 
Left him by Luſt and lewd een, | 
\ All Virgins too ſhall bleſs your Name, ſhall Saint it, 
And like ſo many Pilgrims go to your Shrine, 
When Time has turn'd your Beauty: into Aſhes, 
Fill'd with your pious Memory. | 
Zen. Good Father, =, 
Hide not that bitter Pill I loath to ſwallow 
In ſuch ſweet Words. | 
. Char, The Count's a handſome Gentleman, 
And having him, you're certain of a Fortune, 
A high — noble Fortune to attend you: 
Where if you fling your Love upon this Stranger 
This young Arnoldo, not knowing from what Place 
Or honourable Strain of Blood he is ſprung, you venture 
All your own Sweets, and my long Cares to nothing, M 
Nor are you certain of his Faith; why may not that T 
Wander as he does, every where ? e 
Zen. No more Sir; Al 
I muſt not hear, I dare not hear him wrong'd thus; 
\ Virtue is never wounded, bur 1 ſuffer. At 
* *Tis an ill Office in your Age, a poor one, Ge 
To judge thus weakly : And believe your ſelf too, 
A weaker, to betray your Innocent Daughter, 
To his intemp'rate, rude, and wild Embraces, 
She hates as Heay'n hates Falſhood. 
Rist. A good Wench, | 
She {ticks cloſe to yoh Sir. 
Zen. His Faith uncertain? 
The Nobleneſs his Virtue {prings from, doubted ? 
D'ye doubt it is Day now? or when your Body's perfect, 
Your Stomach's well diſpos'd, your Pulle's temperate, 
D'yc doubt you are in Health? I tell you Father, 4 
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One Naur of this Man's goodneſs, this Man's Noblenck 
Put in the Scale, againſt rhe Count s whole Being, 
Forgive his Luſts too, which are half his Life, 

He could no more endure to hold weight with him; 
Arnoldo's very Looks are fair Examples; | 
His common and indifferent Actions, | 

Rules and flrong ties of Virtue : He has my firſt Love, 
To him in Sacred Vow I have giv'n this Body, | 

In him my Mind inhabits. | . 

Rur. Good Wench ſtill. 

Zen. And 'till he fling me off, as undeſerving, 
Which I confeſs I am, of ſuch a Blefling, 
But would be loth to find it fo—— 

Arn. O never; 
Never, my happy Miſtreſs, never, never; 
When your Servant lives but in your Favour, 
One Foot i'thꝰ Grave the other ſhall not linger. 
What Sacrifice of Thanks, what Age of Service, 
What Danger, of more dreadful Look than Death, 
What willing Martyrdom ro Crown me conſtant 
May merit ſuch a Goodneſs, fuch a Sweetneſs? 
A Love ſo nobly great, no Pow'r can ruin; 
Moſt bleſſed Maid ” $0 on, the Gods that gave this, 
This pure unſpotted Love, the Child of Heav'n, 
In their own c Pe muſt preſerve and ſave it, 
And raiſe you a Reward beyond our Recompence. 

Zen. La bur you, a pure Maid to poſſeſs, 

And then they have Crown'd my Withes: If I fall then, 
Go ſeek ſome better Love, mine will debaſe you. 

Rut. A pretty innocent Fool; well, Governor, 
Though I think well of your Cuſtom, and could wiſh 
For this Night in your place, heartily with it; (my (elf 
Yet if you play not fair play and above board too, 

[ have a fooliſh Gin here, I ſay no more; © (chanted. 
Ill tell you what, and if your Honour's Guts are not In- 

Arn. I ſhould now chide you Sir, for ſo declini 
The Goodneſs and the Grace you have ever Gee, 
And your own Virtue too, in ſeeking raſhly 
To violate that Love Heav'n has appointed, 7 
| 0 
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I so0o wreſt your Daughter's Thoughts, part that Affection 
That both our Hearts have ty d, and ſeek to give it 
Rut. To a wild Fellow, that wou'd weary her; 
A Cannibal, that feeds on the Heads of Maids, 
Then flings their Bones and Bodies to the Devil. 
Wou' d any Man of Diſcretion venture ſuch a Griſtle, 
To the rude Claws of ſuch a Cat- a- Mountain? 
You had better tear her between two Oaks, a Town Bul 
Is a meer Staicꝶ to this Fellow, a grave Philoſopher, 
And a Spaniſh Jennet, a moſt virtuous Gentleman. 
Arn. Does this ſeem handſome, Sir? N 
Rut. Though I confeſs Liao Hoid W 
Any Man wou'd defire to have her, and by any means, 
At any rate too, yet that this common Hangman, 
That hath whipt offthe Heads of a thouſand Maids already, 
That he ſhould glean the Harveſt, ſticks in my Stomach. 
This Rogue breaks young Wenches to the Saddle, 
And teaches them to ſtumble ever atter ; 4 
That he ſhould have her? for my Brother now 
That is a handſome young Fellow; and well thought on, 
And will deal tenderly in the buſineſjs:s: 
Or for my ſelf, that have a Reputation, 
And have ſtudied the concluſions of theſe Cauſes, 
And know the perfect manage, [I'll tell you old Sir, 
If I ſhould call you wiſe, Sir, I ſhould bely you: 
This thing, you-ſtudy to betray your Child to, 
This Maiden-monger, when you have done your beſt, 
And think you have fixt her in the point of Honour, 
Who do you think you have ty'd her to? a Surgeon, 
I muſt confeſs an excellent Diſſector, ö 
One that has cut up more young tender Lamb- pies — 
Char. W hat I ſpake, Gentlemen, was meer compulſion, 
No Fathers free-will, nor did I touch your Perſon 
With any Edge of ſpight; or ſtrain your Loves 
With any baſe, or hir d Perſwaſfionsz  — 
Witneſs theſe Tears, how well I wiſſit your Fortunes. Ex. 


Rut. There's ſome Grace in thee yet, you are determin'd 


To marry this Count, Lady. 
Zen. Marry him, Ritilio? 

Rut. Marry him, and lye with him, I mean. 
Zen. Y ou cannot mean chat, 
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4 
If you be a true Gentleman, you dare not, 
The Brother to this Man, and one that loves him; 
Il marry the Devil firſt. ö 
Rut. A better choice. n 
And lay his Horns by, a handſomer Bed-fellow, 
A cooler o' my Conſcience. | Yo 
Arn. Pray let me ask you; Ih 
And my dear Miſtreſs, be not angry with me 
For what I ſhall propound : I am confident, 
No Promiſe, nor no Pow'r, can force your Loye, 
I mean in way of Marriage, never ſtr you, 
Nor to forget my Faith, no ſtate can wound you. 
But for this Cuſtom, which this wretched Co 
Hath wrought into a Law, and muſt be fatisfied 
Where all the pleas of Honour are but laught at, 
And, Modeſty regarded as a may-game, 
What ſhall be here confider'd? Pow'r we have none, 
To make reſiſtance, nor Policy to croſs it: | 
Tis held Religion too, to pay this Duty. 
Zen. Tll dye an Atheift then. 
Arn. My nobleſt Miſtreſs, 4 
Not that I wiſh it ſo, but ſay it were ſo, 
Say you did render up part of your Honour, 
For whilſt your Will is clear, all cannot periſh; 
Say for one Night you entertain'd this Monſter, 
Should I eſteem you worſe, forc'd to this render? 
Your Mind 1 know is pure, and full as beauteous; 
After this ſhort Eclipſe, you would riſe again, 
And ſhaking off that Cloud, ſpread all your Luſtre. 
Zen. Who made you witty, to undo your ſelf, Sir? 
Or are you loaden with the Love I bring you, _ 
And fain would fling that burthen on another? 
Am I grown common in your Eyes, Arnoldo? 
Old, or unworthy of your Fellowſhip? - 
D'ye think, becauſe a Woman, I muſt err, . 
And therefore rather wiſh that Fall before-hanld 
Coloured with Cuſtom, not to be reſiſted ? * 
D'ye love as Painters do, only ſome Pieces, 
Some certain handſome touches of your Miſtreſs, 
And let the Mind paſs by you, unexamin'd ? 5 
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Be not abus d. With what the Maiden Veſſel _ 
1s ſeaſon'd firſt ; you underſtand the Proverb. 

Rut. I am afraid, this thing will make me virtuous. 
Zen. Should you lay by the leaſt part of that Love 
You've ſworn is mine, your Youth and Faith has giv'nme, 

To entertain another, nay a fairer, / 
And make the caſe thus deſp'rate, ſhe muſt dye elſe; 
D'ye think 1 would give way, or count this honeſt? 
Be not deceiv'd, theſe Eyes ſhould never ſee you more, 
This Tongue forget to name you, and this Heart 
Hate you, as if you were born, my full Antipathy. 
Empire and more imperious Love, alone | 
Rule, and admit no Rivals: The pureſt Springs 
When they are courted by laſcivious Land-floods, 
2 Maiden Pureneſs, and their Wee; periſh ; 
And though the in to their Beauty, 
The foainch 0 heir Talle is clean departed. 
I muſt have all or none; and am not worthy 
Longer the noble Name of Wife, Armlda, 
Than I can bring a whole Heart pure and handſome. 
Arn. I never ſhall deſerve you: Not to thank you; 
You are ſo heav' ny no Man can reach you: 
I am ſorry I fpake fo rathly; twas but to try you. 
Rur. Vou might have try d a thouſand Womenſo, (@. 
And 950, — 1pſhould haꝰ followed your Coun» 
Take heed of clapping Spurs to ſuch free Cattle. 
An. We muft bethink us ſuddenly and conſtantly, 
And wiſely toa, we expett no common Danger. 
Zen. Be moſt aſſur d, Ill dye firſt. ' 
Enter Clodio, and Guard. 
Rur. An't come to that once, 
The Devil pick his Bones, that dies a Coward, 
II jog along with you; here comes the Stallion, 
How ſmug he looks upon the Imagination | 
Of what he hopes to att? Pox on-your Kidneys; 
How they begin to melt? How big he bears, 
Sure he will leap before us all: What a (weet Company 
Of Rogues and Panders wait upon his Lewdneſs? 


Plague of your Chops, you ha" more hanilome Bits,” 
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Than a hundred honeſter Men, and more deſerving. 
How the Dog leers. | PORT: | 7 11 

Clod. You need not now be jealous, (done, WM 
Iſpeak at diſtance to your Wife, but when the Prieſt has 
We ſhall grow nearer, and more familiar. e 

Rut. I'll watch you for that trick, Baboon, P11 1 
Smoke you: The Rogue ſweats, as if he had caten | 
Grains, he broils, if I do come to the | | 4 
Baſting of you. | = | 

Arn. Your Lordſhip = 
May happily ſpeak this, to fright a Stranger, 

in your Honour to perform it; 


But tis not my 
The Cuſtom of this Place, if ſuch there be, 
At beſt moſt damnable, may urge you to it, 
But if you be an honeſt Man you hate it: 
However | will preſently prepare 
To make her mine, and moſt undoubtedly 
Believe you are abus'd, this Cuſtom feign'd too, 
And what you now pretend, moſt fair and yirtuous. 
Clod. Go and believe, a good Belief does well, Sir; 
And you, Sir, clear the place, but leave her here. 
Ars. Your Lordſhip's pleaſure. 
Clod. That anon, Arnold, 
This is bur talk. 
Rur. Shall we go off? 
Arn. By any means, 


| know ſhe has pious Thoughts to guard her: þ 
Beſides, here's nothing due to bim till the rye be done, 
Nor dare he offer. ö 

Rur. Now do I long to worry him: 


Pray have a care to the main chance. [ Ex. Arn, and Rut. 
Zen. Pray, Sir, fear not | 
Cod. Now, what ſay you to me? 

Zen. Sir, it becomes | 

The Modeſty, that Maids are ever born with, 

To uſe few words. 190-4 
Cod. Do you ſee nothing in me? > FE 

Nothing to catch your Eyes, nothing of wonder 

The common mould of Men, come ſhort, and want in? 

Do you read no future Fortune for your ſelf here? 


And 
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And what a Happineſs it may be to you, 4 i; 


To have him honour you, all Women aim at? 
To have him love you, Lady, that Man love you, 


The beſt, and the moſt beauteous have run mad for? 


Look and be wiſe, you have a fayour offer'd you 
I do not every day propound to Women; 


- You are a pretty one; and though each hour 250 


I am glutted with the Sacrifice of Beauty, 

I may be brought, as you may handle it, 

To caſt fo 2 ood a Grace and liking on you. 
You underſtand, come kils me, and be joyful, 


1 give you . 


Zen. Faith, Sir, twill not ſhew handſome; 
Our Sex is bluſhing, full of Fear, uns kill d too 
In theſe alarms. 

Cled. Learn then and be perfect. 

Zen. I do beſeech your Honour on me, 
And take ſome skilful one can hold you play, 

I am a Fool. 

Clod. I tell thee Maid 1 love thee, 

Let that word make thee happy, ſo far love tan 


That though I may enjoy thee without Ceremony, 


I will deſcend ſo low, to marry thee; 

Methinks I ſee the Race that ſhall ſpring from us, - 

Some Princes, ſome great Soldiers. | 
Zen, I am afraid 

Your Honour's cozen'd in this Cilontation 3 

For certain, I ſhall ne'er have a Child by you· 
God. Why? 8 
Zen. Becauſe I muſt not think to marry you. 

I dare not, Sir, the ſtep betwixt your Toy 


And my poor humble State, 


Clod. I will deſcend-to thee, 
And buoy thee up. 
Zen. I'll fink to th' Center firſt. 


Why would your Lordſhip marry, and confine that ple 


You ever have had freely caſt upon you? 


Take heed, my Lord, this marrying is a mad matter, 5 


Lighter a pair of Shackles will 2 you, 
And quieter a en Feaver find you. 
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If you wed me, I muſt enjoy you bat, D 
Your Eyes mult be call'd home, your Thoughts in Cages, 
To ſing to no Ears then but mine; your Heart bound, 
The Cuſtom, that your Youth was ever nurſt in, 
Muſt be forgot, I ſhall forget my Duty elſe, 
And how that will appear — 
Clod. Well talk of that more. 5 
Zen. Beſides I tell ye, I am — g 
As all young Women are, that ſhew like handſome, 
Exceeding proud, being commended, monſtrous. 
Of an unquiet Temper, ſeldom pleas d, 
Unleſs it be with infinite Obſervance, : 
Which you were never bred to; once well angred, 
As every croſs in us provokes that Paſſion, 
And like a Sea, I roul, tols, and chafe a week after. 
And then all miſchief I can think upon, | 
Abuſing of your Bed the leaſt and pooreſt, 
Itell you what you'll find, and in theſe fits, 
This little Beauty you are pleas'd to honour, 
Will be ſo chang'd, ſo alter d to an Uglineſs, 
To ſuch a Vizard, ten to one, I dye too, 
Take't then upon my Death you murder'd me. 
Cled. Away, away Fool, why doſt thou proclaim theſe 
To prevent that in me, thou haſt choſen in another? 
Zen. Him J have choſen, I can rule and maſter, 
Temper to what I pleaſe, you are a great one 
Of a ſtrong Will to bend; I dare not venture. 
Be wiſe, my Lord, and ſay you were well counſel'd, 
Take Mony for my Ranſom, and forget me, 
"Twill be both ſafe, and noble for your honour,  . 
And whereſoe'er my Fortunes thall conduct me, 
So worthy mentions I ſhall render of you, 
So virtuous and ſo fair. 
Cod. You will not marry me? 
Zen. 1 do beſeech your Honour, be not angry 
At what I ſay, I cannot love ye, dare not; 
But ſer a Ranſom, for the Flower you cov et. 
Cod. No Mony, nor no Prayers, ſhall redeem that, 
Not all the Art you have. ( 
Zen. Set your own price, Sir. 9.1 | 
Vo. I. IM Y | 
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Cod. Go to your Wedding, never kneel to me, 
When that's done, you are mine, I will enjoy you: 
Your Tears do nothing, I will not loſe my Cuſtom 
To caſt upon my ſelf an Empire's Fortune. 

Zen. My Mind ſhall not pay this Cuſtom,cruel Man. Ex. 

Cod. Y our Body will content me: I'll look fot you. | Ex. 

Enter Charino, aud Servants in Black. Covering the 
Place with Blacks. | 

Char. Strew all your wither'd Flowers, your Autumn 
By the hot Sun raviſh'd of Bud and Beauty, (Sweets 
I Thus round about her Bride-bed, hang thoſe Blacks there, 
The Emblems of her Honour loſt; all joy 
That leads a Virgin to receive her Lover, 
Keep from this place, all Fellow-maids that bleſs her, 
And bluſhing do unlooſe her Zone, keep from her: 
No merry Noiſe nor luſty Songs be heard here, - (dy; 
Nor full Cups crown'd with Wine make the Rooms gid- 
This is no Mask of Mirth, but murder'd Honour. 
Sing mournfally that ſad Epithalamion 
I gave thee now: And prithee let thy Lute weep. 

Song and Dance. Enter Rutilio, 
Rut. How now, what Livery's this? Do you call this 
This is more like a Funeral. (a Wedding! 
Char. It is one, | 
And my poor Daughter going to her Grave, 
To his moſt loath'd Embraces that gapes for ger. 
Make the Earl's Bed ready; is the Marriage done, Sir? 

Rut. Ves they are knit; but muſt this Slubberdegullion 
Have her Maiden-head now? 

Arn. There's no avoiding it. 1 10 225 
Rut. And there's the Scaffold where ſhe-mult loſe it? 
Arn. The Bed, Sir. | 

Rut. No way to wipe his mouldy Chaps? 

Char, That we know. 

Rut. To any honeſt well-deſerving Fellow, 

And 'twere but to a merry Cobler, I cou'd fit ſtill now, 
I love the game ſo well; but that this Puckfiſt, 

This univerſal Rutter — fare ye well, Sir; 
And if you have any good Pray'rs, put em forward, 
There may be yet a Remedy. ans 
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Char. J with it, Erie Rutilio. 
And all my beſt Devotions offer to it. „ | 
Enter Clodio, and Guard. 

Clod. Now is this tye diſpatch'd? 

Char. I think it be, Sir. 

Clod. And my Bed ready? | 

Char. There you may quickly find, Sir, ; 2 
Such a loath'd preparation. | 
| Clod. Never grumble, 


Nor fling a diſcontent upon my Pleaſure, 
It muſt and ſhall be done: Give me ſome Wine, 
And fill it till it leap upon my Lips: 

Here's to the fooliſh Maidenhead you wot of, 
The Toy 1 muſt take pains for. 

Char. I beſeech your Lordſhip 
Load not a Father's Love. 

Clod. Pledge it Charino, 
Or by my Lite Ill make thee pledge thy laſt, 
And bs ſure ſhe be a Maid, a perfect Virgin, 
(I will not have my Expectation dull'd) d 
Or yr old Pate goes off. I am hot and fiery, Th 
And my Blood beats alarums through my Body, | 
And Fancy high. You of my Guard retire, 

And let me hear no noiſe about the Lodging, 

But Muſick and ſweet Ayrs; now fetch your Daughter, 
And bid the coy Wench put on all her Beauties, 
All her Enticements, out-bluſh Damask Roles, 

And dim the breaking Eaſt with her bright Cryſtals. 


am all on fire, away. 


Char. And I am frozen. | "oh 
Enter Lenocia with Bow and Quiver, an Arrow » 
Arnoldo and Rutilio after ber, arm d. 
Zen. Come fearleſs on. >, +457 | 
Rut. Nay an I budge from thee | 1 
Beat me with dirty Sticks. : O 1? 
W, Cod. What Maſque is this? = 
What pretty fancy to provoke me high? | 
The beauteous Huntreſs, fairer far, and ſweeter; 
Diana ſhews an Ethiop to this Beauty 
Protected by two Virgin nk art 
| 2 | 
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Rur. That's a lye, 

A loud one, if you knew as much as I do, 
The Guards diſpers'd. 
Arn. Fortune I hope invites us. - 

Clod. I can no longer hold, ſhe ail my Heart from me. 
Zen. Stand, and ſtand fixt, move not a foot, nor ſpeak not, 
For if thou doſt, upon this point thy Death ſits. 
Thou miſerable, baſe, and ſordid Leacher, ot 
Thou ſcum of noble Blood, r 8 and eh, 
| Repent thy thouſand Thefts, om helpleſs Virgins, 
Their Innocence betray'd to thy Fan e | | 
Arn. The baſe Diſhonour that thou doſt to Strangers, 
In glorying to abuſe the Laws of Marriage; 
The Infamy thou haſt flung upon thy Country, | 
In nouriſhing this black and barbarous Cuſtom. 
Clod. My Guard. 
Arn. One word more, and thou dieſt. 
Rur. One Syllable 
That tends to any thing, but I bete you, 
And as you're Gentlemen tender my caſe, 
And III thruſt my Javelin down thy Throat. 
Thou Dog-whelp, thou, pox upon thee, what 
Should I call thee, Pompion, 
Thou kiſs my Lady? Thou ſcour her Chamber-pot: 
Thou have a Maiden-head? a mottly Coat, 
You great blind Fool, farewel and be hang'd to ye, 
Loſe no time, Lady. 
Arn. Pray take your pleaſure, Sir, 
And ſo we'll take our leaves. 
Zen. We are determined, 
Dye, before yield. 
Arn. Honour, and a fair Grave. 
Zen. Before a luſtful Bed, ſo for our Fortunes. 
Rur. Du cat a whee, good Count, cry, prithee e Oh 
O what a Wench aſt thou loſt? Cry, you Bn fe J. 
Exeunt. 
Enter Charino, Ma 
Clod. And is ſhe gone then, am I diſhonour' thus, 
Cozen'd and baff My Guard there; no Man anſwer? I T0 
| My Guard I ſay: Surah you knew of this Plot; 


Where 
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Where are my Guard? I'll have your Life you fete 
You politick old Thief. 
Char. Heav'n ſend her far px 
Enter Guard. 


And let me pay the Ranſom. 


Guard. Did your Honour call us? 
Clod. Poſt every way, and preſently recover 
The two ſtrange Gentlemen, and the fair Lady. 
Guard. This Day was married, Sir? 
Clod. The fame. 
Guard. We ſaw em 
Making with all main ſpeed to th' Port. 
Clod. Away Villains, Ex. Guard. 
Recover her, or I ſhall dye; deal truly, 
Didſt not thou know ? 
Char. By all that's good I did not. | 
If your Honour mean their Flight, to ſay I grieve * that, 
Will be to lye; you may handle me as you pleaſe. 
Clod. Be ſure, with all the Cruelty, with all the Rigor, 
For thou haſt rob'd me, Villian, + a. Treaſure, | 
Enter Guard. 
How now? 
Guard. They're all aboard, a Bark rode roms for em, 
And now are under Sail, and paſt recov'ry. 
dd. Rig mea Ship with all rhe ſpeed that may be, 
1 will not loſe her: Thou, her molt falſe Father, 
Shalt go along; and if I miſs her, 2 1 | 
A whole day will I ſtudy to deſtro 
Char. I ſhall be oh of i TY 7. ſo you'll find me. 
PE 
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Enter Manuel Ss Sofa, and Seien: 


Man. I Hear and ſee too much of him, and that 
Compels me, Madam, though unwillingly, 


To with Fad go Unde's part in , 5 — | Ava 


Ol all that knew him, for a general Scholar, 


Attended like his Father's Son, and there 


Whatever they brought thither good and honeſt. 
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And much I fear, the comfort of a on 1 
You will not long enjoy. | 
Gui. Tis not my finale, | 
And therefore from his Guilt my Innocence 
Cannot be tainted, ſince his Father's Death, 
(Peace to his Soul) a Mother's Pray rs and Care 
Were never wanting, in his Education. 
His Child-hood I pals o'er, as being brought up * | 
Under my Wing; and growingripe for Study, 
I overcame the tenderneſs, and joy | 
I had to look upon him, and provided 
The choiceſt Maſters, and of greateſt Name 
Of Salamanca, in all liberal Arts. 
Man. To train his Youth up. — 
I muſt witneſs that. 1 | 
Gui. How there he proſpered to the admiration 


"OI PY 


Being one of Note, before he was a Man, 
Is ſtill remembred in that Academy. 
From thence I ſent him to the Emperor's Court, 


Maintain'd him, in ſuch bravery and height, 

As did become a Courtier. (happy. 
Man. Twas that ſpoil'd him, my Nephew had been 

The Court's a School indeed, in which ſome few 

Learn virtuous Principles, but moſt forget 


r CT rs 
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Trifling is there in practice, ſerious Actions 
Are obſolete and out of uſe ; my Nephew 
Had been a happy Man, had he ne'er known 
What's there in Grace and Faſhion. 

Gui, I have heard yet, <a | 
That while he liv'd in Court, the Emperor 
Took notice of his Carriage and good Parts, 
The Grandees did not ſcorn his Company, 


— 


- 


And of the greateſt Ladies he was held i T 
. A compleat Gentleman. 8 | | 

Man. He indeed Danc'd well; m_ | 
A turn o'th* Toe, with a lofty trick or -a, By 
| To argue Nimblencls, and a ſtrong Back, Will | 


\ 
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Will go far with a Madam : *Tis moſt true, 
That he's an excellent Scholar, and he knows it; 
An exact Courtier, and he knows that too; 
He has fought thrice, and come off ſtill with . 
Which he torgets not. 
Gui. Nor have I much reaſon, 
To grieye his Fortune that way. 
Man. You are miſtaken, 
Proſperity does ſearch a Gentleman's Temper, | 
More than this adverſe Fortune: I have known 
Many, and of rare Parts, from their Succeſs 
In private Duels, rais'd up to ſuch a pride, 
And fo transform'd from what they were, that all 
That loy'd them truly, wiſh'd they had fall'n in them. 
need not write Examples, in your Son 
'Tis too apparent; for e er Don Duarte 
Made tryal of his valour, he indeed was 
Admir'd for civil Courteſie, but now | 
He's ſwoln ſo high, out of his own. aſſurance . 
Of what he dares do, that he ſeeks occaſions, 
Unjuſt occaſions, grounded on blind Paſſion, 
Ever to be in Quarrels, and this makes him 
Shunn'd of all fair Societies. 77 
Gui. Wou'd it were 
In my weak pow 'r to help it: I will uſe res. 
With my entreaties th' Authority of a Mother, By 1 
As you may of an Uncle, and enlarge it 
With your command, as 'beinga Governor 
Tothe great King in Lishow. ...- 
Enter Duarte and is Page. 
Man. Here he comes. 
We are unſeen, obſerve; him. 
Dua. Boy. 


Page. My Lord. 


— 


Dua. What ſaith the Spaniſh Conia that Ifiruck, 


To my bold Challenge? 

Page. He refus'd to read it. 

Dua. W hy didſt not leave it there? 

Page. I ddr Lord, xt 
But to no purpoſe, for he ſeems more Sits © 
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To fit down with the wrongs, than to repair 
His Honour by the Sword; he knows too well, 
That from your Lordſhip nothing can be got 
But more Blows, and Diſgraces. 
Dua. He's a Wretch, 
A miſcrable Wretch, and all my Fury 
Is loſt upon him; holds the Mask, appointed 
P th' honour of Hippolyta? 
Page. Tis broke off. 
Dua. The reaſon? | 
Page. This was one; they heard your Lordſhip 
Was by the Ladies choice tolead the Dance, 
And therefore they, too well aſſur'd how far 
You would out-ſhine em, gave it o'er, and ſaid, 
They would not ſerve for Foils to ſet you off, 
Dua. They at their beſt are ſuch, and ever ſhall be, 
Where I appear. | ie pe 
Man. Do you note his N WW. 
Dua. But was there nothing elſe pretended? | 
Page. Yes, FR | FOR 
Young Don Alonzo, the great Captain's Nephew, | 
Stood on Compariſons. nu r anc te | 
Dua. With whom? l 
Page. With you, 1 
Andopenly profeſs'd that all Precedence, \ 
" 
( 


His Birth and State conſider'd, was due to him, 
Nor were your Lordſhip to contend with one 


So far above you. 20 

Dua. I look down upon him fs 7 
With ſuch Contempt and Scorn, as on my Slave, 1 
He's a Name only, and all good in him _ 
He muſt derive from his great Grandfires Aſhes, 1 


For had not their victorious Acts bequeath d 

His Titles to him, and wrote on his Forehead, 
This is a Lord, he had liv'd unobſerv'd * 

By any Man of Mark, and died as one 

Amongſt the common Rout. Compare with me? 
*Tis Giant-like Ambition; I know him, © _ © 


And know my ſelf ; that Man is truly noble, | And 
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And he may juſtly call that Worth his own, 9 
Which his Deſerts have purchas'd; I could wiſh 
My Birth were more obſcure, my Friends and Kinſmen 
Of leſſer Pow r, or that my provident Father 
Had been like to that riotous Emperor 
That choſe his Belly for his only Heir; 
For being of no Family then, and poor, f 
My Virtues, whereſoc'er I liv'd, ſhould make 
That Kingdom my Inheritance, 
Gui. Strange Self- love! | 
Dua. For if I ſtudied the Country's Laws, 
I ſhould ſo eaſily ſound all their Depth, 
And riſe up ſuch a wonder, that the Pleaders, 
That now are in moſt Practice and Eſteem, 
Should ſtarve for want of Clients. If I Travell'd, 
Like wiſe Ulyſſes, to ſee Men and Manners, 
I would return in act, more knowing, than 
Homer could fancy him. If a Phyſician, | 
90 oft I would reſtore Death-wounded Men, 
That where I liv'd, Galen ſhould notbenam'd; 
And he that join d again the ſcatterd Limbs 
Of torn Hippolyzus thould be forgotten. 
I could teach Ovid Courtſhip, how to win 
A Julia, and enjoy her, though her Dow's |, 
Were all the Sun gives light to: And for Arms 
Were the Perſian Hoſt that drank up Rivers, added 
To the Turks preſent Pow'rs, I cou'd direct, 
Command, and Marſhal them. 
Man. And yet you know not FA 
To rule your ſelf, you would not to a Boy elſe 
Like Flautus Braggart boalt thus. | 
Dua. All I ſpeak, | 
In a& I can make good. | 
Gui. Why then being Maſter . A bs 
Of ſuch and ſo good parts, do you deſtroy them 41 
With ſelf Opinion, or like a rich Miſ er, 
Hoard up the Treaſures you poſſeſs, imparting 
Nor to your ſelf nor others, the uſe of them? 


They are to you but like inchanted Viands, 
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I 
On which you ſeem to feed, yet pine with Hunger; 
And choſe ſo rare perfections in my Son 
Which would make others happy, render me . 
A wretched Mother. | 
Man. You are too inſolent. 1 cp 
And thoſe too many Excelleneies, that feed 
Vour Pride, turn to a Pleuriſie, and kill 
That which ſhould nouriſh Virtug. Dare you think 
All Bleſſings are confer'd on you alone? | 
You're groſly cozen'd ; there's no good in you, 
' Which others have not. Are you a Scholar? So - 
Are many, and as knowing. Are you valiant? 
Waſte not that Courage then in brawles, but ſpend it 
In the Wars, in ſervice of your King, and Country. 
Dua. Yes, ſo I might be General, no Man lives 
That's worthy to command me. 
Man. Sir, in Lisbon | 
I am; and you ſhall know it: Every hour 
I] am troubled with complaints of your Behaviour 
From Men of all Conditions, and all Sexes. _ 
And my Authority, which you preſume | 
Will bear you out, in that you are my Nephew, 
No longer ſhall protect you; for I vow, 
Though all that's paſt I pardon, I will puniſh 
The next fault with as much ſeverity 
As if you were a Stranger, reſt aſſur d on't. 


Gui. And by that Love you ſhould bear, or chat Duty 


Lou owe a Mother, once more I command you 

To caſt this Haughtineſs off; which if you do, 

All that is mine, is yours; if not, expect 

My Pray'rs and Vows, for your Converſion only, 

But never Means, nor Favour. | Ex. Manuel and Guiomar. 
Dua. T am Tutor'd | | | 

As if I were a Child ſtill; the baſe Peaſants 

That fear, and envy my great Worth, have done this; 

But I will find them out, I will o' board | 

Get my Diſguiſe; I have too long been Idle, 

Nor will I curb my Spirit, I was born free, | 

And will purſue the Courſe beſt liketh me. [ Exeuum. 


Enter 
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„ | ; 
Enter Leopold, Sailors, and Zenoci.  - 


I only challenge for my ſelf. 
Sail. You have won her * #22 
And well deſerve her: Twenty Years I have lid 
A Burgeſs of the Sea, and have been preſent 
At many a deſperate Fight, but never ſaw - 
So ſmall a Bark with ſuch incredible valour 
So long defended, and againſt ſuch odds; 
And by two Men ſcarce arm'd too, | þ 
Leop. Twas a wonder. | 4 
And yet the Courage they expreſt being taken, 
And their contempt of Death wan more upon me 
Than all they did, when they were free: Methinks 
ſee them yet when they were brought aboard us, 
Diſarm'd and ready to be put in Fetters, 
How on the ſudden, as if they had ſworn 
Never to taſte the Bread of Servitude, 1 
Both ſnatching up their Swords, and from this Virgin, 
Taking a farewel only with their Eyes, 
They Tran into the Sea. 

Sail. Indeed twas rare. Ne 
Leop. It wrought ſo much on me; that bur I fear d 
The great Ship that purſued us, our own ſafety 

Hindrin my charitable purpoſe to em, 
| would have took 'em up, and with their Lives 
They ſhould have had their Liberties. | 
Len. O too late, | 
For they are loſt, for ever loſt. 
Leap. Take comfort, 
Tis not impoſſible but that they live yet, 
For when they left the Ships, they were within 
A League o th' Shore, and with ſuch Strength and 
They, ſwimming, did delude the riſing Billo ws, 
With one Hand making way, and with the other] 
Their bloody Swords advanc'd, threatning the Sea-gods 
With War, unleſs they brought them ſafely off, 
That I am almoſt confident they live, 7: 


* 


* 


And you again may ſee them. | bela! 


* 
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Leop. Divide the foil amongſt you, this fair Captive 
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I brook a wretched Being, ct am 
Madecertain of their Fortunes ; but the dead, 
Death hath ſo many Doors to let out Life, 
1 will not long ſurvive them. 

Leop. Hope the beſt, 

And let the courteous Uſage you have found, 
Not uſual in Men of War, perſwade you 
Totell me your condition, 

Zen. You know it, 

A Captive, my Fate and your Pow'r have made me, 
Such I am now, but what I was it skills not : K 
For they being dead, in whom IJonly live, 

I dare not challenge F amily, or Country, 

And therefore Sir enquire not; let it ſuffice, 

T am your Servant, and a thankful Servant 

(If you will call that ſo, which is but Duty) 

I ever will be, and my Honour ſafe, 

Which nobly hitherto ye have preſerv'd, 

No Slavery can appear in ſuch a Form, 
Which with a maſculine Conſtancy Iwill not 
Boldly look on and ſuffer. 

Leop. You miſtake me: 
That you are made my Priſoner, may prove 
The birth of your good Fortune. I do find 
A winning Language in your Tongue and Looks 
Nor can a Suit by you-moy'd be deny'd, | 
And therefore of a Priſoner you mult be 
The Victors Advocate. 

Zen. To whom? 

Leep. A Lady: 

In whom all Graces that can perſect Beauty 
Are friendly met. I grant that you are Fair: 
And had I not ſeen her before, Pre 
I might have ſought to you. | 
Zen. This 1 hear gladly. IF 
Leop. To this incomparable Lady I will give you \ 
* et being mine, you are already hers * IF 
And to ſerve her is more than to be free, Trey 
At leaſt I think ſo; and when you live with her, 
If you will pleaſe to think on him that en you iT 
0 


$ 


f 


To 


© 
To ſuch a Happineſs, for ſo her Bounty | 

Will make you think her Service, you ſhall ever 

Make me at your Devotion. 4 
Zen. All 1 can do, | IVE 
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Reſt you affur'd of. 


At Night I'll preſent you, 
Till Wben I 1 your Guard. + 4 

Zen. Ever your Servant. _ [ Exeunt. 

| Enter Arnoldo and Rutilio. " 

Arn. To what are we reſerv'd? 

Rur. Troth tis uncertain, 

Drowning we have ſcap'd miraculouſly, and 
Stand fair for ought I know for hanging; Mony 
We have none, nor Cer are like to 2 

'Tis to be doubted: Beſides, we are Strangers, 
Wondrous hungry Strangers; and Charity 
Growing cold, and Miracles ceafing, 

Without a Conjurer $ help, cannot find 

When we ſhall cat again. | 

Arn, Theſe are no wants 
If put in ballance with Zenocia's ß 3 
In that alone all Miſeries are ſpoken: 

O my Rutilin, when I think on her, Kl 
And that which ſhe may ſuffer, being a Capt | n 
Then I could curſe my ſelf, almoſt thoſe PoW'rs 
That ſend me from the fury of the Ocean. 

Rut. You have loſt a Wife indeed, a Fair and Chaſte one, 
Two Bleſſings, not found often in one Woman; 
But ſhe may 1 queſtionleſs Fey 
The Ship this took us was of Portugal, 

And here in Lisbon, by ſome means or other 
We may' hear of her. 

Arn. In that Hope I live. ON 

Rur. And ſo do I, but Hope is a poor Salla 
To dine and ſup with, after'a two days F att too: 
Have you no Mony left? | 8 

Arn. Not a Denier. 

Rur. Nor any thing to pawn? T now in Faſhion, 


Having a Miſtreſs, ſure you ſhould not be 


Wichout a neat Hiſtorical Shirt. 303 e o IA. 
Arn. 
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Arn. For ſhame. 
Talk not ſo poorly... 

Rut. I muſt talk of that N * 
Neceſſity prompts us to, for beg I cannot, 
Nor am I made to creep in at a Window, 
To filch to feed me, ſomething muſt be done, 
And ſuddenly reſolve on't. | 

Enter Tabulon and a Servant. 

Arn. What are theſe? 

Rut. One by his Habit is a N. 

Zab. No more: 

Thou are ſure that's he. 

Ser. Moſt certain. 

Zab. How long is it 
Since firſt ſhe ſaw him? 


Ser. Some two Hours | [Exit Ser. 


Zab. Be gone let me alone to work him. 
Rut. How he eyes you! 
Now he moves towards us, intheDevils Name 
What would he with us? Ba $44 = 
Arn. Innocence is bold: | 
Nor can I fear. | 
Zab. That you are poot and Strang 
I eaſily perceive. - .. 
Rut. But that you'll belp us, 
Or an 45 of your Tribe, we dare not hope, Sir. 
Why think you ſo? | | 
Rut. Becauſe you are a Few Sir, 
And courteſies come ſooner from the Devil 
Than any of your Nation. 
Zab. We are Men, 
And have, like you, Compaſſion, when we find 
Fit ſubjects for our Bounty; and for proof 
That ve dare give, and freely, not to you Sir, 
Pray“ are your pains, there's Golds ſtand not amar d, 
Iis current I aſſure you. ; 
Rut. —4 it 5 — 
Sure thy is a Few, and comes 
In his own ſhape Han thee; I cou'd wiſh now 
Mine would T_ too like a Turk.” 
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Arn. I thank you, r 
But yet muſt tell you, if this be the Prologue 
To any bad Act, you would have me practiſe, 
I muſt not take it. | 

Zab. This is but the earneſt 23 5 
Of that which is to follow, and the bond 
Which you muſt ſeal to for t, is your Advancement, 
Fortune with all that's in her pow'r to give, 
Offers her ſelf up to you: Entertain her, 
And that which Princes have kneel'd for in vain 
Preſents it ſelf ro you. 

Arn. Tis above wonder. 

Zab. But far beneath the truth, in my Relation 
Of what you ſhall poſſeſs, if you embrace it. 
There is an Hour in each Man's Life appointed 
To make his Happineſs if then he ſeize it, 
And this, (in which, beyond all expectation, 
Vou are invited to your good) is yours, 
If you dare follow me, fo, if not, hereafter | 
Expect not the like offer. Exit. 

Arn. Tis no Viſion. Rut. Tis Gold I'm ſure. 

Arn, We muſt like Brothers ſhare 30 m_cc 
There's for you. We 

Rut. By this Light I'm glad I have it: ? 
There are few Gallants, (for Men may be ſuch 
Andyet want Gold, yea and ſometimes Silver) 
Put would receive ſuch favours from rhe Devil, 
Though he appear'd like a Broker, and demanded 
Sixty 1 th' hundred. N 

Arn. Wherefore ſhould I fear | 
Some plot upon my Life? *Tis now to me 
Not worth the keeping. I will follow him? 
Farewel, with me good Fortune, weſhall meet | 
Again, I doubt not. | | 

Rut. O Il ne'er truſt Few-more, © [Exit Arnoldo. 
Nor Chriſtian for his ſake plague o my Stars, 
How long might I have walk d without a Cloak, 
Before I ſhould have met with ſuch à Fortune? 
We Elder Brothers; though we are proper Men, 


Hi © 


| Hu not the luck, ha' too much Beard, that Got an 
The ſmooth Chin carries all. What's here to do now? . 
Manet Rutilio. Enter Duarte, Alonzo, and a Page. 
Dua. I'll take you as I find you. 
Alon. That were baſe----you ſee am unarm'd. 
Dua. Out with your Bodkin | 
Your Pocket-dagger, your Stiletto, out with it, 
Or by this Hand PII kill you. Such as you are 
Have ſtudied the undoing of poor Curlers, 
And made all Manly Weapons out of faſhion: | 
You carry Poniards to murder Men, ; | 
Vet dare not wear a Sword to guard your Honour. | 
Rut. That's true indeed: Upon my Life this Gallant 
Is brib'd to repeal baniſht Swords, 
Dna. I'll ſhew you | 
The difference now between a Spaniſb Rapier 
And your pure Piſa. 83 
ths: Let me fetch a Sword, 
Upon mine Honour I'll return. 
Dua. Not lo, Sir. 
Alon. Or lend me yours I pray you, and take this. 
Rut. To be diſgrac'dasyou are, no I thank you, 
Spight of the fathion, while I live, I am 
Inſtructed to go arm'd : What folly tis 
For you that are a Man, to put your ſelf 
Into your Enemy's Mercy. 
Dua. Yield it quickly FE Ore 
Or I'll cut off your Hand, and now diſgrace you, 
Thus kick and baffle you: As you like this, 
Vou may again prefer Complaints againſt me 
To my bas and my Mother, and then think 
To make it good with a Poniard. | 
Alon. I am paid 
For being of the Faſhion. 4 
Dua. Get a Sword, 45 | 
Then if you dare redeem your Reputation: 
You know I am eaſily found: I'll add this to it 
To put you in mind. T7 


Rut. You are too Inſolent 
0. And 


And do inſult too much on the Advantage FE 


Of that Which your unequal Weapon gave you, 


1 


More than your Valour. 1 ett 
Dua. This to me, you peaſant? 1 

Thou art not worthy of my Foot, poor Fellow ẽã] 

Tis Scorn, not Pity, makes me give thee Life: 

Knecl down and thank me for't: how, do you ſtare ? 


Rut. I bave'a Sword Sir, you ſhall find, a good one; 


This is no. ſtabbing Guard.” | 
Dua, Wert thou thrice arm'd,  _-: 
Thus yet I durſt attempt the. | 
Rut. Then have at you, 
| ſcorn to take Blows. _ 
Dua. O am lain, gi. 
Page. Help! Murther, Mürther! 1 
Alon. Shift for your ſelf, you are dead elſe, 
You have kill'd the Governor's Nephew. _ 
Page. Raiſe. the Streets there. 
"ſcape, Ga 


1 


Alon. If once you are beſet you cannot 
Will you betray your ſelf? 
Rut. Undone gr eye: I 
Enter Officers. 
1 Offi. Who makes this Out- cry? 
Page. O my Lord is murder d! wn 
This way he took, make after him, An 
Help, help there. | | [ Exit Page. 
2 Of. Tis Don Duarte. © Y ET TE 
1 Oi. Pride has got a Fall, | at 
He was ſtill in Quartels, ſcorn'd us Peace- makers, 
And all our Bill- authority, now has paid for't. 
You ha* met with 
And bear it to thè Governor. Some purſue 
The Murderer; yet if he ſcape, it skills not; 
Were I a Prince, I would reward him for't, 
He Has rid the City of a turbulent Beaſt, - 
There's few will pity him: Bur for his Mother 
[truly grieve indeed, ſhe's a good Lad. [ Exeunt. 
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a Ef Enter Guiomar and Servants. n 
2 * not i th Houſe? . r 
Voz. l. e et : % mid 8 ugly 


re. Rut. aud Alonſo. 


your match Sir now: Bring off his Body, 
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Gui. Haſte and ſeck him, 
Go all and every where, I'll not to Bed ©... 
Till you return him, take away the Lights too, 
The Moon lends me too much, to find my Fears 
And thole Devotions I am to pay '. © 
Nun Bock, [ Kowel:. 


Arc written in my Heart, not i 
And I ſhall read them there without a Taper. [ Ex. Ser: 
| y Enter Rutilio. 3 
Rut. I am purſued all the Ports are ſtopt too; 
Not any Hope to eſcape, behind, before me,; 
On either fide I am beſet ; curs'd Fortune, 
My Enemy on the Sea, and on the Land too, 
Redeem'd from one Affliction to another: 
Would I had made the greedy Waves my Tomb 
And dyed Obſcure, A 1 0 not as Nero (me? 
Smear d o'er with Blood. Whither have my Fears brought 
I am got into a Houſe, the Doors all opens \ 
This, by the Largneſs of the Room, the Hangi | 
And other rich Adornments, gliſtring through 
The fable Maſque of Night, fays it belongs 
To one of Means and Rank: No Servatit ſtirring? 
Murmur nor whiſper? _ Ga 7 4 
Gui. Who's that? 
Rut. By the Voice, 
This is a Woman. 
Gui. Stephano, Faſpe, Julia, 
Who waits there? 
Rut. *Tis the Lady of rhe Houle, 
; * flie to 852 e s Flea 
i. Speak, what are you! ee ee e 
Rut. gal that ever td a, a Man moſt wretched. 
Gui. I am ſure your are a Man of moſt ill Manners, Ri 
You cou'd not with ſo little Reverence elſe. | Th 
Preſs to my private $a Whither wou'd you, Yo. 
Or what. do you leek for? 64g * 
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Rut: Gracious Woman hear me; * 
I am a Stranger, and in that 1 anfwer * 
All your demands, a moſt unfortunate Stranger, W. 


That call'd unto it by my Enemy's Pride, 
Have left him dead i th ſtreets, Juſtice purſues a ; 


it 


And for at Life I took unwilli 4 
And in a fair Defence, 1 GE Mie, 
Unleſs you in your Charity protect me | 
Your Houſe is now my Sanctuary, and che Altar 

I gladly would take holg of, your ſweet Mercy. 

By all that's dear unto you, by your 1 


And by your Innocence, that needs no Forgs 
Take pity on me. 


Gui. Are you a Caſtilian? | 
Rut. No Madam, Iraly claims my Birth. 

Gui. Lask not 
With purpoſe to betray you; if you were 
Ten thouſand times a. Spaniard, the Nation 
We Portugals moſt hate, I yer would ſave you 
If it lay in my Pow'r: Lift up theſe Hangings; 
Behind my Bed's head there's a hollow e; 
Into which enter; ſo, bur from this ſtir not 
If the Officers come, as you expect they will do, 
I know they owe ſuch Reverence to my | 
That they will eaſily give credit to me 
And ſearch no further 1 

Rur. The bleſt Saints pay for me 
The infinite Debt I owe you. 

(ui, How he quakes? 


Thus far I feel his Heart beat; beef Conn L 


Once mote I give my Promiſc for your Safety 3 e 
All Men are ſubject to ſuch Accidents, 
Eſpecially the Valiant; and who knows not, 
But that the Charity I afford this Stranger 
My only Son elſe-where may ſtand in need of? 
Enter 1 and Servants, with the Body Duarte. 
1 Ser, Now Madam, if your Wiſdom ever cou'd 
Raiſe up Defences againſt Floods of Sorrow 
That haſte to dverwhelm you, make true uſe of: 
Your great Diſcretion. 
2 der. Your only Son | 
My Lord Dnarte's ſlain. 
w Offi. Fils Mangan purſu d by us, 
Was by a Boy diſcover'd 


2 2 


a. 
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Entring your Houſe, and that induced us 
To prels into it for his Apprehenſion. | 
Gui. "OR 2 * | *. 
1 Ser. Sure her Heart is broke. 
Of. Madam. © go 
Gui. Stand off. | not 4: n Uh 
My Sorrow is ſo dear and precious to me 
That you muſt not partake it, ſuffer it 4 
Like wounds that do bleed inward to diſpatch me. 
O my Duarte, ſuch an end as this 5 
Thy Pride long ſince did propheſie; thou art dead, 
And to encreaſe my Miſery, thy ſad Mother W:1 
Muſt make a wilful Shipwrack of her Vow- ' 
Or thou fall unreveng'd- My Soul's divided, 
And Piety to a Son, and true performance 
Of hoſpitable Duties to my Gueſt, | 
That are to others Angels, are my Furies. 
Vengeance knocks at my Heart, but my word giv'n - 
Denies the Entrance: Is no Mediums left, ll 
But that I muſt protect the Murderer, * 
Or ſuffer in that Faith he made his Altar? 
Motherly Love give place, the fault made this way; 
To keep a Vow, to which high Heav'n is witnels, 
Heav'n may be pleas'd to pardon. : 7 
Enter Manuel, Doctors, and Surgeons. 
Man. *Tis too late, | 
He's gone, paſt all recov'ry : now Reproof + 
Were but unſeaſonable when 1 ſhould give Comfort, 
And yet remember, Siſter. | | 
Cui. O forbear, | 24 
Search for the Murtherer, and remove the Body, 
And as you think fit, give it Burial. 5 
 Wretch that I am, uncapable of all Comfort, 
And therefore I intreat my Friends and Kinsfolk, 
And you my Lord, for ſome ſpace to forbear 
Your courteous Viſitations. 3.42. $ 
Man. We obey you. - | Exeunt with the Body: 
| Manet Guiomar. | + | 
Rut. My Spirits come back, and now Deſpair reſigns 


Her * again to Hope. 8 0 Gui 


e. Den 5 the Country. 
Gui. What eder thou art 

To whom I have given means of Liſe, to witneſs 

With what Religion I have kept my Promiſe, 

Come fearleſs forth, but let thy Face be cover d, 

That J hereafter de not forc'd to know thee, 

For Motherly Affection may return, 
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My Vow once paid to Heav'n. Thou haſt ubm food me 


The reſpiration of my Heart, the light 
Of my fwoln Eyes, in his Life that ſuſtain'd me: 
Yet my Word giv'n to fave you, I make good, 


| Becauſe what you did, was not done with Malice. | 


You are not known, there is no mark abour you / 
That can diſcover you; let not Fear betray you. 
With all convenient ſpeed you can, flie from me 
That I may never ſee you; and that want 

Of means may be no let unto your Journey. 


There are a hundred —— Vou are at the Door now 


And ſo Farewel for ever. 

Rut. Let me firſt fall 
Before you Feet, and on them pay the Duty 
| owe your Goodneſs; next all Bleſſings to you, 
And Heav'n reſtore the Joys I have bereft you, 
With full increaſe hereafter, living be 


: 


- 


The Goddeſs ſtil'd of Hoſpitality. Arge | Exennt. 


—ͤ— 


IT — — — * 1 * . 


Enter Leopold, and Zenocia. 


Into a Houſe of Joy and Happincls,* | 
| have prepar'd a Bleſſing for ye. 


Leop. You are peeviſn 


The Lady of this Houſe, the noble Lady, 
Will take ye as her own, and uſe ye graciouſly: 
Make — 


And expoſe it not to ſuch rr Sorrows, 
<a 3 : 


ACT III. SCENE 3 


Leop. Fries g off theſe ſullen Clouds, youare enter'd now 


Zen, Thank ye, my State would rather ask a Curſe: 
"74m | 
And know not when ye are friended, I have us'd thoſe 


of what you arc, Miſtreſs of that N | 


W hen 


ziir TheCuflmof ty & | 


When ye are old, and a. oe Sweets hang wikher'd, 
Enter Serum. 
Then ſit and ſigh. 5 4 
Zen. = Autumn not far off. 
Leop. Have you told your : 
Ser. Yes Sir. I have bel ys | 
Both of your noble Service, and your Preſent, 
Which ſhe accepts. 
Leop. I ſhould be bleſt to ſee her. | | 
Ser. That now you cannot do: She keeps the Chamber 
Not well difpos'd, and has deny'd all Viſits; 
The Maid I have in charge to receive from ye, 
So pleaſe you render her. | W144 
Lenp. With all my Service, 
But fain I would have ſeen. 
Ser. Tis but your Patience; | 
No doubt ſhe cannot but remember nobly. _ 
Ceop. Theſe three Years I have lov'dthis Scornful 
And tollow'd her with all the truth of Service, 
In all which time, but twice ſhe has honour' d me 
With ſight of her bleſt Beauty : When you pleaſe Sir, 
You may receive your Charge, and tell your Lady, - 
A Gentleman whoſe Life is only dedicated 
To her Commands, kiſſes her beauteous Hands; 
And Fair one, now your help, you may remember 


The honeſt Courteſies, ſince you were mine, = M. 
I ever did your Modeſty; you ſhall be near her, Fit 
And if ſometimes you name my Service to her, Has 
And tell her with what Nobleneſs I love her, Ani 
*T'will be a gratitude 1 ſhall remember. Mi1 
Zen, What in my poor Pow'r lyes, ſo it be honeſt, WI 
Leop. I ask no more. a 2 
Ser. You muſt along with me Fair. The 
Leop. And ſo l leave you two: But a Fortune But 
Too happy for my Fate: You ſhall enjoy her. 1 
SCENE HU. 2 

Enter Zabulon and Servants. 80 b 


Zeb. Be quick, be quick; out with the Banquet there, Z 
Theſe Scents are dull; caſt richer on, ag fuller 


. 
| 


Ew, = "US. 774 Country. | 343 
9 Ears Where lune you.plac'd the uſick? 
Ser. Here they ſtand ready, dir. ; n * 
Zab. Tis well, be ſure . | . 
The Wines be uſty, high, and full of Spirt, | 
And Amber'd all, | 
Ser. They are. | 
Zab. Give fair Attendance, 
In the beſt trim, and State, make ready all. e et Pr 


] ſhall come preſent! * forth, Exit, 
2 Ser. We ſhall | 

What preparation's this. ? Some new device 

My Lady has in hand. . 


i der. O proſper it 
As long as it carries good Wine in the Mouth, 
And good Meat with it, where are all the reſt? 
2 Ser. They are ready to attend. [Auf 
1 Ser. Sure ſome great Perſon, 8 
They would not make this hurry elſe. 
2 Ser. Hark the Muſick. 
Enter Zabulon, and Arnoldo. 
It will appear now certain, here it comes. 
Now to our places. 
Arn. W hither will he lead me ? 
What Invitation's this? to what new end 
Are theſe fair Preparations? a rich Banquet, 
Muſick, and every Place ſtuck. with Adornment, 
Fit for a Prince's welcome; what new Game 
Has Fortune now prepar'dto ſhew me Ha N 
And then again to ſink me? tis no Illuſiog, 
Mine Eyes — not deceiy d, all theſe are real: 
What Wealth and State! 
Zab. Will you ſit down and eat, Sir? 
Theſe carry little wonder, thy are uſual; 
But you ſhall ſee, if yoube wi to obſerve = 
That that will Mike dead, firike with Amazemen 
Then if you be a Man: This fair Health to you; . | 
= What ſhall 1.ſee ? 1 pledge ye Ws fee, . 
So bury'd i in Amazement — 
Zab. You are ſo ſtill : 


: ; . : 1 = 
. Drink 
: d £ | J 3 | : * ' 
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Drink freely. 
Arn. The very Wines are admirable: 


Good Sir, give me leave to ask this . | 
For what great worthy Man are theſe prepar de 
And why do you bring me hither? 

Zab. They are for you, Sir; 
And under- value not the Worth you c 
You are that worthy Man: Think. well = 
They ſhall be ade and greater. 

„5 Well, blind Fortune 
Thou haſt the prettieſt Changes when thou art ple A, 
To play the Game out wantonly 
Zab. Come be luſty, F 55 
And awake your Spirits. | 

Arn, Good Sir, do not wake me, (Servants  -M 
For willingly I would dye inthis Dream ; pray . 
Are all theſe that attend here? 

Zab. They are yours; 
They wait on you. 

Arn. I never yet remember Ps. 
I kept ſuch Faces, nor that I was ever able F) 
To maintain ſo many. | 

Zab. Now you are, and ſhall be. 


*; 
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Arn. You'll ſay this Houſe is mine too? vo 
Zab. Say it? ſwear it. 80 7 Tt 
Arn. And all this wealth? 0 N. 
Zab. This is the leaſt you ſee, Sir. Fer 
Arn. Why, were has this been hid theſethirty Years? Hi, 
For certainly I never found I was wealthy Fo 
Till this hour, never dream'd of Houſe, and Servants. W 
I had thongh t I had been a younger Brother, a poor Gent. W. 
I may eat boldly then. | 4 
Zab. Lis prepar'd for ye. pf 4 
Arn. The taſte is perfect, and moſt delicate; f 
But why for me? give me ſome Wine, I do drink; Tod 
Li it Tendbly, and I am here, Ane 
Here in this glorious Place: I am brave! us'd too, Lan 
Good Gentle Sir, give me leave to think a little, N The 
For either I am much abus d — Of 1 


Zab. Strike Muſick 


And 
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And ſing that luſty Song. ek. Sons. 
Arn. Bewitching Harmony! FE; | 

Sure I am turn'd into another Creiture, * 

| Enter Hippolyta. 

Happy and bleſt, Arnoldo was unfortunate; _ | 
Ha! bleſs mine Eyes; what precious piece of Nature 
To poſe the World? A NEO 5 8 „ 

Zab. I told you, you would ſee that 
Would darken theſe poor Preparations; N 
What think ye now? nay riſe not, tis no Viſin. 

Arn. Tis more: Tis Miracle: 4 

Hip. Vou are welcome, Sir, | 

Arn. It ſpeaks, and entertaips me, ſtill more glorious; . 
She is warm, and this is Fleſh here: How ſhe ſtirs me! 

Bleſh me what Stars are there? : 

Hip. May I fit near ye? 

Arn. No, you are too pure an Object to behold, 
Too excellent to look upon, and hve; | 
I muſt remoye, _ 

Zab. She is a Woman, Sir, 

Fy, what faint Heart is this? 

Arn. The Houſe of Wonder. 
Zab. Do not you think your ſelf now truly happy? 
You have the Abſtract of all Sweetneſs by ye, Lys 
The precious wealth Youth labours to arrive at; 

Nor is ſhe leſs in Honour, than in Beauty, 
Ferrara's Royal Duke is proud to call her 

His beſt, his nobleſt, and moſt happy Siſter ; 
Fortune has made her Miſtreſs of her ſelf, 
Wealthy, and Wiſe, without a Pow'r to ſway her, 
Wonder of Hah, of all Hearts Miſtreſs. 

Arn. Aud all this iͤ 5 

Zab. Hippolita the Beauteous. 

Hip. You are à poor Relator of my Fortunes, 
Too weak a Chronicle to ſpeak — Bleſſings, 
And leave out that eſſential part of Story © 
| am moſt high and happy in, moſt fortunate, 
The Acquaintance, and the noble Fellowſhip _ 
Of this Kur Gentleman. Pray ye do not wonder, 
Nor hold it ſtrange to hear a handſome Lady 8 
| Speak 
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Speak freely to ye. With yuus fair Leave and CArteſic 
I will fit by ye. IIA, 2 
Arn. I know not what to anſwer, | 
Nor where I am, nor to what end. conſider; 
Why do you uſe me thus ? 
Hip. Are ye angry, Sir, 
Becauſe ye are entertain d with all Humanity? 
Freely and nobly us d? 
Arn. No, Gentle Lady, 
That were uncivil, but it much amazes me, | 
A Stranger, and a Man of no Deſert 
Should find ſuch floods of Courteſie. 
Hip. 1 love ye, at 
I honour ye, the firſt and beſt of all Men, 
And where that fair Opinion leads, tis uſual 
Theſe trifles that but ſerve to ſet off, follow. 
I would not have you proud now, nor diſdainful 
Hhecauſe fay I love ye, though I ſwear it, 
Nor think it a ſtale Favour 1 fling on ye, 
Though ye be handſome, and the only Man 
I muſt confeſs I ever fixt mine Eye on, 
And bring along all Promiſes that pleaſe us, 
vet I ſhould hate ye then, deſpiſe ye, ſcorn ye, 
And with as much Contempt purlue your Perſon, 
As now I do with Love. But you are wiſer, 
At Jeaft I think, more Maſter of your Fortune, 
And ſo I drink your Health. 
Arn. Hold fait good Honeſty, 
I am a loſt Man elle, 
Hip. Now you may kiſs me, 6 2 
Tis the firſt Kiſs I ever askt, I ſwear to ye. 
Arn. That I dare do, ſweet Lady. 
Hip. You do it well too; 1 
You are a Maſter Sir, that makes you co. 
Arn. Would you wou'd ſend your People off. 
Hip. Well thought on. 
Wait all without. [ Ex. Zab. and Servants. 
Zab. I hope ſhe is pleas'd . " 
Hip. Why ſtand ye ſtill? here's no Man to detect ye, 
My People are gone off: Come, come, leave eee 
| e 
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The Spirit you would 1alle, is here already, 
Look: boldly on me. 
Arn. What wou'd you have me do? W 
Hip. O muſt unmanly Queſtion! have you da? *-.- * 
Lt poſſible your Years ſhould want a Tutor? 
I'll teach ye: Come, embrace me. 
Arn. Fye, ſtand off; p 
And give me leave, more now than e'er, to wonder, 
A building of ſo goodly a Proportion, | 
Outwardly all exact, the frame of Heay'n, - 
Should hide within ſo baſe Inhabitants; 
You are as fair, as if the Morning bare ye, 
Imagination never made a Sweeter; $; 
Can it be poſſible this Frame ſhould ſuffer, 
And built on flight Affections, frightthe Viewer? 
Be excellent in all, as you are out ward, 
The worthy Miſtreſs of thoſe many Hg 
Heav'n has beſtow'd, make em appear ſtill nobler, 
Becauſe they are truſted to a weaker Keeper. 
Wou'd ye have me love ye? 
Hip. Yes. | 
Arn. Not for your Beauty 
Though I confeſs, it blowes the firſt Fire in us, 
Time, as he paſſes by, puts out that Sparkle; 
Nor for your Wealth, — "nom World kneel to it, 
And make it all addition to a Woman, Yo £1 * 
Fortune that ruins all, makes that his Conqueſt; 
Be honeſt, and be virtuous, I'll admire ye, 
At leaſt be wiſe, and where ye lay theſe Nets, 
Strow over em a little Modeſty, 
'Twill well become your Cauſe, and catch more Fools. 
Hip. Cou'd any one that lov'd this wholeſome Counſel 
But jove the Giver more? you make me fonder: 
You have a virtuous Mind, I want that Ornament; 
ls it a Sin I cover to enjoy ye? 
If ye imagine I am too free a Lover, 
N _ that 8 = you, I am * 
ne Eyes ſhall my Bluſhes, parly with ye; 
I will — per — but with a Tremble 
Fitting a Veſtal Nun z not long to kiſs ye, 


But 
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But gently as the Air, and undiſcern'd too, 

III ſteal it thus: I'll walk your Shadow by ye, 

So ſtill and ſilent that it ſhall be equal, 

Jo put me off, as that; and when 1 cover, 

To give ſuch Toys as theſe 
Arn. A new temptation | 
Hip. Thus like the lazy Minutes will I drop * em, 

Which aſt once are forgotten. 

Arn. 3 Vice! 
Hip. Will ye be won? Look edfaſtly upon me, 

Look manly, take a Man's Affections to you; 

Young Women, in the old World, were not wont, Sir, 

Io hang out gaudy Buſhes for their Beauties, 

To talk themſelves into young Mens Affections. 

How cold and dull you are! ; 
Arn. How I ſtagger? 

She is wiſe, as fair; but tis a wicked Wilde 

III choak before I yield. / 

Hip. Who waits within there? [Zabulon within. 

Make ready the Green Chamber. 2 
Zab. It ſhall be, Madam. | 
Arn. I am afraid ſhe will injoy me indeed. 

Hip. What Muſick do ye love? 
Arn. A modeſt Tongue. | 
Hip. We'll have enough of that: 50 fye, how jumpih? 
In a young Lady's Arms thus dull ? 
Arn. For Heav'n fake, 
Profeſs a little Goodneſs. 
Hip. Of what Country? 
Arn. I am of Rome. 
Hip. Nay then I know you mock me, 
The Iralians are not ae with ſuch Bug · bears, 
Prithee go in. 
Arn. I am not well 
Hip. VIL make thee, 

Ill ki thee well. 

Arn. I am not fick of that ſore- 4 
Hip. Upon my Conſcience I muſt raviſh thee, 
J ſhall be — for the firſt Example: 


Wich this I'll tye ye firſt, then try your Strength, Sir. 


1 
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35 a of the Country. 
Arn. My Strength? Away baſe Woman, Iabhor thee. 
Tam not caught with ſtales, Diſeaſe dwell with thee. [ Ex. 

Hip. Are ye ſo quick? And have I loſt my Mika? 

Hoe, Zabulon; my Servants. _. . 
Bnurer Tabulon and Servants. 

Zab. Call'd ye, Madam? 

Hip. Is all that Beauty ſcorn'd, ſo many ſu'd fors 3 
So many Princes? By a Stranger too? | 
Muſt I endure this? 

Aab. Where's the Gentleman? 

Hip. Go preſently, purſue the Stranger, Zabulon. { 
He has broke from me, Jewels I have giv'n him: 
Charge him with Theft: He has ſtol'n my Love, my Free 
Draw him before the Governor, yt on him, boar | 
Why doit thou ſtay? ? 

Zab. I'll reach him a new. Dance, T 
For playing faſt and looſe with ſuch Lad). 7 
Come Fellows, come: I'll execute your Anger, 
And to the full. 

Hip. His Scorn ſhall feel my Vengeance [Exeunt 


S CEN E III. 
Buer Sulpicia, and Jaques. 
Sul. Shall I never ſee a luſty Man again? 
Fa. Faith Miſtreſs nth 42 
You do fo ver- labour em when you have em, n 


And ſo dry- founder em, they cannot lalk.\'/;.. 0 
Sul. Where's the Frenchman? © 2 


* 


Ja. Alas, he's all to fitters, | 
And lyes, taking the height of his Fortune with a Sing | 
He's chin's,| he's chin . good Man, he is a nn 7 
$1. What's become of the Dane? | 
Fa. Who? Goldy-locks? 
He's foul th* Touch-hole; and recoils again, 
The main Spring's weaken' d that holds up his SY 0 
He lies at the ſign of the Sun, to be new 'breech'd, 
Sal. The Rutter too, is gone. We 
Fa. O that was a brave Raſcal, _ 1 | 
He would labour like a TRI, But alas NY 
1 2 0 


1 
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30 die on of = aun. 
What thing can ever laſt? He has been ill mew'd, 
And drawn too ſoon; I have ſeen him in the Hoſpital. 
Sal. There was an Egli Man. 2 

Fa. Ay, there was an Egli Man; | 
| Yow'll ſcant find any now, to make that Name good. 
There were thoſe Engliſh that were Men indeed, 

And would perform like Men, but now theyarevaniſh'd: 

They are ſo taken up in their own Country, 5 

And ſo beaten of their ſpeed by their 6wn Women, | 

When they come here, they draw their Legs like Hacks 

Drink, and their own Devices have undone em. (neys. 

Sul. I muſt have one that's ſtrong, no life in Lisbon elle, 
Perfect and Young: My Cuſtom with young Ladies, 

And high fed City Dames, will fall, and break elſe. 
I want my ſelf too, in mine Age to nouriſh me: 

They are all ſunk I maintain'd: what's this buſineſi, 

What goodly Fellow's that ? e 

Mer Rutilio nd Officers. 7 
Rur. Why do you drag me? 
Pox O your Juſtice ; let me looſe. — 
1 Ofi. Not ſo, Sir. 3 n 

* Cannot a _ ſerv into one N drunken Cellars, 

venture the ing on's Neck, Trap-doors 
But he muſt be us'd dv raſcally? . (open, 
1 Ofi. What made you wandrir | 

So late i'th* Night? You know that is Impriſonment. 
Rut. May be I walk in my ſleep. 
2 Off. May be we'll walk ye. 

What made you wandring, Sir, into that Vault 

Where all the City Store, and the Munition lay? 

Rar. 1 fell into it by chance, I broke my Shins for't: 

Your Worſhips feel not that: I knockt my Head 

Againſt a hundred Pofts, would you had had it. 

Cannot I break my Neck in my own Defence? 

2 Of. This will not ſerve: You cannot put it off ſo, 

Your coming thither was to play the Villain, 

To fire the Powder, to blow up that part o'th* City. 
Rac. Yes, with my Noſe: Why were the Trap-doo ors 
Open! "<p" hy 


Might not yon fall, or you, had you gone that way? 


I thought your City had ſunk. 

1 Of. You did your beſt;+Sir, | 

We muſt preſume, to help it into th' Air, 

If you call that ſinking. We have told you what's the Law, 

He that is taken there, unleſs a Magiſtrate, - 

And have command in that place, preſently, 

If there be nothing found apparent near him 

Wo his Torture, or his preſent Death, 

Muſt either pay his Fine for his Preſumption, 

(Which is fix hundred Duckets) or for fix Years 

Tug at an Oar th” Gallies. Will ye walk, Sir, 

For we | qe you cannot pay the Penalty. 
"OK r. _ the 3 _ all this — 
2 Ofi. May be you were drunk, LE ober 
Rur. Tug at an Oar ? Youarenot and Raſcals, (there. 

To catch me in a pit-fall, and betray me? 4 
Sul. A luſty minded Man. e 
Ja. A wondrous able. 
Sul. Pray Gentlemen, allow me but that liberty 

To ſpeak a few words with your Priſoner, 

And I ſhall thank you. 


o De b. der of the Country. 15 


1 Off. Take your Pleaſure, Lady. fre, 
Sul. What would ye give that Woman ſhould redeem 
Redeem ye from this Slavery? © * 


Rut. Beſides my Service 0 24 
| would give her my whole ſelf, I wow'd be her Vaſſal, - 
Sul. has reaſon to expect as much, conſidering 
The great Sum ſhe pays for t, yet take 
What ye ſhall do to merit this, is eaſie, 
And I will be the Woman ſhall befriend ye, 
Tis but to entertain ſome handſome Ladies, | 
And young fair Gentlewomen: You gueſs the way: 
But giving of your Mind- — 
Rur. I am excellent at it: 
You cannot pick out ſuch another living. 
I underſtand ye: Ist not thus? 
Sul. Ye have it. | IG | I $4 
Rur. Bring me a hundred of em: IN diſpatch em. 
I will be none but yours: Should another offer 
Another way 3 — me, I ſhould ſworn it. 3 
9 


* 


— 
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Wbat Women you ſhall plc: aſe+ 1 am monſtrous luſty; 
Not to be taken down: Would you have Children?, 
I'll get you thoſe as faſt, and thick: as flie-blows. * 

Sl. 1 admire him; * at him! 775 5 

Kut. Hark ye, Lady, | | 
You may require ſometimes ——— GT RP 

Sel. Ay by my fait. 

Rur. And youthall have it by my fairhy and We 
This old Cat will ſuck ſhrewdly: You have no Dane 
I flye at all: Now am I in my Kingdom. 

Tug at an Oar? No, tug in a Feather-bed, 
With good warm Candles; hang your Bread and Water, 
I'll make you young again, * 2 Fals! A 

Iwill ſo frubbiſh you. * | 
Sul. Come, follow Officers, | ah 
This Gentleman is free: F'll pay the Duckets. 7 rub 

Rut. And when you catch me in your City-powdering- 
Again, boil me with Cabbage. 

1 M. You are both warn d and — Sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE. * 


Enter Leopold, Hippolyta, 1 133 
Een. Will your 1 wear ny een, 
Hip. Leave thy prating: | 
I care not what I wear. | | 
Sen. vet tis my Duty 51 
To know your pleaſure, and my worl! Affliction 


/ 


Let it alone awhile. _ 
Leop. Now you perceive, 
And taſte her Bounty, 
Zen. Much above my Merit, t 
Leop. But have you not yet found a happy time 
To move for me? {7+ K. A. 
Zen. I have watch'd all — - in) 


| ine 
Eur hitherto, without Succeſs: Vet doube not „ f * 


To ſee you diſcontente. h 
Hip. Weeping too? | | 7 
Prithee forgive me: I am much diftemper „ 2 
And ſpeak 9 what: To make thee amends, 2. 
The 8 that I wore Tea is thine, 5 Is at 


100 am of Hen. 


But. Pl embtace the firit means. 4 
Leop. Do, and proſper : - 
Excellent Creature, whoſe Perfe&ons uh 
Even Sorrow lovely, if your Frowns thus rake me, 
W hat would your Smiles do? | 
Hip. Pox o this ſtale Courtſhip: 
If I have any pow'r. 
. I am commanded, - _ 
Obedience is the Lover's Sacrifice, 


Which I pa Pay Brac gladly. 13 
3 To A Woo, | 


a Woman, cou'd not but torment me, R. 
Bur big ringing for my Advocates,” Vouth and Beauty, 
Set off with Wealth, and then to be'deny'd too, | 
Does comprehend all Tortures. They flatter'd me, 
That ſaid my Looks were Charms, my Touches Fetters, 
My Locks ſoft Chains, to bind the Arms of Princes, 
And make them in that wiſh'd for Bondage, happy - 
12 like others of : courſer F _ 6 1-3 
weak to allure, but in my do ſtronger: 
I am no Circe; he, more than Ubſſes, .. 
Scorns all my, offer'd Bounties, flights my  Fayours, 
And, as I were ſome new Egyptian, flies me, 
Leaving no Pawn, but my own Shame behind him. 
But he ſhall find, "that i my fell Revenge, | 
lam a Woman: One ha neve LE : 
The rude Contemner of her proffer'd Swcernels. 
Enter Zabulon. a 

Zab. Madam, tis done. ene 

Hip. What's done? 

Zab. The uncivil Stranger 
I at your Suit arreſted. | 

Hip. Tis well handled: | 

Zab. And under Guard ſent to the Gorell 
Kar. whom my Teſtimony, and the Favour 

He bears your Ladiſhip, have ſo prevaild, _ 
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That he is + roam ry 
Hip. How? © 
Zab. To loſe his Head. 


Hp. that the means to aer, the ſcorching Heat 
Vor. I. Of 


- — 
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Of my inrag'd deſires? Muſt Innocence ſuffer, 

| Cauſe I am faulty? Or is my Love fo fatal, 

| That of neceſſity it muſt deſtro | 

; The Object it moſt longs for? Dull ee 

To think that Injuries could make way for Love, 
When Courteſies were deſpisd: That by his Death 

Thou ſhou'dſt gain that, which only thou canſt hope for 
While he is living: My Honour's at the Stake now, 
And cannot be preſerv'd, unleſs he periſ n. 
The enjoying of the thing I loye, I ever 
Have priz'd above my Fame: Why doubt I now then? 
One only way is left me, to redeem all: | 
Make ready my Caroch. © | 

Leop. What will you, Madam 
Hip. And yet Lam impatient of ſuch ſtay: 

Bind up my Hair: Fye, fye, while thatis doing 
The Law may ſeiſe his Lite: Thus as lam then, 
Not like Hippolyza, but a Bacchanal, _ 
My frantick Love tranſports me. f Exit. 

_ Sure ſhe's diftrated.  __—— 

Zab. Pray you follow her: I will along with you: 
more than guels the cauſe: Women that love 

Are moſt uncertain, and one minute crave, 
What in another they refuſe to havre. [Er 
8 CR NE V. 
Enter Clodio, and Charino. 

Cod. Aſſure thy ſelf, Charino, I am alter d | Pre 
From what I was; the Tempeſts we have met with & 
In our uncertain Voyage, were ſmooth Gales J 
Compar'd to thoſe, the Memory of my Luſts 
Rais'd in my Conſcience: And if e'er again 4 
I live to ſee Zenocia, I will ſue, LG 

E 
HA 


w_ od ot ed Ih. A I Ae ca 


And ſeek to her as a Lover, and a Servant, 
And not command Affection, like a Tyrant. a 
char. In hearing this, you make me young again, 


And Heav'n, it ſeems, favouring this good change in y0 1 
In ſetting of a Period to our 133 F”. = 
lives us fair hopes to find, that here in Liban Ang 


Which 
\ 0 


hich 
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PT” kitherto in vain we haye ſought for. | 
I have'fecciy'd aſſur d e * 
Such Strangers have been ſeen here: And though yet. 
cannot learn their Fortunes, nor the place 
Of their Abode, I have à 80 preſages 
A fortunate event-here. 

Clod. There have paſsd 

A mutual enterchange of eourteſies 
Between me, and the Governor; therefore boldly 
We may 1 of him, and of his Pow'r, 
If we fn e to ule them; otherwiſe 
I would not the arte here, and theſe Diſguiſes 
Will keep us from diſcovery. 

Enter Manuel, DoSor, Arnoldo, and Gnart 
Char. What are theſe? | 
Clod. The Governor: With him my Riyal, bound. 
Char, For certain tis n. N ke 
Cod. Let's attend 

What the ſucceſs will be. 
Man. Is't poſſible 
There ſnould be hope of his recovery, 
His Wounds ſo many and ſo deadly 
Doct. So they appear d at firſt, but the Blood ſtop'd, 
His Trance forſook him, and on better 182 > 
We found they were not mortal. 
Man. Uſe all care 
To perfect this unhop'd for Cure: That done 
Propoſe your own Rewards: And till you ſhall 
Hear farther from me, for ſome ends 1 Bes 
Conceal it from his Mother. ; 
Do#. We'll not fail, Sir. Exit. 
Man. You till ſtand confident on your Innocence. | 
Arn. It is my beſt and laſt guard, which Iwill not 
Leave, to rely on your uncertain Mercy. 
Enter Hippolyta, Zabulon, Leopold, Zenocia, and 
wo Servants. 
Hip. Who bad you follow me! Go home, n 
As you reſpe& me, ge-with her. ' | 
Arn. Zenocia | 
And in her Houſe a Servant! 
2  Aaz 


Char, 
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Car. Tis my Daughter. [ Zen. paſſes. T 
nd. My Love? Contain your Joy, obſerve the ſequel, Fr 
| Man. Fye, Madam, how undecent tis for you, 
So far unlike your ſelf to be ſeen thus rn 
In th' open Streets? Why do you kneel ? Pray you riſe, 
I am acquainted with the wrong, and lols _ 
You have ſuſtain'd, and the Delinquent now 
Stands ready for his Puniſhment: 1775 
Hip. Let it fall, Sir, 476 | 
On the Offender: He is innocent, | 25 
And moſt unworthy of theſe Bonds he wears, 
But I made up of Guilt. | 
Man. What ſtrange turn's this? 
Leop. This was my Priſoner once. 
Hip. If Chaſtity PY5 en 
In a young Man, and tempted to the height too, 
Did e' er deſerve Reward, or Admiration, 
He juſtly may claim both. Love to his Perſon 
(Or if you pleaſe give it a fouler name) 
Compel'd me firſt to train him to my Houſe,” 
All Engines I rais'd there to ſhake his V irtue, 
Which in the aſſault were uſeleſs; he unmov'd ſtill, 
As if he had no part of human frailty, | 
Againſt the Nature of my Sex, almoſt 
I plaid the Raviſher. You might have ſeen 
In our Contention, young Apollo fly 
And Love-fick Daphne follow; all Arts failing, 
By flight he won the Victory, breaking from 
My ſcorn'dEmbraces: The repulſe (in Women 
Unſufferable) invited me to practiſe 
A means to be reveng'd: And from this grew 
His Accuſation, and the abuſe 
Of your ſtill equal Juſtice: My Rage over, 
Thanks Heav'n, though wanton, I found not my ſelf 
So far engag'd to Hell, to proſecute | 
To rhe Death what I had plotted, for that Love 
That made me. firſt defire him, then accuſe him, 
Commands me with the hazard of my ſelt 
Firſt to entreat his Pardon, then acquit him. ; 
Man. Whatc'er you are, ſo much I love your Virtue, 
2 "Hes page 
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That I deſire your Friendſhip. Do vou unlooſe him 
From thoſe Bonds, you are worthy. of. Y our Repentance 
Makes part of cron: yet I muſt | „ UB 
Severely reprehend you. | 

Leop. I am made 25 
A ſtale on all parts: But this Fellow ſhall 
Pay dearly for her Favour. 

Arn. My Life's ſo full 
Of various changes, that I now deſpair 
Of any certain Port; one Trouble ending, 
A new, and worle ſucceeds it: What ſhould Zenocia 
Do in this Woman's Houſe? Can Chaſti * 
And hot Luſt dwell together without infection?? 
| wou'd not be, or jealous, or ſecure, 0 
Yet ſomething muſt be done, to ſound the depth on't: 
Thar ſhe lives is my Bliſs, but living there, - 
A Hell of Tormentsz there's no way to her 
In whom Ilive, but by this Door, through which 
To me 'tis Death to enter, yet I muſt, 
And will make tryal. 

Man. Let me hear no more 
Of theſe Devices, Lady: This I pardon, 
And at your interceſſion I forgive _ . | 
Your Inſtrument the. Few too : Get you home- | 
The hundred thouſand Crowns you lent the City, 
Towards the ſetting forth of the laſt Navy 
Bound for the Iſlands, was a goed then, which 
[ ballance with your ill now. | 

Char. Now, Sir, to him, 
You know my Daughter needs it. 

Hip. Let me take | | 
A farewel with mine Eye, Sir, though my Lip 
Be barr'd the Ceremony, Courteſie | 
: And Cuſtom too allows of. | 
| Arn. Gentle Madam 

neither am ſo cold, nor fo ill-b | 
But that 1 dare receive it: You are unguarded, 


— 


And let me tell you that Lam aſham d S 
Of my late Rudeneſs, and would gladly therefoxe 
tu, I f you pleaſe to accept my ready ſerviee, e 


bat Aa3 Walz 
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Wait on you to your Houſe. F * 
Above my hope: | 
Sir, if an Angel were to be my Gouvoyy', | 
He ſhould not be more welcome. _— * Arn. and Hip. 
Clod. Now you know me. 
Man. Yes, Sit, and — ou: Ever remembring 
Your many Bounties, being ambitious only 
To give you cauſe to ſay, by ſome one mur 
That I am not ungrateful. | | 
Clod. Tis now offer'd : | 
I have.a Suit to you, and an eaſie one, 
Which cer long you ſhall Know. 
Man. When you think fat, Sir, | 
And then as a Command I will receive it, 
Till when; moſt welcome: You are welcome too, Sir, 
"Tis ſpoken from the Heart, and therefore needs not 
Much proteſtation: At your better lciſure 
I will enquire the Cauſe that brought you hither: 
In the mean time ſerve you. 
Clod. You out-do me, Sir. ne. 


mn 2 


ACT Iv. 5 E N E L 
Eurer Duarte, and Doctor. 


Dua. VO U have beſtow'd on me a ſecond Life, 
For which I live your Creature, and have bet- 
What Nature ſram'd 5 
Inſolent Pride made monſtrous; but this latter, 
In learning me to know my 5 * an me 
Not to wrong others. i | 
Do#. Then we live indecd, F 
When we can go to reſt without alam 
Giv'n ev'ry minute to a Lee, Conſcience 
To keep us waking, and riſe in the . 
Secure in being innocent: But when 
In the rememhrance of our, worſer A ions 
We ever bear about us Whips and Furies, 
To make the Day a. Night, ol of GR to * 15 
Even Life's a burthen. 1 559 


&; my firſt Being (rer'd 


Dns. 
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Dua. 1 bave found und llt M GEN DG * 
But will endeavour, having firſt made — | 

With thoſe inteſtine Enemies my rude Paſſions, 
= be ſo with Mankind: But worthy Doctor, 
ou can, reſolve me; was the Gentleman 
Tha Pg me dead, cer bought unto his Tryal? 
Do#. Nor known, nor apprehended. 
Dua. That's my Grief. 
Do8. My do you with he hadbeen punidh'd? 
Dua. 
The ſtream 1 * my wo Sorrow runs not that way: 
For could I find him, as I vow to Heavn © 
It ſhall be my firft care to ſeek him out, 
I would with 55 "which prov that his Sword, 
In openin eins, which proud Bl _— 
Ce e Symptoms of true 2 Bet 3 
Doct. Tis in n 
A Chriſtian Reſolution: That you live (+4 4992, 
Is by the Oran s, your Undle's eh 
As yet conceal'd. And though a Son's lols never 
Was ſolemniz'd with more Tears of true Sorrow 
Than have been paid by your unequal'd Mother 
For your ſuppoſed Death, tp s not - ; 
With your Recovery. JOAN) ; 
Dua. For ſome few days | 
Pray let her ſo continue: Thus N 0 
I may abroad unknown. 7 
Dact. Without 7 pron „ 40) pace 
Of being diſeover d. NC BE ld ado bh a 
Dua. I am confident + | 
No moiſture ſooner dies hin: Womens Tens, LG 
And therefore though I know njy Mother en, 
Yet being one of that frail Sen, : purpoſe a 
Her farther tryal. 
Doct. That as you chink SPI not berg you: 
Dua. To find out this Stranger, 
This true Phyſician of my Mind and Manners 
Were ſuch a Bleſſing. He ſeem d poor and may 
Perhaps be now in want; wou*d 1 coü'd find him. | 
| The longs Lil ſearch fl, _ the 1 Ste ws; He 
„ 2 . 
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He was of Iraly, and that Country breeds not 
Preciſians that way, but hot Libertines 
And ſuch the moſt are: tis but a little travel: 
I am unfurniſh'd'too, pray Mr. * | 
Can you ſupply me? | 
Dot. With what Sum you pleaſe. 
Dua. I will not be long abſent. 
Do#. That I with too; 
For till you have more Strength, I would 1 not 42 you 
To be too bold. 


Dua. Fear not, I will be careful. [Exeunt. 


Enter Leopold, Zabulon, and Bravo. 
Zab. 1 have brought him, Sir, a Fellow that will doit 
Though Hell ſtood in his way, ever provided 
_ Lo him fort. 
. He has a ſtrange Af; pect, 
And A's much like the —— of a Hang man 
In a Table of the Paſſion. 7 80 | 
Zab. He tranſcends -, 
All Precedents, believe it, a fleſh'd Ruffian, , _ 
That hath ſo often taken the Strappado, ; 
That "tis to him but as a lofty trick 
Is to a Tumbler: He hath perus'd too 
All Dungeons in Portugal, thrice ſev'n Years: 
Row'd in the Gallies tor three ſeveral Murthers, 
Though I preſume that he has done a hun, 
And ſcap'd unpuniſh'd. 
Leop. He is much in debt to you, | 
You ſet him off ſo well. What will you Rea Sir, 
To beat a Fellow for me, that thus wrong d me; 
Bra. To beat him, ſay you? 
Leap. Ves, beat him to Lameneſs 
To cut his Lips or Noſe off; any ching, 
That may disfigure him. 
Bra. Let me conſider? | 
Five hundred Piſtolets-for ſuch a ſervice” 
I think were-no dear benni worth. 
Zab. Five hundred! : | 
Why there arczof your eee in the City, 
Fu e ſhall kill a Man * 1 


Bra. 
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0 
Bra. Kill him? 1 think ſo; 1 I' kill - any” Man 

F 4 half the Mony. 

Leop. And will you ask more 

For a ſound Beating than a Murther? | 
Bra. Ay Sir, £445, 0 

And _ ood Reaſon, for a Dog that's dead, 4 

The Spaniſh Proverb ſays, will never bite: 

But — beat or hurt him only, he may 

Recover, and kill me. 

A good Concluſion; 

The obduracy of this Raſcal makes me tender. 

I'll run ſome other courſe, there's your Reward 

Without the Employment. 

Bra. For that as you pleaſe Sir; . 

When you have need to killa Man, pray uſe me, 

But I am out at beating. [ Exit. 
Zab. What's to be done then? | 
Leop. I'll tell thee Zabulon, and make thee privy 

To my moſt near deſigns: This Stranger, which 

Hippolyta ſo dotes on, was my Priſoner © *' 

When the laſt Virgin, I beſtow'd upon her, 

Was made my Prizez how he eſcap'd, hereafter - 

Pl] let thee know; and it may be the Lo ?e 

He bears the Servant, makes him ſcorn the Miſtreſs. 

Zab. Tis not unlike; for the firſt time he ſaw her 

His Looks expreſt ſo much, and for more proof, 

Since he came to my Lady" s Houle, tho h = 

He never knew her, he hath practis'd wit 

To help him to a Conference, without 

The A of Hippolita ; which I promis'd. FY 

Leop. And by all means n it for their Meeting, 

But work it 10 that my diſdainful Miſtreſs 

(Whom, notwithſtanding all her Injuries, 4 25 

Tis my hard fate to love) cy ſee and hear Wen. * 
Zab. To what end, Sir? * 
Lerp. This Zabulon: When the ſees mann 

Who is her Rival, and her Lover's baſeneſs n # 

To leave a Princeſs for her Bond-woman, 

The fight will make her ſcorn, Wer the dotes oni 

111 double thy Re ward. 7 
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Zeb. Von are like to ſpeed then: 35 
For I confeſs what you will ſoon believe, N 
We ſerve them beſt that are moſt apt to give. 
For you, I'll place you where you thall ſee all, and yet W 
be unobſerv d. That I defire too. [Exeuur. Ai 
ter Arnoldo. | I c 


Aru. I cannot fee her yet, how it afflicts we 
The Poyſon of this Place ſhould mix it {elf (manded, 
With her pure Thoughts? ITwas the that was com- 
Or my Eyes fail'd me groſly; that Youth, that Face, 
And all that noble Sweetneſs. N ſhe not le here, 
And yet be honeſt ſtill? 


Enter Zenocia. 4 4+ 

Zen. It is Arnoldo, | 
From all his Dangers free ; Fortune | bleſs thee. © . 
My noble Husband ! how my Joy ſwells in me! 
But why in this Place? what 12 hath he here? 80 
He cannot hear of me, I am not known here. An 
I left him virtuous; how I ſhake to think now? | No 
And how that Joy I had, cools, and forſakes me? No 
Enter above Hippolyta and Zabolon. > rows For 
This Lady is but fair, I have been thought ſo, WI 
Without compare admir d; She has bewitch'd him, x 
And he forgot ——— j x 
Am. Is ſhe again, the ſame. theſame Zenocia W 
Zab. There they are together. Now you may mark. 7 
Hip. Peace, let em parley. | 4 
Arn. That youare well, Zenocia, and once more To 
Bleſs my deſpairing Eyes, with your wiſht Prefenee, To 
I thank the Gods; but that I meet you here 5 
Hip. They are acquainted. b * 
Zab. I found that Secret, Madam, — 
When you commanded her go home: Pray hear 'em. Dy 
Zen. | hat you meet me here, ne'erbluſhar that, Arnolds. Tur 
Your coming comes too late: Iam a Woman, * 


And one Woman with another hay be truſted ; 
Do you fear the Houſe? N 
' Arn. More than a fear, I know its 

Know it not good, not honeſt; 
ora What do you here then? 
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Ith' name of Virtue why do you- e x 
Will you confeſs the doubt, and yet purtuc 17 


Where have your Eyes been wi my Arnoldo ? © 
What Conſtancy, what Faith do you call 1 this? Fie, 
Aim at one wanton mark, and wound another? 
I do confeſs, the Lady fair, moſt beauteous, 
Leopold places Bagel unſeen below, 
And able to betray a ſtrang Man's Liberty, 
But you that have a Love, a Wife you do well 
To deal thus wiſely with me: Vet, Arzoldo, 
Since you are pleas'd to ſtudy. a ne Beauty, 
And think this old and ill, beaten with Miſery 
Study a nobler way for ſhame to love me, 
Wrong not her Honeſty "4 ö 
Arn. You have con firm'd me. kau you, 8 
Zen. Who though ſhe be your Wife, will never bin- 
So much I teſt a Servant to your Wiſhes, 
And love your Loves, though they be my Deſtrutions, 
No Man ſhall know me, nor the ſhare I have in 1 , 
No Eye ſuſpect I am able to prevent you, | 
For ſince I am a Slave to this great Lady, | 
Whom I perceive you follow) ene 
Arn. Be not blinded. 
Zen. Fortune ſhall make me uſcful to your Service, 
| will ſpeak for you. 
Arn. Speak for me? you wrong m. IS * 
Zen. I will endeavour all the ways I am able G 
To make her think well of you; will that pleaſe? Wo 
To make her dote upon you, dote to madnels, | 
So far againſt my ſelf I will obey you.” 
But when that's.done, and I have ow 'd this Duty, 
This great Obedience, few will buy it at my price, 
Thus will I ſhake hands with you, "wiſh __ well, 
Bur never ſee you more, -nor receive Co 
From any thing, Arzolds. 
2 * * too tender; | > 
neither doubt you, nor 
To be a Man, _ live, than l gene 
An only yours; our infinite Affectiong 
Abus ' d us both. 
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| Zab. Where are your Favours now? 
The courtefies you thew'd this Stranger, Madam? | 
Hip. Have 1 now found the Cauſe? | 
Zab, Attend it further. | 
Zen. Did ſhe invite you, do you ay? 
Arn. Moſt cunningly, - 
And with preparation of that State N 
I was brought in and welcom'd. 6 
Zen. Scem'd to love you? 
Arn. Moſt infinitely, at firſt ſight, moſt donner 
Zen. She is a goodly Lady. x 
Arn. Wondrous handfom : - 1. £469: e e , 
At firſt view, being taken unprepar'd, Wh OM {+ ( 
Your Memory not preſent then to aſſiſt me, | 2&6 
She ſeem'd ſo glorious ſweet, and fo far ſtir d me 33 3 
Nay be not jealous, there's no harm done. | 
Zen. Prethee — didft thou not kiſs, ak. 
Arn. Ves, faith did I. W 
Zen. And then l 
Arn. 1 durſt not, did not nnn 
Zen. I forgive you, 14 8451 
Come tell the truth. 
Arn. May be 1 lay with her. 
Hip. He mocks me too, moſt baſel - .. 
Zen. Did ye faith? did ye forget ſo o far? 
Arn. Come, come, no weeping ; | | 
I would have lyen firſt in my Grave, believe That: 
Why willyou ask thoſe things you wou'd not hear? 
She is too untemperate to betray my Virtues, 
Too openly laſcivious: Had ſhe dealt - 
But with that ſeeming Modeſty ſhe might, 
And flung a little Art upon her Ardor, 
But 'twas ; forgot, and I forgot to like her, 
And glad I was deceiv'd.. N o my Zenocra, 
My firſt Love here begun, reſts here unreat vet, 
And here for ever. 
Zen. You have made me heppys. Warne C4 
Even in the midſt of ates bleſt. { 
Zab. You ſee noc 
Whar rubs are in your way. 
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Hip. And quickly, Zaum 00 
I'll root em out. Be ſure you do * preſently. 

Zab. Do not you alter then. 

Hip. 1 am reſolute. | [Exit Zabulon. 

Arn. To ſee you only I came hither laſt, 
Drawn by no Love of 24 nor baſe — | | 
For by this holy Light I hate her heartily. | 

Leop. Jam glad of that, you have ww me ſo much 
And ſo much tear, — _ ''(fengeance 
From this hour fair befal you. 

Arn. Some means I ſhall make ſhortly to redeem you, " 
Till when, obſerve her well, and fit her PP: —_— 
Only her Luſt contemn. | 

Zen. When ſhall I ſee you? # 

Arn. I will live dereabouts, and bear beni ſtill, 

Till I can find a fit hour to redeem you. 

Hip. Shut all the Doors. 

Arn. Who's that? 

Zen, We are betray'd, a = 
The Lady of the Houſe has heard our ral, a Sond + | if 
Seen us, and ſeen our Loves. ; en "BY 

Hip. You Courteous Gallant, | | 
You that ſcorn all I can beſtow, that lau 5 at | 
The Afflictions, and the Groans I ſuffer for you, 

That flight and jeer my Love, contemn the Fortune 

My Favours can fling on you, have I caught you? 

Have I now found the Cauſe ye fool my Withes? ++ 

Is mine own Slave, my bane? I nouriſh that 

That ſucks up my Content. I'll pray no more, 

Nor woo no more; thou ſhalt fee, fooliſh Man, 

And to thy bitter pain and anguiſh, look on 

The vengeance I ſhall take, provok'd and nyo ; 

Redeem then, and ſteal her hence. Ho 

Now to your Work. 1 
Enter Labulon, and 8 ſome holding 2 = 

ſome ready with a Cord to Strangle * | 1 

Arn. Lady, but hear me = . e 

Asy ou have pity. Wy 
ip. I have none. vou taught me, Ft 
When I ev'n "ng: about your- Neck, you ſcorn d wh. 


* 
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Zab. Shall we pluck yet? | | 
Hip. No, hold a little Zabulon, © 

TI pluck his Heart-ſtrings firſt : Now am I ub 
A little of your Love? | 

Arn. I'll be your Servant, 5 
Command me ring, all what Danger you fall aim at, 
Let it be Death. 

Hip. Be ſure Sir, I thall fit you. | 
An. But ſpare this Virgin. 
Hip. I would ſpare that Villain firſt, 

Had cut my Father's Throat. Wy 4 

Arn: Beunteous Lady, N 
If in your Sex there be that noble Softneſs, po 
That Tenderneſs of Heart, Women are crowf\'d for- 

Zen. Kneel not, Arnoldo, do her not 2271 honour, 
She is not worthy ſuch Submiſſion, 

I ſcorn a Life depends upon her Pity. 

Proud Woman do thy worſt, and arm thy: Anger 
With Thoughts as black as Hell, as hot'and bloody, 
I bring a Patience here, ſhall make em bluſh, - 

An Innocence, ſhall outlook thee, and Death too. 

Arn. Make me your Slave, I give my Freedom to ye, 
For ever to be fetter d to your Service; 

Twas I offended, be not ſo unjuſt then, 

To ſtrike the Innocent, this gentle Maid 

Never intended fear and doubt againſt you: 

She 1s your Servant, not her Obſervance 
With cruel looks, her 44 Faith with death. 

Hip. Am I fair now ? now am I worth your - 
Zen. Not fair, not to be liked, rhouglorious Devil, 
Then varnitht piece of Luft, thou painted Fury. 

Arn. Speak gently Sweet, ſpeak Bently. 

Zen. I'll ſpeak nobly. 

Tis not the faving of a Life I aim at, 

Mark me, laſcivious Woman, mark me day, 
And then conſider, how I weigh thy Anger. 
Life is no longer mine, nor dear unto me, 
Than uſeful to his Honour I preſerve it. 

It thou hadſt — all che — naar | 
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ON | | 
Thou couꝰꝗdſt not have propoumded fuch'a benefit. 
Nor heapt upon me ſuch unlookt for Honour 8 
As dying for his ſake, to be his Martyr, © * 
Tis ſuch a ; hs 

Hip. You ſhall not want that favour, 
Let your Bones work Miracles, | 

Arn. Dear Lady _ 

By thoſe fair Eyes denies 

_ There is but this way left ye 
To ſave her Life. — i 

Arn. Speak it, and I embrace it. 

Hip. Come to my private Chamber preſently, - 
And there, what Love and I command 

Arn. ll do it. 
Be comforted, Zenocia. 

Zen. Do not do this | 
To fave me, do not loſe your ſelf I charge you, h 
I charge you by your Love, that Love you bear me; 
That Love, that conſtant Love you have twin'd to me, 
By all your Promiſes, take heed you keep *em, 

Now is your conſtant Trial. If thou doſt this, 
Or mov'ſt one Foot, to guide ther to her Luft, 
My curſes and eternal hate purſue thee. 


Redeem me at the baſe price of diſ-loyalty ? 
Muſt my undoubted Honeſty be thy 


Bawd too ? 

Go and intwine thy ſelf about that Body; | 

Tell her, for my Lite thou haſt loft thine Honour, 

Pull'd all thy. Vows from Heay*n, baſely, moſt baſcly 

Stoop'd to the ſervile Flames of that foul Woman, 

To add an hour to me that hate thee for it, 

Know thee not again, nor name thee for a Husband. 
Arn. W hat ſhall T do to fave her? | 
Hip. How now, what haſt there? NG 

Enter a Servant. 1 
Ser. The Governor, attended with ſome Gentlemen, 

Are newly entred, to ſpeak with your Ladyſhip. | 
Hip. Pox o' their buſineſs, reprieve her fie this hour, 

| ſhall have other tine. | | 
Arn. Now Fortune help us. LM e 4 | 
Hip. Ill meet em preſently ; Retireawhile all. (_ .,- 
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=" Za New riſe to Day en our right ſide, Lady. 
You know the Danger too, 1 prevent ity 


And if you ſuffer her to nerith oh 
As ſhe muſt do, and ſuddenly, believe it, 


- Unleſs you ftand her Friend; you know the way on t, 


I gueſs you poorly love her, leb L Fortune. 
Let her know nothing, and perform this Matter, 
There are hours ordain d for everal buſineſſes, 
Vou underſtand. N 
Arn. I underſtand you Bawd Sir, 2 
And ſuch a Counſellor I never car'd for. 
Enter the Governor, Clodio, Leopold, . 
Attendants at one Door, Hippolyta at the. Al. 
H. Your Lordſhip does me honour. , 1 
Gov. Fair Hippolyta, | 
I am come to cale you of a Charge. 
Hip. I keep none 
I count a burthen, Sir: And yet I lye too. 
Gov. Which is the Maid? is ſhe here? 
Clod. Yes, Sir, PIN os 
This is ſhe, this is Zenocia, h 
The very ſame I ſued to your Lordſhip for. 
Zen.Clodio again? more Miſery : ? moreRuin? 
Under what angry Star is my Life govern'd? [Woman, 


V1 


Gov. Come hither Maid, you are once more a free 


Here I diſcharge. your Bonds. 

Arn. Another Smile, 

Another Trick of Fortune to betray us! 

Hig. Why does your Lordſhip uſe me ſo EYE 
Againſt my will to take away my Bond- woman? 

Gov. She was no lawful Prize, therefore no Bond- 
She's of that Country we hold Friendſhip with, (woman: 
And ever did, and therefore to. be us'd 
With Entertainment, fair and courteous.  - 

The breach of League in us gives foul Example, 
Therefore you mult be pleas'd to think this honeſt 

Did you know what ſhe was?; wth 
Leop. Not ' till this inſtant 3  / 
[or had I known her, ſhe had been, no Priſoner. . 7 
ev. There, take the Maid, ſhe 1 Is at her own diſpoſe 


e 
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And if there be ought elſe to de pour Honour ry 44 
Any poor Service lt—— - CY 4 
G0. I am vow d your Servant. 6 
Arn. Your Father's here too, that's our E 
And in a Country now, we ſtand free People 
Where Glodio has no Power, be comfortet. 
Zen. | tear foie. mer. 
Arn. Be not ſo dejected., + 
Gov. You muſt not be diſpleas d; ſo farewel 1 | 
Come Gentlemen z 3 you, mult with 25 $90, 


| have a little Buſineſs | 4 
Leop. I att ily Long: . 
Nes way's m again. 
. e Hip. and Zub. 


Hip. D'ye jeer me Ak. = 
I may live yet . you how York | 
Zab. You might —— —— vou had Power then, 
Bur now the Chains are off, the Command loſt, - 
And ſuch a Story they will make of this 
To laugh out lazie Time. | 
Hip. No Means yet left me? 
For now I burſt with Anger: None to ſake me? 
No Comfort? no Revenge? 1 
Zab. You ſpeak too late; | 
You might have had all theſe, your uſeful "Fr" "EY 
Had you been wiſe, and ſudden: What Pow r, or will 
Over her Beauty, have you now? By Violence 
To conſtrain his Love; ſhe is as free as You uur, 
And no Law can impeac „ 
And while the is ſo, Arnoldo will deſpiſe you. 
Hip. Either my Love or Anger mult be ſatisfied, 
Or 1 muſt dye. 
Zab. I havea Way wou'd do i it, 
Wou'd do it yet, protect me from the Law. | 
Hip. From any thing; thou know'ſt what Power Thave, 
What Mony, and what Friends. 
Zab. Tis a deviliſh one: 
But ſuch muſt now be us d: Walk in, Il tell = ; 
* if you like i it, if the "oy can do "7 t 108 
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No me oh of thi mo" 
Hip. Devil, or what chou wilt, ſo the firifida. (Ex, | 
Enter Sul itia, aud Jaques. | ] 
Sul. This. is, the rareſt and hiftieſt Fellow, k 
And fo beſtirs hitnſelf © * l 
Fa. Giyr him breath, Miltres, Enn 
You'll melt him elſe. * 
Sul. He does perform ſuch wonden a, 
The Women are mad on him: 
J. Give him breath 1 fay; D 
The Man is but a Man, he mult have reitb. 
cel. How many had he yeſterday? 7? 
And they paid bravely too. 
2. About fourreen, © _ PEO 
But Mil l ery give Breath, ſpare . 2 lere him 
Sul. Five Dames to Pay; 3, this Was a ſmall Stage, 
He may endure five more. 
5+. Breath, breath, I cry tun; 
o'me give Breath, the Man's a loft Min elſe. 
EX him 7 give him Breath. 
Enter two Gentlewomen. 
Sul. Welcome Gemlewomen, \ 
You're vety welcome. Fellow 
1 Gen, We hear you havea luſty and well complexion'd 
That does rare tricks; my Siſter and 4 ſelf here, 
wee trifle out an Hour or two, fo pleaſe you. | 
age „ conduct em in. W 
Bob: ere's for your Courteſie. Ex. Ja, and Gent. a 
Sul. Good pay y till, good roundpay, this bappy Fellow Ih 
Will ſet me up again; he Brings in Gold 0 
8 
/ 


Faſter than I have leiſure to receive it. 
O that his Body were not Fleſh and fading; 
But Il ſo pap him up N too dear for bim; 


Whata ſweet Scent he has? ow what Nees Faye: * An 

2. He cannot laſt, T pity the poor Man, 8 
1 fiffer for him; two Coaches of young City Dames, Th 
And they drive as the Devil were in che Wheels, Anc 


Are ready now to enter: And behind theſe * , 
And Old dead-palſied Lady in 4 Litter, 


And ſhe makes all the haſte ſhe can: The Man's ot, : 
+ 0 
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1 gather up his dry 3 
But for his Fleſh. - 

a Theſe are but caſe Labours A 1 
Yet, for I know have reſt, ' 1 

Fa. He muſt you'll beat him off his Le 

Sl., Goin, and bid him pleaſe himſelf, e too: 
To Morrow's anew Day; bur if he can a 
would have him take pity o the old Laar. 
Alas 'tis G 

Fa. Vl tell ina all this, r eee 
And if he be not too Fool- hardy. | 

Enter Zabulon. 
Sul. How now? Fe 


What news with you? 

* You mult preſently 8 0 | 
ew all the Art you have, r 1 
Sul. She may — * Lady. 

Zab. You muſt not dream nor trifle. * K | 
TEST ga: 
Za ou "rful one, 

Peruſe but theſe DiroQtions, you ſhall find all; 

+ WW There is the Picture too, y be quick and faithful, 

| And do it with that ſtren when ben 

Pitch your reward at w — vou pleaſe, you have it. 
Sul. I'll do my beſt, and — But 11 yo. * 

wm never — at home again: 1 

N. Excuſe me, | nn 

w | have too much buſineſs yet. Bett 1 

Sul. T am right glad on'r. 

Zab. Think on your buſineſs, fo farewel, 
Sul. I'll do it. 

Zab. Within this hour I'll viſit you again, . A 

12 And _ you greater Lights. * * 

I ſhall obſerve ye; 
This a brave Reward, anch; PU do it, 

And all the hidden art I have, expreſs in't. 

6 Exeunt at both Doors. 
Biuter Rutilio with a Mgbr-cap. 
, Rue, Now do Ilook as if I were Crow-trodden, 
ou Fye, how my Hams fhrink wan me! O . wy = 1 . 
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I am broken-winded too; is this a Life? v 
Is this the Recreation I have aim'd at? ME TW 


I had a Body once, a handſome Body, E 
And wholeſome too. Now lappear like a Raſcal, 
That had been hung a Vear or two in Gibbets. 

Fye how faint! Women? keep me from Women; 
Place me before a Cannon, tis a Pleaſure, 
Stretch me upon a Rack, a Recreation; 

But Women? Women? Othe Devil! Women? 
Gertius Gulf was never half ſo dangerous. | 
Is there no way to find the Trap-door again, 

And fall into the Cellar, and be taken? ' 
No lucky fortune to direct me that way? 
No Gallies to be got, nor yet no Gallows? © 
For I fear nothing now, no earthly thing 
But theſe unſatisfied Mcn-leeches, Women. 
How deviliſhly my Bones ake! O the old Lady! 

I have a kind of Waiting- woman lies croſs my Back too, 
O how ſhe ſtings! No Treaſon to deliver me? 
Now what are you? do you mock me? 

Enter three with Night=caps very faintly. 

1. No Sir, no; | 4 
Me were your Predeceſſors in this place. 

2. And come to ſce you bear up. 

Rut. Good Gentlemen; | L 
You ſeem to have a ſnuffing in your head, Sir, A 
A parlous ſnuffing ; but this ſame dampiſh Air P 

2. A dampiſh Air indeed. chu A 

P 
A 
Y 


bj A r tt wwe 


. 0 


Rut. Blow your Face tender, 
Your Noſe will ne er endure it: Mercy o' me, 
What are Men chang'd to here? Is my Noſe faſt yet? 
Methinks it ſhakes?” th Hilts: Pray tell me, Gentlemen, 


How long is't ſince you flouriſht here? It 
8 ot long ſince. 25 | it 

t. Move your ſelf eaſily, I ſee you are tender, P 

Not long endured. | | 
2. The labour was ſo much, Sir, D 


And ſo few to perform it ' | 
5 op Muſt I come to this? > D 
And draw my Legs after me like a lame Dog 3 
1 cannot run away, I am too feeble: Wil 


Fl 


| 0 


The caffe of the c. — 


Will you ſue for this place again, Gentlemen? (plexions. 
ky” truly Sir, the place has been too warm for dur Com- 
2. We have enough on't, reſt you merry 3 
We came but to co ngratulate . F r- th 
You have abundance. 
3. Bear your fortune ſoberly, .* © 
And ſo we leave you to the next aun bai Ex. — 
Rut. Stay but a little, and I'll meet — 9 
At the next Hoſpital: There's no living thus, 2 
Nor am J able to endure it longer, 
With all the helps and heats that can be eim 
I am at my trot already: They are fair and Vong 
Moſt of the Women that repair unto me, 
But they ſtick on like Burs, ſnake me like F * 
| Enter Sulpitia. 


_ Women yet? 
ou'd I were honeſtly Married 

To any thing that had but half a Face, 
And not a Groat to keep her, nor a Smock, 
That I might be civilly merry when | pleas a, 
Rather than labouring in theſe Pullin * naills. 

Sul. By this the Spell begins to work: Nou. 
I ſee you. — up bravely yet. 

Rut. Do you hear Lady, 
Do not make a Game- bear of me, to Ws me hourly, 
And fling on all your Whelps ; it would not hold; 
Play me with ſome diſcretion; to day one . 
And two days hence another. | 

Sul. If you be ſo angry 
Pay back the Mony I-redeem'd-you at 
And take your courſe, I can have Men enough: (ther, 
You have coſtgne a hundred Crowns ſince you came hi- 
In Broths and ſtrengthing Caudles; till you do pay org. 
If you will eat and live, you ſhall endeavour, Bes 
I'll chain you to't elſeQQ. ln! . 

Rut. Make me a Dog⸗ Kennel, 8 
PI! keep your Houſe and bark, and feed e on a bare bos 
And be whipt out o' Doors, I; 
Do you mark me Lady? whipt: VS rr tdi 
II eat old Shocs. ; * 114 9 ; 
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| | Fat are, 77 
— in thisHouG1 am told 


There is a 8 er, of a goodly Perſon, 
And ſuch a — l could fee him, 


I yet remember him. 
Sul. Your buſineſs Sir, 
If it be for a Woman, ye are cozen'd, 
I keep none here. 
ee ny this is the Gentleman ; 


The very ſam 
or, any — nar rb me from this Bondage, 


Iwould Thraſh ſetup a Coblers-thop, keep Hogs, 
And feed with em, fell Tinder-boxes, 
And Knights of Gi nger-bread, Thatch for three 
Half pencea day, nd think it Lordly, 
From this baſeStallion trade: Wuy does he eye me, 
Eye me ſo narrowly? 
Dua. It ſeems you are troubled, Sir, 
T heard you ſpeak of want. 
Rur. Tis better hearing 
Far, than relieving, Sir. 
Dua. I do not think ſo, you know me not. 
Rur. Not yet that 1 remember. | 


* 


Dua. Youlſhall, and for your Friend: Iam beholding to Th. 


Greatly beholding, Sir; if you remember, 


You fought with ſuch a Man, they call'd Duarte, 


A proud diſtemper'd Man: He was my Enemy, 

My mortal Foe, you flew himfairly, nobly. 
Rur. Speak ſoftly Sir, you do not mean to 

I wiſht the Gallows, now tb'are coming fairly. 
Dua. Be confident, for as I live, I love you, 

And now you ſnall perceive it: For that ſervice, 

Me, and my Purſe command: There, take it to ye, 


Tis Gold, and no ſmall Sum, a thouſand Duckets, 


Supply your want. 
Rut. But do you do this faithfully ? 


Dua, If I mean ill, ſpit in my Face, andkick me: 
In what elſe may! ſerve YOU, Sir 
_ I = you, 


(ye, 


me. 
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This is as ſtrange to meh. hight eee, 
have a project, tis an heneſt "_ pi 
And now I'll tempt m n 
Dua. Trait me vi | 
Rut. Youare {ago 800 —f bag 
Tis but to c tter to a 
That ſav'd my Life once. 
Dua. That will be moſt 81 
| will do't with all care. 
Rut. Where are you, Wee 
Now luſty Blood, 
Come in, and tell your Mony : _ - 
'Tis ready here, no Threats, nor no Halo 
Nor Prayers now. 8 
Sul. Vou do not mean to leave me. 
Rut. I'll live in Hell ſooner than here, and cooler. 
Come quickly Fore: dſp3tcÞs this Air's unwholſome: : 
uickl uickly to't. 
Vo We Il, 07 — * | X 
The next Il fetter faſter ſure, — cloſer. (rake 1 = 
Rut. And pick his Bones, as you've done mine, Pox 
Dua. At my Lodging for a w hile, vou {hall he quarter a. 
And there take Phyſck for your Health. _ 
Rut. I thank ye, 
I have found my Angel now tao, if! Fa keep him. 
E Nene 


˙•jm¶— — _ — 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


Enter Rutilio and Duarte. 


Rut. VO U like the Letter? 
Dua. Yes, but I muſt tell you 

You tempt a deſperate hazard, to ſolicit | 
The Mother, (and the iey'd one too, is mmaur 'd) 
Of him you flew fo late 1. Wee 

Rut. I have told you | 1 
Some proofs of her Affection, 55 I know not wee; 
A nearer way to make her Sattskaction 
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For a loſt Son, than ſpeedily to help her ' 
To a | a] 69- one that will | 
Both Sons and Daughters, if ſhe be not b 
I have hada breathing,now, and have recover'd 
 Whatlloſt in my late ſervice, twas a hot one: 
It fired and fired me; but all thanks to you Sir, 
You have both freed and cool'd me. 

Dua. What is done Sir, 
I thought well done, and was in that rewarded, 
And therefore ſpare your thanks. „ 


Rut. Vil no more Whoring: | 

This fencing 'twixt a pair of Sheets, more wears one 
Than all the Exerciſe in the World beſides., 
To be drunk with good Canary, a meer Julip 
Or like Gourd- water to't; twenty Surfeits l 
Comeſhort of one Nights work there. If I get this Lady, 
As ten to one I ſhall, T was ne*er denied 
I will live wondrous honeſtly ; walk before her 
Gravely and demurely, 
And then inſtruct my Family; you are fad, - 
What do you muſe on, Sir? 85 
Dua. Truth I was thinkin I 
What courſe to take for the deliv ry of your Letter, 
And now I have it: But faith did this Lady 
(For do not gull your ſelf) for certain know, 
You kill'd her Son? | 

Rut. Give me a Book I'll ſwear't; _ 
Deny'd me to the Officers, that purſu'd me, 
Brought me herſelf tothe Door, then gave me Gold 
To bear my Charges, and ſhall I make doubt then 
But that ſhe lov'd me? I am confident, - 
Time having ta'en her Grief off, that I ſhall be 
Moſt welcome to her: For then to have woo'd her 
Had been unſeaſonable. a” 

Dua. Well Sir, there's more Mony, 
To make you handſom; I'll about your buſineſs : 
You know where you mult ſtay ? 


Rut. There you ſhall find me: | 
Would I could meet my Brother now, to know, 
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Whether r ud 
Has prov'd the better Friend. Exit. 
Dua. O who wou'd truſt | 
Deceiving Woman! Or believe that one 
The beſt, and moſt Canoniz d ever was 
More than a ſeeming Goodneſs? I cou'd rail now 
Againſt the Sex, and curſe it; but the Theam 
And Way's too common: Yet that Guitomasp 
My Mother, (nor let that forbid her to be 
The wonder of our Nation) ſhe that was 
Mark'd out the great Example, for all Matrons , 
Both Wife and Widow; ſhethat inmyBreeding * 
Expreſt the utmoſt of a Mother's care, > 22.4 
And tenderneſsto a Son; ſhe that yet feigns . 
Such Sorrow for me; good God, that this 2 
j After all this, ſhould give up to a Stran 
The wreak ſhe ow'd her Son; I fear her — . 
That he was ſav' d, much joys me, and grieve only ' 
That ſhe was his Preſerver. Pll try further, 
And by this Engine, find whether the Tears, 
Of which ſhe is ſo prodigal, are for me, oh 
Or us'd to cloak her Ebel Hypocriſie. [ Exzr. 
Enter Hippolyta and Sulpitia. | 
Are you afſur'd the Charm 1 
bl — —_ ? | hi ſt 
o you to me Now this very Inſtant © 
Health ke pn laſt leave of her; — paleneſs 
Like Winter, nips the Roſes and the Lilies, 0 
The Spring that Youth and Love adorn'd her Face with. 
To — — is beyond our Art, 
For I have prov'd all means that Hell has taught me, 
Or the walice of a Woman, which exceeds it, | 
To change Arnoldo's Love, but to no FF: 
But __ 2 r Bond- woman 
her pine and dye; 
She. n which like a brighter Sun 
Obſcures my Beams, I may ſhine out again, . 
And as I have been, beadmir'd and ſought to: 
How long has ſhe to live? 
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Sul. Lady, before 
The Sun twice riſe and ſet, be * Dinagh * 
She is but dead; Iknow my Charm hat h found her. 
Norcan the Goyernor's Guard, her Lover's Tears, 
Her Father's * his Pow's that freed — 
Defend her fr om it. 


Enter Tabulon. 
Zab. All chin have ſucceeded:  . 7 
As you could wiſh; I ſaw her brought lick home;. M4 


Thelmage of vale Death ftampt on her Fore-head. 


Let me +. this ſecond Hecaze , 
This great Commandrelis of the fatal Siſters, | | 
That as as ſhe pleaſes, can cut ſhort or lengthen 
The thread of Life. 

Hip. Where was the when the Iochancment. 
Firſt ſeiz d upon her ? 
Zab. Taking the freſh Air, 


In the company of the Governor, and Count 4 
Armoldo too was preſent with her Father, 
As the was giving thanks to the Governor, 
And Codio, tor her unexpected Freedom, 
Ak down, 
To their amazement. . 
Hip. "Tis thy Maſter-pi 
And with the hazard of thy Life, no more 
| Make tryal of thy pow'rful Art; which known 
Andbethy ſelf. 
r Governor, Clodio, and Charino- 


When, ina moment (ſo the Seryants told me) 

As if ſhe had been blaſted, 

Which1willſoreward, that . ſhalt fix here, 

r Off with this Magical Robe, 
Ful. Stand cloſe, you ſhall hear more. 


Man. You mult haye patience; all Rage is vain now, 


And Piety forbids, that we ſhould queſtion 
What is decreed above, or ask a reaſon 
Why Heav'n determines this or that way of us. 


Cod. Heav'n has no hand in't; tis a work of Hell. 


Her Life hath been ſo innocent, all her Actions 
So free from the ſuſpicion of Crime, 25 
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t 
As rather ſhe deſerves a Salnts place here; 

Than to endure, what now her Sweetneſs ſulfers. 2 
Char. Not for her Fault, but mine Sir, Zenocia ſuffers: 
The fin I made, when I for bt to raſe- down | $ 

Arnoldo's Love, built on a Rock of Truth, 
Now to the height is puniſh'd. I profeſs, * 
Had he no Birth, nor Parts, the preſent Sorrow 
He now expreſſes for her, does deſerve her 
Above all Kings, though ſuch had been his Ninas. 
Clod. All ancient Stories, of the Love of Husbands 
"Cr: The Talaof fe, ever be — . 
ar. The urtles, ever 
Or, for his ſake believ'd. org 
Man. | have heard, there has been 
Between ſome Married Pairs, ſuch Sympathy, 
That th'Husband has felt really the throws 
His Wiferhen Teeming ſuffers, this true Grief 
Confirms, *tis not Impoſſible. | 
Clod. We ſhall find 
Fit time for this hereafter; let's ak now 
All poſſible means to help her. 
Man. Care, nor Coſt, 
Nor what Phyſicians can do, ſhall be wanting; 
Make uſe of any Means or Men. 
Char. You are Noble. | Exeunt Man. Clod. ichn. 
Sul. Ten Colleges of Doctors ſhall not ſave her. 
Her Fate is in your Hand. 48th 
* Can I reſtore her? LIES 
tr ou command my Arr. e et 
dye my {elf firſt. | "4A 
And, yet Pl 8 2 her, and ſee 
This Miracle of Sorrow in Arneldo: © | 
And 'twere for me, I ſhould change places with her 
And dye moſt happy; ſuch a Lover's Tears . 
Were a rich Monument, but too good for her, 
Whoſe Miſery I glory in: Come Sulpizia, Wes 204098 BG 
You ſhall along with me, good Zabulon | 
Be not far off. 
Za. Iwill attend you, Madam. 
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Enter Duarte, E a Servant. 1 5 Ye 
| | Ser. I have ſerv'd you from my Youth, and ever T! 
| You have found me faithful: That you live's a Treaſure | 
| I'll lock up here; nor ſhall it be let forth, 


| But when you grve me warrant. | Ye 
: Dua. i rely 4 | W 
Upon thy Faith; nay, no more Proteſtations, Wi WI 

Too many of them will call that in Queſtion, N. 

Which now I doubt not: ſhe is there ? Ar 

Ser. Alone too, PO Tl 

But take it on my Life, your nanerminment, Sh 


Appearing as you are, will be but courſe, | 
For the up I ſhall undergo 1-49 


I am Fray 
— pokes me, Ill! ſtand the hazard. Exit Servant. Fe 


'The Silence that's obſerv'd, her cloſe Retirements, U 
No Viſitants admitted, not the Day; W 
Theſe ſable Colours, all Signs of true Sorrow, A 
Or hers is deeply counterfeit. I'Il look nearer, n 
Manners give leave — ſhe fits upon the ground; Ce 
By Heav'n ſhe weeps; my Picture in her Hand too; Tl 

She kiſſes it and weeps again. 
Enter Guiomar. * 

Gui. Who's there? | I 1 

Dua. There is no ſtarting back now, Madam. M 

| Gai. Ha, another Murderer! I'll not protect” thee, (T 
Though I have no more Sons. At 

Dua. Your Pardon, Lady, T 
There's no ſuch foul Fact taints me. * 

Gui. What makes thou here then? Ar 
Where are my Servants, do none but my Sorrows. 

Attend upon me? ſpeak, what brought chee hicher 70 In 

Dua. A will to give you Comfort. 

Gui. Thou art but a Man, Fe 
And 'tis beyond a human reach to do it: A: 
I thou cou'dſt raiſe the Dead our of their Graves, Be 

Bid Time run back, make me now what I was, Bu 
A happy Mother; gladly I would hear way H. 
But that's Impoſſibſe. Fe 


Dua. Pleaſe you but read this; 


* 


©” 


* 
You ſhall know better thert, why I am ſent, 
Than if I ſhould deliver it. 

Gui. From whom comes it? 


Dus. That will inſtru you. 1 ſuſpect this Stranger, 


Vet ſhe ſpake ſomething that holds ſuch Alliance 
With his Reports; I know not what to think ont; 
What a frown was there? ſhe looks me thro?, and thro”, 
Now reno now pauſes, and now ſmiles; 
ct there's more of Anger in't than Mirth, 

The are firan ge Changes; oh I underſtand it, 
he s full of 3 Thoughts. 

Gui. You are juſt, you Heav'ns, 
And never do — to hear their Pray'rs, | 
That truly y. pay their Vows, the defer'd Vengeance, 
For you and my words ſake ſo long defer'd, 
Under which as a Mountain my Heart groans yet 
When 'twas deſpaird of, now is offer'd:to'me; - 
And if I loſe it, I am both ways Guilty. | 
The Woman's Mask, Diſſimulation help me. (man, 


Come hither Friend, I am ſure you know the Gentie- | 


That ſent theſe Charms. | 
Dua. Charms, Lady? 
Gui. Theſe Charms; ö 

I well may call them ſo, they've won upon me, 

More than e' er Letter did; thou art his Friend, 

(The confidence he has in thee, confirms it) 

And therefore I'll be open breaſted to thee z 

To hear of him, thou yet I never ſaw him, 

Was moſt deſir' d of IT ler me e 

And then I Il fay 1 love him. 

Dua. All Men ſee, 

In this a Woman's Virtue. 
Gui. I expected, 

For the courteſie I did, long ſince to have ſeen him ; 

And though I then forbad it, you Men know, 

Betweenour Hearts and Tongues there's a large diſtance ; 

But I'll excuſe him, may be hitherto 

He has forborn it, in-reſpeQ my von 

Fell by his Hand. 

Dua. And er caſon, Lady. 
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Gui. No, he did me a plefſure in't, « tivtbus Fellow, 


And with that inſolent, not worth the owning z 
I have indeed kept a long folemn Sorrow, 
For my Friends take partly z but * 

For his long abſence. 

Dun. O the Devil: 

d There re 
Bid him be {| a Prieſt ſhall be r 
To tye the holy Knot; this Kiſs 1 ſend him, 

Deliver that, and bring him. | 
Dua. I am Dumb: 
A good Cauſe I have now, 25 4 good Sword; 
And ſomething 1 ſhall do. I wait upon you: || Exeunt, 
Enter Manuel, Charino, Arnoldo, Zenocia born in 
a Chair, two Doctors, and Clodio. 

Dock. Give her more Air, ſhe dyes elſe. 

Arn. O thou dread Pow'r, 

That mad'ſtthis All, and of thy Workmanſhip 
This Virgin Wife, the Maſter- piece, look down on het; 
Let her Mind's: Virtues, cloth'd i in this fair Garment, 
That worthily deſerves a better Name 

Than Fleſh and Blood, now ſue, and prevail for her. 
Or if thoſe are deny'd, let Innocence, 

To which all Paſſages in Heav'n ſtand open, 
Appear in her white Robe, before thy Throne; 
And mediate for her: Or it this Age of Sin 

Be worthy of a Miracle, the Sun 

In his diurnal Progreſs never faw 

So ſweet a Subject to imploy it on. | 

Man. Wonders are — Sir, we muſt work by means. 

Aru. Tis true, and ſuch reverend Phyſicians are; 
To you thus low I fall then; ſo may you ever 
Be itil'd the Hands of Heav'n, Nature's Reſtorers; 
| Get Wealth and Honours; and by your Succeſs, 

In all your Undertakings, propagate 
Vour great Opinion in the World, as now | 
Vou uſe your ſaving Art; for know, good Gentlemen, 
 Befides the Fame, and all that I poſſeſs, 

For a Reward, Poſterity ſhall land 
Indebted to vou, for (as Heav n forbid it) 


Shou'd 
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Shou' 4 my Zenocia dye, roBbitig this Ape 
Of all thax's or graceful, ſuc 
The Story of her pure Life not yet perf, 
Will ſuffer in the want of her 2 
Doct. Were all the World to with ber ws 
Can do no more, than what Art — Experience 
Give us Aſſurance of, we have usd all meats 
To find the cauſe of Her Diſeaſe, yet cannot; 
How ſhould we then, promiſe the Cute? n 
Arn. Away, 
I did belie you, when I charg'd you with 
The pow r of doing, ye are meer Names only, 
And ev'n your beſt Perfection, accidental; 
What ever Malady thou art, or Spirit, 
As ſome hold all Diſeaſes that afflict us, 
As Love already makes me ſenſible 


Of half her Suffetings, caſe her of her p . 
And let me ſtand che B Butt of thy fell el 


of 


And I will ſwear thou'rt merciful. WU 


DoR. Vaur Hand, Lady; 
What a ſtran 


Arn. She ſhall uſe nothing that is yours; my Sorrow 
Provides her of a better Bath, m my TIRE 4 4 hs 
Shall do that Office.” EEW © 


Zen. O my beſt Arnoldo ! e OSS 
The Trueſt of all Lovers! I would Vm; 
Were Heav'n ſo pleas'd, but to reward your Sorrow 
With my true Service; but fince that's denied me, 
May you live long and happy: Do not ſuffer . 
(By your Affection to me I conjure you) 

My Sickneſs to infect you; though much Love hx HE 
Makes you too Subject to it. 2 

Arn. In this only 5 
Zenocia wrongs her Servant; can the Body 
Subſiſt, the Soul departed? tis as eaſic 
As I tolive without you; I am your Husband, 

And long have been ſo, though our adverſe F ortune, 
Bandying us from one hazard to another, 

Wou'd never grant me fo much Happineſs, 

As to pay a Husband's debt; ; difpite of Fortune, mo 
n 
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In Death L Il follow you, ank guard mine own; 1 


And there enjoy what here my Fate forbids me. 
God. So true a ſorrow, and fo 2 | 
___ I never read off. 
. lam ftruck 
With 2 to behold it, as with pit. 
Char. If you that are a Stranger, ſuffer for them, 
tied) no further than Humanity 
| Leak you to ſoft compaſſion think, great * 
What of neceſſity I muſt ne | 
_ am a Father? 
eie yta, Zabulon, | and Sulpitia at the Door. 
Zab. Wait me reg I hold it ny #6 
Unit to have you ſeen; as I find cauſe, 
You ſhall proceed. — b 
Man. You are welcome, Lady. 
Hip. Sir, I come to do a charitable Office, 
How does the Patient? , 
Clod. You may enquire | 
Of more than one; for two are ſick, and deadly, 
He languiſhes in her, her health's W oh, 
And in hers, his. 
Hip. Tis a ſtrange ſpectacle, 
With what a Patience they ſit unmov'd? | 
Are they not dead already? 
Dock. By her Pulſe, 
She cannot laſt a Day. 
Arn. Oh by that Summons, 
I know my time too! 
Hip. Look to the Man. 
Cod. Apply 
Your Art, to ſave the Lady, preſerve * 
A Town is your Rew 
Hip. I'll treble it, 
In ready Gold, if you reſtore Arnoldo; 
For in his Death [ dye too. 
Cod. Without her 
am no more. 
Arn, Are you there, Madam: ? now 
You * fealt on my Miſeries * Coldneſs 


[ F "RN 


Se. 3 


In anſwering your Affectio „or Hardneſs, f | 
Give it what ame you pl ; e, you are reverig'd of, * 
For now you may perceive, our thread of Lite | 
Was ſpan together, and the poor Au | | | 
Made only to enjoy the beſt Zenocia, 11 1 | 
And not to ſerve the uſe of any other; | 
And in that ſhe may equal; my Lord Clad | 
Had long ſince elſe enjoyed her, nor could * | 
Have been ſo blind, as not to ſee your great k | | 


And many Excellencies far, far beyond 

Or bean Mo or my hopes; we are now 
Going our late E and together, 

Our only comfort we deſire, pray give it, 
Your Charity to ohr Aſhes, ſuch we mult be, 
And not to curſe our Memories. 5 


. 


Hip. T am much mov‚ . B. iner THI 2 
Clod. I am wholly overcome: All love to Women 
Farewel for ever; e er you dye, your pardon; | 
And yours Sir; had ſhe many years to live. 
Perhaps I might look on her, as a Brother, F201 
But as a Lover never; and ſince all | 
Your ſad misfortunes had Original 
From the barb'rous Cuſtom practis'd in my Country, 
Heav'n witneſs, for your ſake I here releaſe it. 
So to your memory, chaſte Wives, and Virgins, 
Shall ever pay their Vows. I give her to you 
And wiſh, ſhe were ſo now, as when my Luſt 
Forc'd you to quit the Country. 
Hip. It is in vain, | . 
To ſtrive with Deſtiny, here my Dotage ends. | 
Look up Zenocia, Health in me ſpeaks to you; | 
She gives him to you, that by divers ways ; XY 
So long has kept him from you: and repent not, % 11 
That you were once myServant, for which health; * - ? | 
in recompence of what I made you ſuffer, K 1223 886 
The hundred thouſand Crowns, the City owes me, 
Shall be your Do We.. | MET AR 
Man. *Tis a magnificent Gift, 
Had it been timely given 
Hip. It is, believe it- 1 { 
C | 
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380 The Cuſtom of the Country. _ 
| Enter a Servant, and Sulpitia. 
Sul. Madam. „ 
Hip. Quick, undo the Charm; 

Ask not a reaſon why; let it ſuffice, 

It is my will. a i 
Sul. Which I obey, and gladly. Exit. 
Man. Is to be married, ſayeſt thou? ‚ 

Ser. So ſhe ſays, Sir, AE” 

And does deſire your Preſence. * ' 

Man. And tell her Ill come. ej} 
Hip. Pray carry them to their Reſt; for though already, 
They do appear as dead, let my Life pay for't, N 


If they recover not. a LO ck 
| [They are born off in Chairs. 
Man. What you have warranted, _ 
Aſſure your ſelf, will be expected from you; 
Look to them carefully; and till the tryal, — 
Hip. Which ſhall not be above four hours. 
Man. Let me 5 ; 
Intreat your Companies: 'There is ſomething 
Of weight invites me hence. 
All. We'll wait upon you. I Ereum 
Enter Guiomar, and Servants. 
Gui. You underſtand what my directions are, 
And what they guide you to; the faithful promiſe 
You have made me all. | 2 
All. We do, and will perform it. 
Gui, The Governor will not fail to be herepreſently; 
Retire a while, till you ſhall find occaſion, 
And bring me word, when they arrive. , 


* 


All. We ſhall; Madam. 
Gu. Only ſtay you to entertain. 
1 Ser. J am ready. ae Tt 5/4 
Gui. I wonder at the bold, and practis'd Malice, 
Men ever haye o foot againſt our Honours, © 
That nothing we can do, never ſo virtuous, | 
No Shape put on ſo pious, no not think 
Wh hat a good is, be that good n&er ſo noble, 
Never fo laden with admir'd Example 
Bur ſtill we end in Luſt; our Aims, our Actions, . 
- Nay, even our Charities, with Luſt are branded Wy 


> 


4 * 
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Why ſhould this Stranger elſe, this wretched Stranger, 


Why ſhould he hope? He was not here an Hour, 
And certainly in that time, 1 may ſwear it, 

I gave him no looſe Look, I had no reaſon; ; 
Unleſs my Tears were Flames, my Curſes Courtſhips ; 
The killing of my Son, a Kindneſs to me. 
Why ſhould he ſend to me, or with what Safety 
(Examining the Ruin he had wrought me) _ © 
Though at that t me, my pious Pity found him, 

5 And my word fixt. I am troubled, ſtrongly troubled. 


Enter à Servant. 
Ser. The Gentlemen are come. W er $9 
. Gui. Then bid *em welcome I muſt retire. ¶Exir. 


Euter Rutilio, and Duarte. 1 

Ser. Vou are welcome, Gentlemen. 33 

Rut. Ithank you, Friend, I would fpeak with your Lady. 

Ser, I'll let her underſtanc. e 

Rut. It ſhall befit renn? [ Ex. Servant. 
How do I look, Sir, in this handſome trim? 3 
Methinks I am wondrous brave 

Dua. You are very decent. 

Rut. Theſe by themſelves, without more helps of Na- 
Would ſet a Woman hard; I know em all, 


Ill take her Eye, as ſoon as ſhe looks on me, , 
And if T come to ſpeak once, woe be to her, 
| have her in a Nooze, ſhe cannot ſcape me; 
[ have their ſeveral Laſts. | | 
Dua. You are throughly ſtudied, - 
But tell me, Sir, being unacquainted with her, 
As you confeſs you are | | 
r. That's not an hours work "14th 
I'll make à Nun forget her Beads in two hours: | 
Dua. She being ſet in Years, next none of thoſe luſter 8 
Appearing in her Eye, that warm the fancy; I 
or nothing in her Face, but handfom ruins; © 
Rur. love old Stories: Thoſelivebeliev'd, authentique, 
hen twenty of your modern Faces are call'd in, 
For new Opinion, Paintings, and Corruptions; 
4 n 9 C 2 , 


| Give 
Wy! 


*. 


W hoſe Life I fav'd at what dear Price ſticks here yet, 


ture, 


And where their firſt aims light; I'll lay my Head ont, 
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Give me an old confirm'd Face; beſides, ſhe ſav d me, 
She ſav'd my Life, have I not cauſe to love her? 
She's rich and of a conſtant State, a fair one, 
Have I not cauſe to woo her? I have tryed. fufficient 
All your young Phillies, I think this Back has try'd'em, 
And ſmarted for it too: They run away with me, 
Take Bitt between the Teeth, and play the Devils; 
A ſtayed pace now becomes my Years; a ſure one, 
Where I may fit and crack no Girths. 
Dua. How miſerable, 
If my Mother ſhould confirm, what I ſuſpe& now, 
Bora all human Cure were my condition ! 
Then I ſhall wiſh, this Body had berni too. 
Here comes the Lady, Sir. 
rer Guiomar. 
Rut. Excellent Lady, 
To ſhew I am a Creature, bound to your ſervice, 
And only yours | 
Gui. Keep at that diſtance, Sir; 
For if you ſtir—— , A — 
ERKReut. I am obedient. 
She has found non, I am for her turn, 
With what a greed 1 Hawks Eye ſhe beholds me? 
Mark how ſhe muſters all my parts. 
Gai. A goodly Gentleman, | 
Of a more manly ſet, I never look'd on. (of em. 
Rut. Mark, — of Eyes ſtill; mark but the carriage 
Gui. How happy am I now, ſince my Son tell, 
He fell not by a baſe unnoble Hand? 
As that ſtill troubled me; how far more h 
Shall my Revenge be, ſince the Sacrifice, 
I offer to his Grave, ſhall be both worthy 
A Sou's untimely loſs, and a Mother's ſorrow?! 
Rut. Sir, Jam made believe it; ſhe is mine own, 
L told you What a Spell L carried with me, 
All this time does ſhe ſpend in contemplati | 
Of that unmatch'd, delight: I 2 7 be chankiſto yes WE, 
And if you pleaſe to know:my Houſe, to uſe it; | W. 
To take it for your own. | : 


Gui, Who waits without there? 
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Entrr Guard, and Servants, they ſeize upon Rutilio 
dad bid bm. a." 
Rut. How now? What means this, Lady? 
Gui. Bind him faft. e | 8. 
Rut. Are theſe the Bride-laces you prepare for me? 
The colours that you give? 4 
Dua, Fye Gentle Lady, 
This is not noble dealing, 
Gui. Be you ſatisfied, 3 | 
It ſeems you are a Stranger to this meaning, 
You ſhall not be ſo long. „ I PII 
Rur. Do you call this wooing— ls there no end of Wo- 
Muſt I needs fool into mine own Deſtruftion? 
Have I not had fair warnings, and enough roo? 
Still pick the Devil's Teeth? You are not mad, Lady; 
Do I come fairly, and like a Gentleman, 
To offer you that Honour? 
Gui. You are deceiv'd, Sir, } 
You come beſotted, to your own Deſtruction: 
i ſent not for you; what Honour can ye add to me, 
That brake that Staff of Honour, my Age lean'd on? 
That rob'd me of that right, made me a Mother? 
Hear me, thou wretched Man, hear me with terror, 
And let thine own bold folly ſhake thy Soul, 
Hear me pronounce thy Death, that now hangs o'erthee, 
Thou deſperate Fool; who bad thee ſeek this ruin? 
What mad unmanly Fate, made thee diſcover 
Thy curſed Face to me again? Was't not enough 
To have the fair Protection of my Houſe, _ -- 
When Miſery and Juſtice cloſe purſued thee? / 
When thine own bloody.Sword cryed out againſt thee, 
Hatcht in the life of him? Yet I forgave thee. 
My Hoſpitable word, even when IfW | 
The goodlieſt Branch of all my Blood lopt from me, 
Did I not ſeal ſtill to thee? | ' 
Rur. Lam gone. Sf? 
Gui. M when thou went'ft, to Imp thy Miſery, 
Did I not give thee means? But hark ungrateful, 
Was it not thus? To hide my Ee and fly me? 
To keep thy Name for ever from my Memory? 
Ene Cc 3 Thy 
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Thy curſed Blood and Kinditd? did 1 not ſwear alien, 
If ever, (in this wretched Life thou hat left * 
Short and unfortunate,) I ſaw thee again, 
Or came but to the Knowledge where thou wandredit, 
To call my Vow back, and purſue with Vengeance, 
With all oli Miſeries a Mother ſuffers?  /- 

Rut. 1 was born to be hang'd, there's no avoiding it. 

Gui. And dar'ſt thou with this Impudence appear here? 
Walk like the winding Sheet my Son was put in, 

Stand with thoſe Wounds? 

Dua. I am happy now again; . 
Happy the hou 40 fell to find a Mother, 
So pious, good, and excellent in Sorrows. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. The Governor's come in. *- 
Gui. O let him enter. tunes, 
Rut. I have fool'd my ſelf a fair thred of all my For- 
This ſtrikes me molt; not that I fear to periſh, 
But that this unmannerly Boldneſs has brought me to it. 
Euter Governor, Clodio, and Charino 
Gov. Are theſe fit Preparations for a Weddings Lady? 
I came prepar'd a Gueſt. | 
Gai. O give me Juſtice; ; 
As ever you will leave a virtuous Name, 
Do Jules Juſtice, Sir. 
Gov. You need not ask it, 
] am bound to it. 
Gui. Juſtice upon this Man 
That kill'd my Son. 1 
Gov, Do you confeſs the Act? 
Rut. Yes, Sir, 
Cod. Rurilio ? 
Cha. Tis the ſame. 
Al d. How fell he thus? 

Here will be Sorrow for the good Arnoldo. 
Gov. Take heed Sir what you ſay. - jo og 1. - 
Rur. I have weigh'd it well. 

I am the Man, nor is it Life I ſtart-at 3 Pot - 
Only I am unhappy I am poor, 


9 in OR 0 Ee there I am wretched, | Ag 
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That I have not two Lives ent me for his Sacrifice? 
One for her Son, another for her Sorrows. 
FRExccllent Lady, now rejoyce again, Wen et #1 
Tor though I cannot think, you're pleas'd in Blood, 
Nor with that greedy thirſt purſue your Vengeance; 
| Frhe tenderneſs, ev'n in thoſe Tears denies that; 
vet let the World believe, you lov'd Duarte, 
he unmatcht Courteſies you have done my Miſeries, 
I 3 \V ithout this forfeit to the Law, would charge me 
Io tender you this Life, and proud twou'd pleaſe you | 
Gui. Shall I have Juſtice? - 8 
Gov. Les. a 
Rut. I'll ask it for ye, | 
ru follow it my ſelf, againſt my ſelf. | 
| Sir, 'tis moſt fit I dye; diſpatch it quickly, 
| The monſtrous burthen of that grief ſhe labours with 
Will kill her elſe, then Blood on Blood lyes on me; 
Had I a thouſand Lives, I'd give em all, af 
Before I would draw one 'Tear more from that Virtue, 
Gui. Be not too cruel Sir, and yet his bold Sword 
But his Life cannot reſtore that, he's a Man too 
Of a fair promiſe, but alas my Son's dead, 
If 1 have Juſtice, muſt it kill him? Gov. Ves. 
Gui, If L have not, it kills me; ſtrong and goodly ! 
= Why ſhould he periſh too? | : 
Gov. It lies in your Pow'r, nd 
Lou only may accuſe him, or may quit him, 
uod. Be there no other Witneſſes? 
Gui. Not any. Long 
And if I fave him, will not the World proclaim, 
I have forgot a Son, to ſave a Murderer? 
And yet he looks not like one, he looks manly. 
= Hip. Pity ſo brave a Gentleman ſhould periſli. 
She cannot be ſo hard, ſo cruel hearted. 
Gui. Will you pronounce? yet (tay a little, Sir. 
Rut. Rid your Elf, Lady, of this Miſery, 
And let me go; I do but breed more Tempeſts, 
Wich which you are already too much ſhaken. 


Gui, Do now, pronounce; I will not hear. 
Dua. You ſhall not, 
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Yet turn and ſee, good Madam. Pn 
Gov. Do not wonder. | | 

Tis he, reſtor'd again, thank the good Doctor, 
Pray do not ftand amaz'd, it is Duarte, 
Is well, is ſafe again. | 

Gui. O my ſweet Son, | 
I will not preſs my wonder now with Queſtions------ 
Sir, Tam ſorry for that Cruelty 7 | 
I urg'd againſt you. 

Nit. Madam, it was but Juſtice. 

Dua. Tis true, the Doctor heal'd this Body again, 
But this Man heal'd my Soul, made my Mind perfect, 
The good ſharp Leſſons his Sword read to me, ſav d me; 

For which, if you lov'd me, dear Mother, 

Honour and loye this Man. 

Gui. You ſent this Letter? 

Rut. My boldneſs makes me bluſh now. 

Gui. I'll wipe off that, 8 
And with this kiſs, I take you for my Husband, 
Your wooing's done, Sir; | believe you love me, 
And that's the wealth I look for now. 

Rut. You have it. 

Dua. You have ended my gefire to all my wiſhes. 
Gov. Now, *tis a Wedding again. And if Hippolyta 
Make good, what with the hazard of her Life 

She undertook, the Evening will ſet clear. 
After a ſtormy Day. 
Enter Hippolyta, and Leopold, leading Arnoldo, and 
| Lenocia, with Zabulon, and Sulpitia. 
Char. Here comes the Lady. 
uod. With fair Zenocia, 
Health with Life again 
Reſtor'd unto her. 
Zen. The gift of her goodneſs. | 
Rur. Let us embrace, I am of your order too, 
And though I once deſpair'd of Women, now 
I find they reliſh much of Scorpions, F 
For both have ſtings, and both can hurt, and cure too; 
But what have been your Fortunes? ag 
Arn. We'll defer | 
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Our — and at time more fit, relate it. "i 


Now all that reverence Virtue, and in that n 
Zenocia's Conſtancy, and perfect Love, 
Or for her ſake Arnoldo, fin with us 
In th* Honour of this Lady. 

Cha. She deſerves it. 

Hip. Hippolyte's Life ſhall make that good hercafter, 
Nor will J alone better my ſelf, but others: 
For theſe whoſe wants perhaps have made their Aﬀtiong | 
Not altogether Innocent, {hall from me | 
Be ſo ſupplied, that need ſhall not compel them 
To any courſe of Life, but what the Law r 
Shall give allowance to. 

Zab. and Sulp. Your Ladiſhip's Creatures. 

Rur. Be ſo, and no more you Man-huckſter. 

Hip. And . Leopold, you that with ſuch fervour 
So long have ſought me, and in that deſerv'd me, 
Shall Sa find full Reward for all your Travels, 
Which you have made more dear by patient ſufferance. 
And though my violent Dota 1185 did tranſport me, 
Beyond thoſe Bounds, my Modeſty ſhould have kept in, 
Though my Deſires were looſe, from unchaſt Art 
Heav'n knows I am free. 

Leop. The thought of that's dead to me; 
1 3 take your Offer. 

ut. Do ſo, Sir, 

A piece of crackt Gold ever will weigh down 
Silver that's whole. 

Gov. You ſhall be all my Gueſts, 
I muſt not be deny'd. 

Arn. Come my Zenocia, 
Our Bark at length has found a quiet Harbour; 
And the unſpotted Progreſs of our Loves 
Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward, 
To Inſtruct others, by our fair Example; Pp 
That though good Purpoſes are long withſtood, - 


The Hand of Heay'n till WY ſuch as are good. | 
| [Exeunt omnes. . 
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The EPILOGUE. 
VE eee to a Play, 

I know no Cauſe : The 21d nd uſual 4 
For which they were made, was tu entreat the Grace 
F ' Of ſuch as were Spectators In this Place, 
| And Time, *tis t0 no purpoſe ; for I know [+1 
What you reſolve already to beſtow, | ZE 
Will not be alter'd, whatſoe'er J 105. Felt 
In the behalf of us, and of the Play; 
Only to quit our doubts, if you think fit, 
Ton may, or cry it up, or Silence it. 


Another EPILOGUE. 


. I Spake much in the Prologue for the Play, % 
1 To its Deſert, I hope; yet you might ſay 
Should I change nom from that, which then was meant, 
Or in a Hllable grow leſs confident, 
T were weak-bearted: I am ſtill the ſame 
In my Opinion, and forbear to frame 
Qualification, or Excuſe: If you | 
Comcur with me, and bold Fang Tere zrue, 
Shew 1t with any Sign, EN om this Place, 


Or ſend me off Exploded, of with Grace. 
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PROLOGUE 


|| that it would take from our Modeſty, 
To praiſe the Writer, or the Comedy, 
Till your fair Suffrage crown it: T ſbould ſay, 
lou're all moſt welcome to no uulgar Play; 
And ſo far we are confident : And if be 
That made it, ſtill lives in your Memory; 
lou will expect what we preſent to Night, 
Should be judg d worthy of your Ears and Sight. 
Jou ſball bear Fletcher in it; his true ſtrain, 
And neat Expreſſions ; living be did gain 7 
Tour good Opinions; but now dead commends 
This Orphan to the Care of noÞle Friends; 
And may it raiſe in you Content and Mirth, 
And be receiv'd for a legitimate Birah. _ 
Tour Grace eretts new Trophies to his Fame, | 
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Lewis, a Lord. 


Miratnont; 4 Gentleman, _ © 
Brifac, a Jaſtice, B rothen ro Miramont. 


Charles, 4 Scholar 
Euftace, a Courtier 5 Sons 40 Briſac. 


ce two e Friends fo Euſtace. 


3 Servant 10 Charles. 


Cook 
Butler, F Servants Fo Briſac. is 
Prieſt. n 
—. 4 e e ee e > 
Officers. a | l ** 
HONED * 
WOMEN. * 
Angellina, Dangbre- fo Lewis. D e an eee 
6 Sylvia, Her Woman. 1 * | 14% SHE? e Fac. 


Lilly, Wife to de ODE 


Ladies. 63% vo wet ans of 
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L. E c TONI. 
Woult f thou all Wit, all Comick Art + ſurvey 7 ? 
Read here and wonger F * writ "wo Play. 
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Elder Brother. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Lewis, Angellina, and Sylvia. 


[ 


LEWIS. 


A, I muſt walk you farther. 
VEE FE Ang. I am tyr'd, Sir, 
gr And ncer ſhall foot it home. 
Loew. Tis for your Health; 
The want of exerciſe takes from your 
Beauties, 
And ſloth dries up your Sweetneſs: That you are 
My only Daughter, and my Heir, is granted; 
And you in thankfulneſs muſt needs acknowledge 
You ever find me an indulgent Father, 
And open handed. Ang. No or can you tax me, Sir, 1 
| hope, for want of Duty to deſerve 
Theſe favours from you. Lew. No, my Angellina, 
I love and cheriſh thy Obedience to me, 
Which my care to es thee, ſhall confirm : ; 
All that T aim at, is to win thee from 
U ne Fi ractiee of an idle fooliſh State | 
y great Women, who think any Labour, 
0 Though in the ſervice of themſelves) a blemith 


To 
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To theit fair Fortunes. Ang Make me underſtand, Sir, 
What tis you point at. Lew. At the cuſtom, how 
Virgins of wealthy Families waſte their Vouth; 
After a long ſleep, when you wake, your Woman 
Preſents your Breakfaſt, then you fleep again, 
Then riſc, and being trimm'd up by other Hands, 
You're led to Dinner, and chat endl cither 
To Cards or to your Couch (as if you were | 
Born without motion) after this to Supper, | | 
And then to Bed; And ſoyour Life runs round |! 
Without variety, or action, Paughter. | 
Hl. Here's a Learn'd Lecture | 
Lew, From this Idleneſs, © N 
Diſcaſes, both in Body, and in Mind. 
Grow ſtrong upon you; where a ſtirring Nature, 
With whol eie guards both from Danger 
I'd have thee riſe with the Sun, walk, dance, or hunt, 
Viſit the Groves and Springs, and learn the virtues 
Of Plants and Simples: Do this moderately, 
And thou ſhalt not, with eating Chalk, or Coles, 
Leather and Oatmeal,” and fuck other Tran, 
Fall into the Green-ſickneſs. H. With your pardon” 
Were you but pleas d to miniſter it) I cou'd | ö 
Preſcribe a Remedy for my Lady's Health, 
And her Delight too, far tranſcending thoſe 
Your Lordſhip but now mention d. 
Lew. What is it, Silvia? g — 
Sy]. What is't? a noble Husband: In that Word, 2 
Noble Husband, all content of Woman 
Is wholly comprehended; he will rouſe her 
As you fir, with the Sun; and ſo pipe to her, FE 
As ſhe will dance, nc'er doubt it; and hunt with her, 
Upon occaſion, until both be ee TW 
And then the Knowledge of your Plants and Simples, 
As 1 take it, were ſuperfluous. A loving, 4 
And, but add to it, a gameſome Bedfellow, - ba 
Being the ſure Phyſician. Lew. Well ſaid, Wench. 
| Ang. And who gave you Commiſſion to deliver 
Your Verdict, Minion ? Sy. I deſerve a Fee, 
And not a Frown, dear I but ſpeak: rler 
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— eee by Lord, apd what her - 2 
efuſes to give Voice to. She no Merey N 75 2 

1 o a Maidenhead of fourteen, but off with 't: 12 

Let her loſe no time, Sir; Fathers that deny . 

Their Daughters lawful pleaſure, when ripe for them, 

In ſome kinds edge their Appetites to taſte of 

The Fruit that is forbidden. Lew. *Tis well urg d, 

And I a e it: No more bluſhing, Ages 

oman hath ſpoke Truth, an red 


Th ſo preven | 
What I meant to move to thee. "There dwells near us 

A Gentleman of Blood, Monſieur Briſac, 

Of a fair Eſtate, fix thouſand Crowns per annum, 

The happy Father of two ho Wer Sons, 

Of different g; 9 

a 


ry a meer Scholars 


The Younger, 


Ang. Sir, I know 2 | 

By public F ame, though yet I never aw them; 

And that oppos d Antipathy between 

Their various Diſpoſitions, renders them 

The general Diſcourſe and Argument; 

One part inclining to the Scholar Charles, 

The other fide perferring Enſtace, as 

A Man comp 515 in Courtſhip. Lew. And which way 

(If of theſe — ou were to chuſe a Husband) | 

Doth your Af ion ſway you? Ang. To be plain, Sir, 

Since you will teach me Boldneſ ) as they are 

Simply themſelves, to neither: Let a Courtier | 

* never ſo a i him * with - 
ll that yield him to a Virgin gracious 3 

If N on others, and ſtand not 

On his own Bottoms, thou * have the means 

To bring his Miſtreſs to a Maſque, or by 

Conveyance from ſome great ones Lips, to taſte _ 

Such favour from the King's: Or grant he or WY 

| Precedency in the Country, to be {worn 

A Servant Extraordinary to the Queen; 

Nay, though he live in Expectation of 

Some huge Preferment in Reverſion; iti 

He want a preſent Fortune, at the beſt 

Thoſe are but glorious Dreams, and only * him 
Vor. I. Dd F 
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A. happineſs in poſſe, not in gſe: en 
Nor 5 they fetch him gil 
Diſcharge a Tailor's Bill, nor in full plenty, 
W hich {till preſeryes a quiet Bed ar hamo, 
Maintain à Family. Lem. Aptly conſider'd, 

And to my/wiſh : But what's thy Cenſure of 
The Scholar? ng. Troth, if he be nothing elſe, 
As of the Cournierz all his Songs, and Sannets, -  - | 
His Anagrams, Acroſticks, Epigrams, 
His deep and Philoſophical Diſcourſe - 1 
Of Nature's hidden Secrets, makes not up 
A perfec Husband; he can hardly borrow r 
The Stars of the Celeſtial Crown to make me 
A Tire for my Head; nor Charles's Wain for a Coach, 
Nor Ganymede for a Page, nor a rich Go. . n | 
From Funs's Wardrobe; nor wow'd I lye in, 

For I deſpair not once to be a Mother 


Under Heav'ns ſp Canopy, or et 
with imagin d — 


My Gueſts and Gol 
Pure Orleans would pm better z no, no, Father, 


Though I cou'd be well pleas'd to have = Husband 
A Courtier, and a Scholar, y „ and valiant, 
Theſe are but gawdy Si i there be not ; 
Something to make a Subſtance. Lew. And what's that? 
A. A full Eſtate 3 and that faid, I've faid all; 
And get me ſuch a one with. theſe Additions, | 
Farewel Virginity, and welcome W cdlock. _ 

Lew. But where is ſuch one to be met with, Daughter? 
A black Swan is more common, you may wear 
Grey Treſſes e er we find him. Ang. I am not 
So punctual in all Ceremonies, I Will bate | 

Two or three of theſe good parts, before/1'tl dwell 
Too long upon the choice. 1 

Sy. Only, my Lord, remember, 161560 
That he be Rich and Active, for without theſe, 
The others yield no rolth, but theſe p 
You muſt bear with ſmall Faults, am. 

Lew, Merry Wench, - 
And it becomes you well; I'll to Briſac, | Fd 
Ad iry what may be done: ich“ mean time, * ad 
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| And feaſt thy Though hts with th cleafines of a Bride. 
Ol. Thoughts are ne 


SCENE I. | 
Enter Andrew, Cook, and Butler, 


And. Unload part of the L „and make room 
For th'other dozen of Carts PII t at be with you. 
Cook, Why, hath he more Books? 

And. More than ten Marts ſend over. 

But. And can he tell their names? 

And. Their names! he has em 
As perfect as his Peter Nofter, bur that's goth 
Has read them over leaf three thouſand times; 
But here's the wonder, their weight wou'd ſink 
A Spaniſb Carrack, without other Ballaſt, 
He carrieth them all in his Head, and yet | 
He walks upright. But. 4 he has > flrong Brain. 

And. alch Pipes ine Were bild with Books, 
Made of the 2255 we N or Myſteries writ 
In old moth- eaten Vellam, he 1 fip thy Cellar 
Ie dry, and ſtill be thirſty : Then for's Diet, 

eats and digeſts more Volumes at a meal, 
Than there e though the Sky ſhould fall, 
Devour'd in a month in Paris + vet fear not (mach 
Sons o* th” Buttery, and Kitchi t his learn'd Sto- 
Cannor be ap ps. he'll ſeldom tr le you, | 
r . TT: you Blacks 1 1 
Flagons; t d, thy Roſt, th 

o 

And. Not as other Men do, 
Few Princes fare like him; he breaks his faſt 
With Ariftorle, dines with Is 


67 takes 23 

His watering, with the Auſes, ſups with Liw, + 

Then walks a turn or two in Via Lala, 

And, after fix hours Conference with the Stars, 

Sleeps wich old Erra Pater. But. This is atinibable- | 
. Il tell vou more hereafter. Here smy old Maſter 

And another old! | 


ignorant Elder, Fll upon em. 
D d 2 Buer 
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Euter Briſac, and Lewis. ( peak Andrey, 
Bi. What Andrew ? welcome, where's my Charles? 
Where didſt thou leave thy Maſter? Aud. Contemplating 
The number of the Sands in the High-way, © - 
And from that, purpoſes to make a Judgment 
Of the remainder in the Sea: He is, Sir, 
In ſerious Study, and will loſe no minute, | 
Nor out of 's pace to Knowledge. Lew, This is ſtrange. 
And. Yet he hath ſent his Duty, Sir, before him 
In this fair Manuſcript. Bri. What have we here? 
Pot-hooks and Andirons! And. I much pity you, 
It is the Syrian Character, or the Arabick. 
Wou'd you have it ſaid, fo great and deep a Scholar 
As Mafter Charles is, ſhould ask bleſſi 1 
In any Chriſtian Language? Were it Greek, 
I could interpret for you, but indeed 
I'm gone no farther. Bri. And in Greek you can 
Lie with your ſmug Wife Lilly. And. If I keep her 
From your French Dialect, as I hope I ſhall, Sir; 
However ſhe is your Landreſs, ſhe ſhall put you 
To the charge of no more Soap than uſual 
For th* waſhing of your Sheets. Bri. Take in the Knave, 
And let him eat. And. And drink too, Sir. | 

Bri, And drink too, Sir, | | 
And ſee your Maſter's Chamber ready for him. 

But. Come, Doctor Andrew without Diſputation 
Thou ſhalt Commence i'the Cellar. And. I had rather 
Commence on a cold Bak'd Meat. 

Cook. Thou ſhalt ha'r, Boy. [ Exennt. 

Bri. Good Monſieur Lewts, I eſteem my (elf 
Much honaur'd in your clear intent, to joyn 
Our ancient Families, and make them one; 
And 'twill take from my Age and Cares, to live 

And ſee what you have purpos'd put in act, 
Of which your Viſit at this preſent is 
A hopeful Omen; I each minute expecting 
The arrival of my Sons; I have not wrong'd 
Their Birth for want of Means and Education, 
To ſhape them to that courſe each was addicted; 
And therefore that we may proceed diſcreetly, 
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A at's concluded raſhly ſeidom proſpers, = 
You firſt ſhall take a ftri& Perufa RD” 3 
And then from your allowance, your fair Daughter 
May faſhion her Affection. Lew. Monſicur Briſac, 
You offer fair and nobly, and I'll meet you 
In the ſame line of, Honour; and I hope, 

Being bleſt but with one Daughter, I ſhall not 
Appear impertinently curious, 8 

Though, with my utmoſt 3 and Study, 

] labour to beſtow her to her Worth: | 

Let others ſpeak her Form, and future Fortune 

From me deſcending to her ; I in thar 


Sit down with ſilence. Bri. You may, my Lord, ſecurely, 


Since Fame aloud proclaimeth her Perfections, 
Commanding all Mens Tongues to ſing her Praiſes; 
Should I ſay more, you well migtit cenſure me 
(What yet I never was) a Flatterer. E 
What trampling's that without of Horſes? 
ty Enter Butler. 
But. Sir, my young Maſters are newly alighted. 
Bri. Sir, now obſerve their ſeveral Diſpoſitions. 
Enter Charles. | 
Char. Bid my Subſiſer carry my Hackney to theButt'ry, 
And give him his Bever; it is a civil 
And ſober Beaſt, and will drink moderately ; 
And that done, turn him into the N 
Bri. He cannot out of his Univerſity tone. 
' Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowly. _ 
Euſt. Lackey, take care our Courſers be well rubb'd, 


And cloath'd, they have outſtripp'd the Windin 3 : 
W! 


Lom. Ay marry, Sir, there's metal in this young Fe 
What a 8 — 47 his elder Brother bis * , 
Char. Your Bleſſing, Sir? Bri. Riſe charles, thou haſt it. 
EFuſt. Sir, though it be unuſual in the Court, 
Since 'tis the Country's Garb) I bend me Knee, 
And do expect what follows. Bri. Courtly begg' d. 
My Bleſſing, take it. | cl 
Euſt. (to Lew.) Your Lordſhip's vow'd Adorer- 
What a thing this Brother is! Vet I'll vouchſafe him 
The new Italian Shrug— How clowniihiy 


_ The Elder Brother. © 
The Bookwwajny they TT. 
ar. I'm glad ye are well. 4 
'  Euſt. Pray you be happy in the Knowledge o 
This pair of accompliſh'd Monſieurs, #5 
They are Gallants that have ſeen both Tropicks. 
Bri. I embrace their Love. Meg oh 
Egre. Which we'll repay with ſervice. |. } 
Cow. And will report your Bounty in the Court. 
Bri. I pray you make deſerving ule on't firſt. 
Euſtace, give entertainment to your Friends, 
What's in my Houſe is theirs. 
Euft. Which we'll make uſe a; | 
Let's warm our Brains with half a dozen Healths, | 
And then, hang cold Diſcourſe, for we Il ſpeak Fire- works. 


[Ereunt. 
Lew. What, at his Book already? 
Bri. Fye, fye, Charlos, i 
No hour of Interruption ? Char, Plato differs 
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come lay them by, 
Let them agree at leiſure. Char. Man's Life, Sir, being 
So ſhort, and then the way that leads unto _ 
The knowledge of our ſelycs, ſo long and tedious, 
Each minute Fould be precious. Bri. In our care 
To manage worldly buſineſs, you muſt part with 
This Bookiſh Contemplation, and prepare 
Your ſelf for Action; to thrive in this Age, 
Is held the Palm of Learning. You muſt ſtudy 
To know what part of my Land's good for the Plough, 
And what for Paſture ; how to buy and ſell _ 
To the beſt Advantage; how to cure my Oxen 
When they're o'er-grown with labour. 
bar. I may do this | ; | 
From what I've read, Sir; for what concerns Tillage, 
Who better can deliver it than Virgil 
In his Georgicks ? and to cure your Herds, 
His Bucolicks is a Maſter- piece; but when 
He does deſcribe the Common-wealth of Bees, 
Their Induſtry and Knowledge of the Herbs, 
From which they gather Honey, with their care 
To place it with decorum in the Hive, 
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x + heir Government among themſelves, their order 
In going forth and comin —_— heme, 

Their bedience totheir „ and his Rewards 
To ſuch as labòur, with his uniſhments | 
Only inflicted on the fl6athful Drone, 

I'm raviſhed with ir, and there reap 12 

And there receive the . my Cane — 
And there find Wax and Honey. Bye. Anda grow rich 
In your Imagination; Heyilay, heyday, 
Gemgicks, and Bucblicł e, and Bees! Art mad? 

Char. No Sir, the knowledge of theſe guard mee frotm it. 
Bri, But can you find among your bundle of Books, 
(And put in all your Dictionaries that ſpeak all Tougues) 

What Pleaſures they enjoy, that do embrace | 
A well ſhap'd wealthy Bride? Anſwer tne that. 

Char. *Tis frequent Sir in — there 1 read cod 
All kind of virtuous and vitious 
The antient Spartan Dames, and — Ladies 
Their Beauties, and Deformities, and when 1 
I tight upon a Portia of Cornelis, neſz, 
Crown'd with tl-ourihing ave of Truth and Good: 
With ſuch a feelin ng 1 pe petule their Fortunes, 
As if Ithen had'liv'd, and freely taſted 
Their raviſhing ſweetneſs; at the preſent loving 
The whole Sexf6t their Goodneſs and Example. 
But on the cotittary, when 1 ook bile ta 
A Chrewineſtra"ot a Tullia,--—-* FAT 
The firſt bath d in her Husband's Blood 3, the ater 
Without a touch of Piety, driving on 
Her Chariot o er her Fathers breathleſs Trunk 5 
Horror invades my Faculties; and comparing 
The multitudes oi th* Guilty; with the few 
They did dye Innocents, I deteſt; and loath em, 
As Ignorance or Atheiſm. Bri” Nou reſolve then 
Ne'er to make payment of the Debt you ene. 
Char. What Dedt,g ood Sir? 1 1. 

Bri. A Debt I paid my Father 
When | begat thee, — 1 biin a Greadfhs, 7 
Which 1 cipet fromyou- Char. The an Lin, 

Which 1 will leave to all Poſterit yr 
2 D d 4 : be. 
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Begot and brought up by my painful Studies, 
Sal be my living ihe? Bre. Very well, 

And I ſhall have a general Collection EE | 
Of all the Quiddits from Adam to this time 
To be my Grandchild. Char. And ſuch a one I hope, Sir, 
As ſhall notſhame the Family. Bri. Nor will you 
Take care of my Eſtate. Char. But in my wiſhes, 

For know Sir, that the Wings on which my Soul 
ls mounted, have long ſince born her too high | 
To ſtoop to any Prey, that ſoars not upwards. -— 

Sordid and dunghil Minds compos'd of Earth, 

In that groſs Element fix all their Happineſs ; - 

But purer Spirits, purg*d and refin'd, ſhake off 
That clog of human Frailty; give me leave 
T*enjoy my ſelf, that place that does contain 
My Books, the beſt Companions, 1s to me 
A glorious Court, where hourly I converſe 
With the old Sages and Philoſophers, 

And ſometimes for variety, I confer _ 

With Kings and Emperors,. and weigh their Counſels, 4 
Calling their Victories, if unjuſtly got, 

"Unto a ſtrict accompt, and in my Fancy, 

Deface their ill plac'd Statues.” Can I then 

Part with ſuch conſtant pleaſures, to imbrace 
Uncertain vanities? No; be it your care 

T' augment your heap of Wealth; it ſnall be mine 

T'encreaſe in Knowledge Lights there for my 1 
Fu 72 . | l t 


Bri. Was ever Man, that had Reaſon, thus tranſported } 
From all ſenſe and feeling of his proper good? _ 
It vexes me, and if I found not comfort 
In my young Euftace, 1 might well conclude | 
y Name were at a Period! Lew. He's indeed Sir 
The ſurer baſe to build on. * 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, Cowſy, and Andrew. 
Bri. Euſtace. f AT $600 
Euft. Sir. - SET IONS 35 3 
Fri. Vou are in private. And. I ſuſpect my Maſter 
Hias found harſh welcome, he's gone ſupperleſs 
Into his Study; cou'd I find out the cauſe, 
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It may be borrewing ot hin Books, or ſo, . 
I ſhall be ſatisfi'd. - Euſt. My Duty ſhall, Sir, 7 
Take any Form you pleaſe, and in your Motion 
To have me married, you cut off all dangers __ 
The violent heats of Youth might bear me to- 
Lew. It is well anſwer d. Euft Nor ſhall you, my Lord, 
Nor your fair Daughter, ever find juſt Cauſe | 
To mourn your choice of me; the name of 
Nor the Authority it carries in it, | 
Shall ever teach me to forget to be Af Io 
As Tam now her Servant, and your Lordſhip'sz 
And but that Modeſty forbids, that I . - 
Should ſound the 12 my own * 
I cou d ſay my choice ers have been ſuch _ 
As render me lov'd and remarkable 
To th' Princes of the Blood. 
Cow, Nay to the King. 
Egre. Nay to the King and Council- 
And. Theſe are Court Admirers, 
And ever eccho him that bears the Bag, 
Though I be dull Ey'd, I ſee through this jugling. 
Fal. Then for my hopes. * 77 BY | 
Cm, Nay certainties. Euſt. They ftand 1 
As fair as any Man's. W hat can there fall WOE”; 
In compaſs of her wiſhes, which ſhe ſhall not 
Be ſuddenly poſſeſsd of? Loves ſhe Titles? 
By th' grace and fayourof my princely Friends, 
I am what ſhe would have me. Bri. He ſpeaks well, 
And I believe him. Lew. I cou'd with 1 did fo. 
Pray you a word Six, He's a proper Gentleman, 
And promiſes nothing but what is poſſible. 
So far I will go with you: Nay I add, 
He hath won much upon me, and were he 
But one thing that his Brother is, the bargain 
Were ſoon ſtruck up. Bri. What's that, my Lord? 
Lew. The Heir. | 
And. Which he is not, and truſt never ſhall be. 
Bri. Come.thatſhall breed no difference, you ſee 
Charles has giv'n Oer the World; I'll undertake, 
Andwith much eaſe, to buy his birthright of him 
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For a dry- fat of new Books; nr ſhall my State 


And you brave Gallants. Euſt. Full inc 
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None make way for him, but my Elder Brother's, 


4 
- 
* 


| Who being Iſfucles, t* advance our Name, 4 


Idoubt not will add his. Your reſolution? ee 


Loew. I'll firſt acquaint my Daughter with the proceed- | 
On theſe terms I am yours, as ſhe ſhall be, (ings, 


Make you no ſcruple, get the Writings ready, 
She ſhall be tractable; ro morrow we will ho irs 
A ſecond Conference. Farewelnoble Enftace, 2 
reaſe of Honour 
Wait ever on your Lordſhip. And. The Gout rather, . 
And a perpetual, Mengrim. Bri. You ſee, Fuſtace, 
How I travel to poſleſs you of a Fortune 
You were not born to, be you worthy of it, 


Ill furniſh you for a Suitor; viſit her, 


And proſper in't. Euft. She's mine Sir, fear it not: 
In all my Travels, I ne er met a Virgin 
That could reſiſt my Courtſhip. If this take now, 
Ware made for ever, and will reyel it. I Exeun, 


And. In tough WelchParſly, which in our vulgar Tongue 


Strong hempen Halters; my poor Maſter cozen'd, (is 
And Ta looker on! If we have ſtudied ROT > 


Our Majors, and our Minors, Antecedents, | 

And Conſequents, to be concluded Coxcombs,  _ 
We've made a fair handon't; I'm glad I've found © 
Out all their Plots, and their Conſpiracies 


This ſhall t' old Monſicur Miramnut, one, that thou oh WW 


He cannot read a Proclamation, yet FT; 
Dotes on Learning, and loves my Maſter Charles 
For being a 5 rage I hear he's coming hither, | 
T ſhall meet him, and if he be that old . 
Rough teſty Blade he always us'd to be, 


I'll ring him ſuch a Peat as ſhall go near 


To ſhake their Bell-room, peradventure, beat em, 
For he is Fire and Flax, and ſo have at him. (Exit. 
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Bri. Pray Sir be not moved, 
I meddle with no buſineſs but my own, 


And in mine own tis reaſon I ſhould govern. | 


Air. Buthow to govern then, and und 
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Buer Miramont, and Briſac; . 
Mir. NN Brother, Brother. 
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And be as wiſe as you're haſty, though you be 
My Brother and from one Blood ſprung, I muſt tell ye 


Heartily and home too. | 
Bri. What, Sir? Mir. What I grieve 


to find, [ 


You are a Fool, and an old Fool, and that's two. 


Bri. We'll part em, if you pleaſe. 
Mir. No, they're entail'd to you, 
Seck to deprive an honeſt noble Spirit, 


Your eldeft Son, Sir, and your very Image, 
(Bur he's fo like you that he fares the worle for't} 


: # N 


Becauſe he loves his Book, and dotes on that, 
And caly ſtudies how to know things excellent, 


Above 


e reach of ſuch courſe Brains as 4.9 I 


Such muddy Fancies, that never will know 

Then when to cut your Vines, and coz n Merchants, |; 

And choak yourhide-bound Tenants with muſty Harveſts. 
Bri. You go too faſt. Mir. Pm not cometo my pace yet, 

Becauſe h* hasmade his Study all his Pleaſure, 


And isretir'd into his Contemplation, 


Not medling with the dirt and chaff of Nature, 
That makes the ſpirit of the Mind mud too, 
Therefore muſt he be flung from his Inheritance? 


Muſt he be difpoffe6'd, and Monſieur gin 


gle Bo 


His younger Brother — Bri. You forget your ſelf. 


Air. Becauſe h*has beenatCourt,andlearn'dnewTongues, | 


And how to fpeak a tedious piece of nothing, 
To vary his Face as Seamen do their Compaſs, 


To worſhip Images of Gold and Silver, 


Ii 


And 
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And fall before the ſhe Caly:s of the Seaſon, - 


Therefore muſt he jump into his Brother's Land? _ | 


#  , Bri. Have you done yet, and have you ſpake enoug 
In praiſe of Learning, Sir? Mir. Never enough. 
ri. But Brother, do you know what Learning is? 
Mir. It is not to be a Juſtice of Peace, as you are, 
And palter out your time i' th'ꝰ penal Statutes, 
To hear the curious Tenets controverted 
Between a Proteſtant Conſtable, and a Jeſuit Cobler, 
Topick natural Philoſophy out of Bawdry, _ | 
When your Worſhip's pleas'd to correctifie a Lady; 
Nor *tis not the main moral of blind Juſtice, | | 


(Which is deep Learning) when your Worſhip's Tenants 


Bring a light cauſe, and heavy Hens before ye, 

Both fat and feaſible, a Goole or Pig, 

And then you fit, like Equity with both Han 

Weighing indifferent] Ye ſtate o th? queſtion. , 

Thele are your quodlibets, but no Jearmings Brother. 
Bri. You are ſo parlouſly in love with ing, 


That I'd be glad to know what you underſtand, Brother. 


I'm ſure you have read all Ariftorle. Mir. Faith no; 
But I believe, I have a learned faith, Sir, _ 

And that's it makes a Gentleman of my ſort, 

Though I can ſpeak no Greek, I love the ſound on't, 

It gocs ſo thundering as it conjur'd Devils; 

Charles ſpeaks it loftily, and if thou wert a Man, 

Or hadſt but ever heard of Homers Il:ads, 8 

Hqiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldit run ma 

And hang thy ſelf for joy thou dſt ſuch a Gentleman 


To be thy Son; O he has read ſuch things _ 
To me! Bri. And you do underſtand em, Brother? 


Mir, 1 tell thee no, that's not material; the ſound's 


Sufficient to confirm an honeſt Man: 

Good Brother Briſac, does your young Courtier, 

That wears the fine Cloaths, and is the excellent Gentle- 

he Traveller, the Soldier, as you think roo) (an, 

nderſtand any other pow'r than his Taylor? 

Or knows what motion is, more than an Horſe- race? 

What the Moon means, but tolight him home from Ta- 
verns ? 5 | 5 
| Or 
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Orthe com ofthe Sun is, dut to wear ſlaſh'd Cloaths in 


And muſt this piece of rigs be popt up, 7 


Becauſe it can kiſs the Sweet * 
Say it had been at Rome, and ſeen the Relicks, 
Done your Verdea Wine, and rid at Naples, 
ht home a box of Venice Treacle, with it 
75 cure young Wenches that have eaten aſhes: 


Muſt this thing therefore 2 Bri. Ves Sir; this ching mutt 


I will not truſt my Land to one fo ſotted, 
So grown like a Diſeaſe unto his Study, 
He that will fling off all occakons © | 
And cares, to ma Aa underſtand what ſtate is, 
And how to govern it, muſt by that reaſon, | 
Be flung himſelf aſide from managing: 
My y you er Boy is a fine Gentleman, | 
br. He i is an Aſs, a piece of . 

Gits over to plcaſe fooliſh Girls and . 

Bri. You are my elder Brother. Afr. 185 I had need, 
And have an elder Wit, thou'dſt ſhame us all elſe, 


Go to, I ſay, Charles ſhall inherit.  Brz. 1 ſay no, 


Unleſs Charles had a Soul to underſtand it: 

Can he manage fix thouſand Crowns a Year 

Out of che Metap hyſicks? Or can all 

His learn'd 5 look to my 14 > we 

Can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines? 

(Iknow they can drink em) or your excellent Humaniſts 

Sell 'em the Merchants for my beſt advantage?” ; 

Can Hiſtory cut my Hay, or get my Corn in? 

And can Geometry vent it in the Market? | 

Shall I have my 8 Sheep kept with a Jacob's Staff ey 

I wonder you will m ice this Mad-man, ö 

You that are old and ſhou'd underſtand. A. 
Mir. Shou'd, ſaiſt thou, 

Thou monſtrous piece of Ignorance in Office! (fuſes, 

Thou that haſt no more knowledge than thy Clerk in- 

Thy dapper Clerk larded with ends of Latin, 

And he no. more than cuſtom of Offences; ** 


Thou unreprievable Dunce! that thy formal Pandlrings * 


Thy Ring nor Pomander cannot expiate for, 


Doſt thou tell me I ſhou'd? PI poſe thy Worſhip 


a 


* 


In thine own Fonts, an Almanack, © "rl þ 
| K= thou art daily pori on, to pick out FLO 
ays of Iniquity to cozen Fools in, 


the And full © to cut Cattle; doſt thou taint wm 


That have run over Story, Poetry, 


Humanity? By, As a cold nipping Shadow 


Does o'er the Ears of Corn, and leave em blaſted. 
Put up your Anger, what I'll do III do. 
Mir. Thou thalt not do. Bri. I will. 
Mir. Thou art an Aſs then, 
A dull old tedious Aſs, thou'rt ten times worſe - 
And of leſs credit than Dunce Holling ſbæad 
The Engliſhman, that writes of Snows and Sheriffs. 
Enter Lewis. 
- - Bri, Well take your Pleaſure, here bone Imuſt tilk with. 
Lew. Good day Sir. Bri. Fair to you, Sir. 
Lew. May 1 ſpeaks w. . (nels, 
Bri. With all my Heart, I was waiting on your Good- 
Lew. Good morrow, Monficur Miramont. 
2 O word Sir, ; Wine 3s 
cep your morrow to cool your ip's Pottage, 
A ot of the World's —.— World 
To raiſe up Dirt and ilk. Lew. Are they drawn? 
Bri. Theyſhallbeready, Sir, within theſe two Hows, 
And —— ſet his 0 Tis Ot: 
For he being a joint Pacchales, tho 
- Was got by your own Induſtry, un 
He ſeal to the Conveyance, it can be 
Of no validity. Bri. He ſhall be ready, 
And do-it willingly. Air. He ſhall be 1 rt 
Bri. I hope your Daughter likes. 
Lew. She .— him well Sir; | 
Young — is a Bait to catch a Woman, 
— Fon Fellow, you're reſolv'd then, 
— — rom Charles. Bri. All all, he's nothing, 
A bunch of Boaks, ſhall. be his Parimony, 
And more than he can manage tp. Lew. Will your Brother 
Naſs ouer his Land too, to your Son Euſfare? 
You know he has no Fleir. Air. He will be flead fir, 


 AndHoxle-collars made oPs Skin! Bri, Let. his 
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Nee Man; my State ſhall ſerve the turn, Sir. 5 


And how does your Daughter? Lem. Ready for the ho; 


And like a bluſhing Role that ſtays the pulling. 

Bri. To IP then's the BP velit of, 

Lew. Why then to 'morrow - © | 

I'll bring the Girl, get you the Writings ready. 
Mar. But hark you, Monſieur, have yow the virtuous 


by = 


To help to rob an Heir, an elder Bro (Confcicace 


Of that which Nature and the Law flings on him ? 
You were your Father's eldeſt Son, I po. it, Te 
And had, his Land, would you had had his Wit too,. 
Or his Diſcretion to confider nobly, - AL vin! 
What 'tis do deal unworthily in thefe things; 
You'll ſay he's none of yours, he's his Son, 

And he will ſay, he is no Son to inherit 


Above a Shelf of Books; Why did he get him? (things? 


Why was he brought up to i read, and know 
Why was he not like his Father, a dumb juſtice? 
A flat dull piece of Flegm, ſhap'd like a Man, 


A reverend Idol in a piece of Arras? 


And ſo good morrow, Brother, to your Patience. 
Lu. morrow, Monſieur Miramont. 5 

Mir. Good Night-caps. 
Ke Brains warm, or Mag 
We les, thou thalt not want to buy thee 
The faireſt in thy Study are my gift, 
And the Univerſity Eovame for thy fake TY 
Hath taſted of my Bounty, and to vex 37 wed 
Th' old doting Fool thy Father, and thy Brother, 
They ſhall not ſhare a Sola of mine between them: 
Nay more, I'll give thee eight thouſand Crownaa Meat, 
In ſome high ſtrain to wrive my Epitaph. Exit. 


SCENE. 
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gots will breed in em. 
Books vet, 
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Euter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowly. 


OW do 1 look now to my elder Brother? 

92 H Nay, tis a handſome Sul. 

Cow. All courtly, courtly. 

. I'll aſſure ye, Gentlemen, my Taylor has — 
And ſpeaks as lofty Language in his Bills too, 
20 cover of an old Book wou*d not ſhew thus. 
. what things theſe Academicks * 
k-worms, how they look! «rs 
= They're meer Images, - 
No gentle — nor behaviour in | 
They'll prattle ye of primum mobile, 
And tell a ſtory of the ſtate of Heavy” n, 
What Lords and Ladies govern in ſuch Houſes, 
And what wonders they do when they meet together, 
And how they ſpit Snow, Fire, and Hail like a Jugler, 
And make a noiſe when they are drunk, * we call 
Thunder. mptibleſt; 
Cw. They are the ſneaking things, 8 ad he con- 
Such Small Beer Brains, but ask em any thi 
Out of the Element of their Underſtanding, 
And they ſtand gaping like a roaſted Pig; 
Do they know what a Court is or a Council, 
Or how th' affairs of Chriſtendom are manag Yd? 
Do they know any thing but a tyr'd Hackney? 
And then they cry abſurd as the Horſe underſtood em. 
Thcy have made a fair Youth of your elder Brother, 
A pretty piece of Fleſh. Euſt. I thank em for it, 
Long may he ſtudy to give me his State. | 
Saw you my Miſtreſs? 

Fre. Yes, ſhe's a ſweet young 3 | | 
But be ſure you keep her from Learni Songs ſhe 
May have, and read a little unbak ; gh 
Such as the Dablers of our Time contrive, * 

That has no Weight nor Wheel to move the Mind, 

Nor indeed nothing but an empty Sound; 

She ſhall have Cloaths but not made by Geometry, 
orſe 


| 
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Horſes and Coach but of no immortal Race; 


Above a gentle Reader, they corrupt 
The fooliſh Women with their ſubtle Problems: 
Ill have my Houſe call'd Ignorance, to fright 
Prating Philoſephers from Entertainment. 


w. It will do well, love thoſe that love good F aſhions, 
Good Cloaths and rick, they invite Men to admire 'em, 


That ſpeak the liſp of Court Oh *ris great Learning! 
To ride well, dance well, ſing well, or whiſtle — 


They're rare Endowments; z that they have ſeen far Coun- 
tries, (Truths, 


And can A freak ſtrange things, though. they ſpeak no 
For then they make things common. When are you 
married? 
Euſt. To morrow, I think, we muſt have AR Boys, 
And of our own making. 
Ege. Tis not half an hour's work | 
A Cupid and a Fiddle, and the thing's done,, 
But let's be handſome, ſhall's be Gods or 9 
Euſt. What, Nymphs with Beards? 
Conv. That's true, we'll be Knights then, | 
Some wandring Knights, that light here on a ſudden, 
Euſt. Let's go, let's go, I mult go viſit, Gentlemen, 
And mark what ſweet Lips I muſt kiſs to morrow. 8 


SCENE II. 


Enter Cook, Andrew, and Butler. 


Cook. And how does my Maſter? * © | 

And. Is at's Book, peace Coxcomb, (him! 
That ſuch an unlearn'd Tongue as thine ſhould ask for 
Col. Does he not ſtudy conjuring too? And. Have you 
Loſt any Plate, Butler? But. No, but I know _ 


I ſhall to morrow at Dinner. And. Then to morrow 


You ſhall be turn'd out of your Place fort; we meddlle 


With no Spirits o'rh* Buttry, they taſte too ſmall for us; 
Keep me a Pye in Folio, I beſeech thee, + 

And thou ſhalt ſee how learn'dly I'll tranſlate him; 
Shall's have good cheer to morrow? 


Vor. I. E e | | gol. 
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will not have a Scholar in mine Houſe | | 55 2 
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Cook. Excellent good Cheer, Andrew. ' 
And. The ſpight on't is, that much about chat 3 
I ſhall be arguing, or deciding rather, 

W hich are the Males and Females of Red Hertiogs, 

And whether they be taken in the Red 864 ouly 

A queſtion found out by Copernicus, , . 

The learned Motion iter: Cook, Ay watry, Butler, 

Here are rare things; a Man that look'd upon him, 

Would ſwear he underſtood no more than we do. 

But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. I've ſo much on't, 
And am ſo loaden with _ Underſtanding, 

I fear, they'll run me mad; here's a new Inſtrument, - 

A mathematical Gliſter ro purge the Moon with, 

When ſhe is laden with cold flegmatick Humours, 

And here's another to remove the Stars, 

When they grow too thick in the Firmament. 

; Ok. © Heav'ns! why do I labour out my Life 

In a Beef-pot? And only ſearch the Secrets 

Of a Sallad; and know no further! Aud. They are not 

Reveal'd to "all Heads; theſe are far above 

Your Element of Fire, Cook, I cou'd'tell you 

Of Archimedes Glaſs to fire your Coals with, 

And of the Philoſopher's Turf that n&er goes out; 

And Gilbert Butler, I cou d raviſh thee,” 

With two rare Inventions. Bar. What are they, Andrew ? 
And. The one to blanch your Bread from ho PRIN baſe, 

And in a moment, as thou wou'dſt an Almond, 

The Sect of the Epricureans invented that; 

The other for thy Trenchers, that's a ſtrong one, 

To cleanſe you twenty dozen in a Minute, 

And no noiſe heard, which is the wonder Gilbert, 

And this was out of Plazo's new Ideas. (drew ? 
But. Why what a learned Maſter doſt thou ſerve, Au- 
—_ 2 are but the ſcrapings of his Underſtanding, 

tlbert. 

With Gods and Goddeſſes, and ſuch ſtrange People 

He deals, and treats with in ſo plain a Faſhion, 

As thou doſt with thy Boy that draws thy Drink, 

Or Ralph there with his Kitchen Boys and reject: os 
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Cook. But why ſhow'd he got be familiar and talk ſome» 
As other Chriſtians do, of matters, (ume | 
And come into the Kitchin, and there cut his Breakfaſt? 

But. And then retire to the Buttry, and there cat it, 
And drink a luſty Bowl; my. younger Maſter, 
That muſt be now the Heir, will do all theſe, 
Ay and be drunk too; theſe are mortal things. 

And. My Maſter ſtudies Immortality. 

Cook, Now thou talk*ſt of Immortality, | 
How does thy Wife, Andrew?. My old Maſter 
Did you no final pleaſure when he procur'd her, 

And ſtock'd you in a Farm. If he thou'd love her now, 
As he hatha Colt's Tooth-yet, what ſays your Learning 
And your ſtrange Inſtruments to that, my Andrew? 
Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it? 

Can ye put by bis Mathematical Engine? 

And. Yes, or Ill break it; thou awaken'ſt me, 

And I'll peep i'th* Moon this Month but Ill watch for him. 
My Maſter rings, I muſt go make him a fire, 

And conjure o'er his Books. Got. Adieu good Andrew, 
And ſend thee manly patience with thy Learning- 


SCENE IV. 
Eurer Charles. 8 


Char. 1 have forgot to eat and ſleep with reading, 
And all my Faculties turn into Study, | 
Tis Meat and Sleep, what need I outward Garments, 
When I can cloath my ſelf with Underſtanding? 
The Stars and glorious Planets have no Tailors, 
Yet ever new they are, and ſhine like Courtiers, 
The Seaſons of the Year find no fond Parents, 
Yet ſome are arm'd in ſilver Ice that gliſters, 
And ſome in gawdy green come in like Maſquers; 
The Silk-worm ſpins her own Suit and her Lodging, 
And has no aid nor partner in her labours; 
W hy ſhou'd we care for any thing but Knowledge, 
Or look upon the World but to contemn it? 
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Aud. Wou d you have any thing? Char. Andrew, I find | 
þ There is a flie grown o'er the Eye o'th* Bull, ; 


W hich will go near to blind the Conſtellation. 
And. Put a Gold- ring in's Noſe, and that will cure him. 
Char. Ariadne's Crown's awry too, two main Stars 
Thar held it faſt are flip'd out. And. Send it preſently 
To Gallatteo the Italian Star-wright, , 
He'll fer it right again with little labour. 1 
Char, Thouart a pretty Scholar. And. I hope I ſhall be, 
Have I {wept your Books ſo often to know nothing? 
Char. J hear thou art Married. ws. 
And. It hath pleas'd your Father 
To match me to a Maid of his own chuſing, | 
I doubt her Conſtellation's looſe too, and wants nailing, 
And a ſweet Farm he has giv'n us a Mile off, Sir. 
Char. Marry thy {elf to Underſtanding, Andrew, 
Theſe Women are Errata in all Authors, 
They're fair to ſee too, and bound up in Vellam, 
Smooth, white and clear, but their Contents are monſtrous; 
They treat of nothing but dull Age and Diſeaſes. 
Thou haſt not ſo much wit in thy Head, as there is 
On thoſe Shelves, Andrew. And. I think I have not, Sir. 
Char. No, if thou hadſt thou'dſt ne'er have marricd 
a Woman | 
In thy Boſom, they're Cataplaſms made o'th' deadly fins, 
I n&er ſaw any yet but mine own Mother, 8 
Or if I did, I did regard them but 
As Shadows that paſs by of under Creatures. (W ite; 
And. Shall i bring you one? I'll truſt you with my own 
I wou'd not have your Brother go beyond ye, 
'T hey're the prettieſt natural Philoſophers to play with. 


Char.N o; no, they're Opticks to delude Mens Eyes with. 


Does my younger Brother ſpeak any Greek yet, Andrew * 
And. No, but he ſpeaks High Dutch, and that goes as 
daintily. | N 
Char. Reach me the Books down I read yeſterday, 
And make a little Fire, and get a Manchet, 
Make clean thoſe Inſtruments of Braſs I ſhew'd you, 
And ſet the great Sphere by, then take the Fox I - 
2 14 | An 


— | 


My Wife's name is Lilly, there my beſt part lies, Sir. 
Char. I mean your Grammar, O thou Dunderhead! 

Wou'dſt thou be ever in thy Wife's Syntaxis? 

Let me have no noiſe, nor nothing to diſturb me, 

I am to find a ſecret. And. Sd am I too, 

Which if I do-find, I ſhall make ſome ſmart for't. [ Exe. 


— — 
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AC T. I. SCENE. L 


Enter Lewis, Angellina, Sylvia, and Notary. 
Lew. "THis is the Day, my Daughter Angelina, 


The happy Day, that muſt make you a Fortune, '; 


A large and full one, my great care has wrought it, 
And yours mult be as great to entertain it. 
Young Euſtace is a Gentleman at all points, 
And his Behaviour affable and courtly, 
His Perſon excellent, I know you find that, 
I read it in your Eyes, you like his Youth. | 
Young handſome People ſhould be 'match'd together, 
Then follow's handſome Children, handſome Fortunes; 
The moſt part of his Father's Eſtate, my Wench, 
Is ty'd in 3 that makes up the Harmony, | 
And when ye are Marry'd he's of that ſoft Temper, 
And ſo far will be chain'd to your Obſervance, 
That you may rule and turn him as you pleaſe. _ 
What are the Writings drawn on our ſide, Sir? 
Not. They are, and here I have ſo fetter d him, 
That if the Elder Brother ſet his Hand to, 
Not all the pow'r of Law {all c'er releaſe him. 
Lew. Theſe Notaries are notable confident Knaves, 
And able to do more miſchief than an Army. 
Are all your Clauſes ſure? Nor. Sure as proportion, 
They may turn Rivers ſooner than theſe Writings. © 
Why did you not put all the Lands in, Sir? 
Lew.” Twas not condition'd. Mr. If it had been found, 
It had been but a fault made in the Writing, 
ies Ee 3 55 If 
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And purge the Books from Duſt, laſt take your Luhe % 
And get your part 7 And. Shall I go home, Sir 
3 
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: "249 found all the Land. N. Theſe are fmall Les ils, 
at care not who, has mifchief, ſo they make it; 
They live upon the meer fcent of Diſſention. 8 
"Tis well, 'tis well; are you contented, Girl? 
For your will muſt be known. 8888 
Ang. A Husband's welcome, | 
And as an humble Wife Þ'll entertain him; 
No Sovereignty T aim at, tis the Man's, Sir; 
For ſhe that ſecks it, kills her Husband's Honour: 
The Gentleman I have ſeen, and well obſerv'd him, 
Yet find not that grac'd Excellence you promile ; 
A pretty Gentleman, and he may pleaſe too, 
And ſome few flaſhes I have heard come from him, 
But not to Admiration, as to others; | 
—He's young, and may be good, yet he muſt make it, 
And I may help, and help to thank him allo. 
It is your pleaſure I ſhould make him mine, 
And 'thas been {till my Duty to obſerve you. 
Lew. Why then let's go, and I ſhall love your Modeſty. 
To Horle, and bring the Coach out. Angellina, 
To morrow you will look more Womanly. 


Ang. Sol look honeſtly, I fear no Eyes, Sir. ¶ Exe. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Briſac, Andrew, Cook, and Lilly. 

Bri. Wait on your Maſter, he ſhall have that befits him. 

And. No Inheritance, Sir? hu agg 

Bri. You ſpeak like a Fool, a Coxcomb, 
He ſhall have annual Means to buy him Books, 
And find him Cloaths and Meat, what would he more? 
Trouble him with Land? *tis flat againſt his Nature. 
I love him too, and honour thoſe Gifts in him. 

And. Shall Maſter Euſtace have all? 

Bri. All, all, he knows how 
To uſe it, he's a Man bred in the World, 
Th'other i'th' Heav'ns. My Maſters, pray be wary, 
And. ſerviceable; and Cook, fee all your Sawces | 
Be ſharpandpoynant inthe Palate, that they my (ſomely, 
Commend you, look to your Roaſt and Bak d Meats hand- 


and 
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And what new Kickſhaws and delicate made things 

Is th* Muſick come ? | 121 5 
But. Ves, Sir, they're here at Breakfaſt. (clean, 
Bri. There will be a Maſque too, you muſt ſee this Room 

And Butler your Door open to all good Fellows; 

But have an Eye to your Plate, for there be Furies. 

My Lilly welcome, you are for the Linnen, 

Sort it, and ſee it ready for the Table, 3 

And ſee the Bride-bed made, and look the Cords be 

Not cut aſunder by the Gallants too, 

There be ſuch Knacks abroad; hark hither, Lilly, 

To Morrow night at twelve a clock, Ill ſup w'ye : _ 

Your Husband ſhall be ſafe, 1'1] fend ye Meat too, 

Before 1 cannot well {lip from my Company. 


And. Will ye fo, will ye ſo, Sir? Pl} make one to eat it, 


may chance make you ſtagger too. 
Bri. No anſwer, Lilly ? ; 1 
Lil. One word about the Linnen; Fl! be ready, 
And reſt your Worſhip's ſtill. And. And Fl fell 
You ſhal} ſee what reſt *twill be. Are ye ſo nimble: 
A Man had need have ten pair of Ears to watch you: 
Bri. Wait on your Mafter; for I know he wants ye, 
And keep him in his Study, that the Noiſe | 
Do not moleſt him: I will not fail, my LH ———— 


Come in, Sweet-hearts; all to their ſeveral Duties. [ Exe. 
And. Are you kiſſing ripe, Sir? Double but my Farm, 


And kiſs her till thy Heart ake. Theſe Smock-vermine, 
How eagerly they leap at old Mens kiſtes 3 . 

They like 1 Lips at profit, not at pleaſure; 

And if *twere not for the ſcurvy name of Cuckold, 

He ſhould lye with her, I know ſhe'll labour at length 
With a good Lordſhip. If he had a Wife now? 
But that's all one, I'll fit him: I muſt u 


Unto my Maſter, he'll be mad with Study, Eri: | 


SCENE II. 


Enter Charles. | 
Char. What noiſe isin this Houſe, my Headis broken, 


With ſeveral noiſes ; and in every corner, | 
| E. e 4 : As 
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As if the Earth were ſhaken with ſome e Cholicque, 
Ahereare ſtirs and motions. What Planet rules this Houſe? 
4 Euter Andrew. e 

Who's there? And. Tis 1 Sir, faithful Andrew. 

Char. Come near, 1 
And lay thine Ear down; hear'ſt no noiſe? 

And. The Cooks | | 
Are chopping Herbs and Mince-meat to make Pies, 
And breaking Marrow-bones : $5" 

Char. Can they ſet them again? | (ſtronger 

And: Yes, yes, in Broths and Puddings, and they grow 
For th” uſe of any Man. Char. What al that? 
Sure there is a Maſſacre. And. Of Pigs and Geeſe, Sir, 
And Turkeys, for the Spit. The Cooks are angry, Sir, 

And that makes up the medly. Char. Do they thus 

At every Dinner? I ne'er mark'd them yet, 

Nor know who is a Cook. And. They're ſometimes ſober, 

And then they beat as gently as a Tabor. 

Char. What loads are theſe? 

And. Meat, Meat, Sir, for the Kitchin. 
And ſtinking Fowls the Tenants have ſent in, 
They'll neer be found out at a general Eating, 

And there's fat Veniſon, Sir. 

Char. What's that? And. Why Deer, 

Thoſe that Men fatten for their private pleaſures, 

And let their Tenants ſtarve upon the Commons. 

Char. Ive read of Deer, but yet I ne'er eat any. 

And. There's a Fiſhmongers Boy with Caviar, Sir, 

Anchoves, and Potargo, to make ye drink. 

Char. Sure theſe are modern, very modern Meats, 
Tor I underſtand em not. And. No more does any Man 
From Caca merda or a Subſtance worſe, Ait 
Till they be greas'd with Oyl, and rubb'd with Onions, 
And then flung out of Doors, they are rare Sallads. 

ar. And why is all this, prithee tell me, Andrew! 
Are there any Princes to dine here to Day? 

By this abuncance, ſure there ſhou'd be Princes; 

I've read of Entertainment for the Gods _. 7 
At half this charge, will not fix Diſhes ſerye em? 

I never had but one, and that a ſmall one. Pay 


A 
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Ana. Your Brother's masry d this Day, he's marryd, 
Your younger Brother Euftace. : Char. What of that? ? 
And. And all the Friends about are bidden hithe r; 
There's not a Dog that knows the Houſe, but comes too. 
Char. Marry'd | to whom? | 
And. Why to a dainty Gentlewoman, 
Young, ſweet, and modeſt. | 
Char. Are there modeſt Women? 
How do they look? | 
And. O you'd bleſs your ſelf to ſee them. 
He parts with's Books, he ne'er did ſo before yet. 
ar. What does my Father for em? 
And. Gives all his Land, | 
And makes your Brother Heir. Char. MuſtI havenothing? 
And. Yes, you muſt Study ſtill, and he'll maintain you. 
Char. I am his eldeſt Brother. And. True, you were ſo, 
But he has leap'd o'er your Shoulders, Sir. | 
Char. Tis well, 
He'll not inherit my Underſtanding too? 
And. I think not, he'll ſcarce find Tenants to let it 
Out to. Char. Hark, hark. | | 
And. The Coach that brings the fair Lady. 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, Ce. 
And. Now you may ſee her. 7 kg 
Char. Sure this ſhould be modeſt; | | 
But 1 do not truly know what Women make of it, 
Andrew; ſhe has a Face looks like a Story, 
The Story of the Heav'ns looks very like her. 
Aud. She has a wide Face then. * 
Char, She has a Cherubin 's, 
Cover'd and vail'd with modeſt Bluſhes, | 
Euſtace, be happy whiles poor Charles is patient. 
G.t me my Book again, and come in with me, _—— 
N N Exeunt. 
Enter Briſac, Euſtace, Egremont, Cowſy, Miramont. 
Bri. Welcome ſweet Daughter; welcome noble Brother, 
And you are welcome, Sir, with all your Writing; 
Ladies moſt welcome: What, myangry Brother! | 
You muſt be welcome too, the Feaſt is flat elſe.” .- :.. 
Mir. I am not come for your welcome, I expect none, 
f x" "RY 
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I bring no Joys to bleſs the Ded withall ; | 

Nor Songs, nor Maſques to glorifie the Nuptial, 

I bring an angry Mind to ſec your Folly, 

A fharp'one too, to reprehend you for it. 
Bri. You'll ſtay and Dine though? 
Mir. All your Meat imells muſty, 

Your Table will ſhew nothing to content me. 
Bri. I'll aſſure you, here's good Meat. 
Mir. But your Sawce is ſcurvy, 

It is not ſeaſon'd with the ſharpeneſs of Diſcretion. 
Euſt. It ſeems your anger is at me, dear Uncle. 
Mir. Thou art not worth my anger, th'art a Boy, 

A lump o'thy Father's lightneſs,” made of nothing 

But antick Cloaths and Cringes; look in thy Head, 

And 'twill appear a Foot- ball full of Fumes 

And rotten Smoke. Lady, I pity you, 

_ You are a handſom and a ſweet young Lady, 

And ought to have a handſome Man yok'd t'ye, 

And underſtanding too; this is a Gincrack, 

That can get nothing but new Faſhions on you, 

For ſay he have a thing ſhap'd like a Child, 

*I will either prove a Tumbler or a Tailor. 

Hit. Theſe are but harſh Words, Uncle. 
Mir. So I mean em. 

Sir, you play harſher Play w' your elder Brother. 
Euſt. 1 would be loth to give you. 37 
Mir. Do not venture, | 

I'll make your Wedding=cloaths fit cloſer t ye then 

I but diſturb you, VII go ſee my Nephew. 

Lew. Pray take a piece of Roſemary. 
Mir. I'll wear it, „ , 

But for the Lady's fake, and none of yours, 

May be I'll fee your Fable too. Bri. Pray do, Sir. 

Ang. A mad old Gentleman. a 
Bri. Ves faith, ſweet Daughter, 

He has been thus his whole Age to my knowledge, 

wn has made Charles his —_—_ houw * _— 

en why ſhould he e. es any thin? 
Ang. 1 — not es light Head, nor one laden 
With too much Learning, as they ſay this Charles -_ i 
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Tas is Book his Miqtreſs. Sure, there% ſomethin 
Hid's in | this old Man's anger, thar declares him * 


Not a meer Sort. 


Bri, Come, ſhall we go and ſeal, Brother ? 
All things are ready, and the Prieft is here, 
When Charles has {et his Hand unto the Writings, 
As he ſhall inſtantly, then to the Wedding, 
And fo to Dinner, 
Lew, Come, ler's ſeal rhe Book firſt, 
For my Daughter's Jointure. ao 
Bri. Let's be private in t, Sir. [Ew 


Tz NE IV; ; 
Enter Charles, Miramont, and Andrew. 


Mir. Nay, y'are undone. Char. Hum. 
Mir. Ha'ye no greater feeling? 
And. Y ou were ſenſible of the great Book, Sir, 
When it fell on your Head, and now the Houſe 
Is ready to fall, do you fear nothing? Char. Will 
He have my Books too? Mir. No, he has a Book, 
A fair one too to-read on, and read Wonders, 
I wou'd thou hadſt her in thy Study, N uns 
And 'twere but to new ſtring her, 
Char. Yes, I ſaw her, 
And methought 'twas a curious piece of Learning, 
Handſomly bound, and of a dainty Letter. 
And. He flung away his Book. 
Mir. I like that in him; 
Wou'd he had flung away his dulneſs * 
And ſpake to her. Char. And muſt my Brother have al? 
Mir. All that your Father has. 
Char. And that fair Woman too ? | 
Mir, That Woman alſo. Char. He has 3 then. 
May I not ſee her ſometimes, and call her Siſter ? _ 
I will do him no wrong. Mir. This makes me mad, 
I cou'd now cry for anger; theſe old Fools 
Are the moſt ſtubborn and the wilfulleſt Coxcombs. 


Farewell, =_ fall to your Books forget your Brother, 


You 


„ 
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You are my Heir, and I'll provide y'a Wife: 
 Pifook upon this Marriage though I hate it. [ Exit. 
—_— Enter Briſac. 

Bri, Where is my Son ? 1575 

And. There, Sir, caſting a Figure 
W hat chopping Children his Brother ſhall have. 

Bri, He does well. How do'ſt Charles ? ſtillatthy Book? 

And. He's Studying now, Sir, who ſhall be his Father. 

Bri. Peace, you rude Knave—— Come hither Charles, be 

Char. I thank you, Iam buſie at my Book, Sir, [ merry. 

Bri. You muſt put your Hand, my Charles, as I wou'd 
Unto a little piece of Parchment here, (have you, 
Only your Name, you write a reaſonable hand. | 

Char. But I may do unreaſonably to write it. 

W hat is it, Sir? Bri. To paſs the Land I have, Sir, 
Unto your younger Brother. Char. Ist no more? 

Bri. No, no, tis nothing, you ſhall be provided for, 
0 Books you ſhall have ſtill, and new Studies, 
And have your means brought in without the care Boy, 
And one ſtill to attend you. Ae e 

Char. This ſhews your Love, Father. 

Bri. l'm tender to you. And. Like a Stone, I take it. 

Char. W hy Father, I'll go down, an t pleaſe you let me, 
Eecauſe I'd ſee the thing they call the Gentlewoman, 

I ſee no Women but through Contemplation, 
And there I'll do 't before the Company, 
And wiſh my Brother Fortune. Bri. Do, I prethee. 

Char, 1 muſt not ſtay, for 1 have things above 
Require my Study. Bri. No thou ſhalt not ſtay, - 
Thou ſhalt have a brave Dinner too. And. Now has he 
O'erthrown himſelf for ever; I will down 
Into the Cellar, and be ſtark drunk for anger. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Euſtace, Prieſt, Ladies, 
| Cowlſy, Notary, and Miramont. e 
Nor. Come let him bring his Son's hand, and all's done. 
Is yours ready ? Prieſt. Yes, I'll diſpatch ye preſently, 


Imme- 


1 
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Immediately, for in truth q am a hungry. 
uſt. Do, ſpeak apace, for we believe exactly: 
Do not we ſtay long, Miſtreſs? Ang. I find no fault, 
Better things well done than want time to do them. 
Uncle, why are = ſad? Mir. Sweet ſmelling Bloſſom, 
Wou'd I were thine Uncle to thine own content, 
I'd make thy Husband's State a thouſand better, 
A yearly thouſand ; thou haſt miſs'd a Man, 
(But that he is addicted to his Study, | 
And knows no other Miſtreſs than his Mind) 
Wou'd weigh down bundles of theſe empty kexes. 
Ang. Can he ſpeak, Sir? 
Mir. Faith yes, but not to Women: 
His Language is to Heav'n, and heav'nly wonder; 
To Nature, and her dark and ſecret Cauſes. 
Ang. And does he ſpeak well there? 
Mir. O, admirably, 
But he's too baſhtul ro behold a Woman, 
There's none that ſees him, nor he troubles none. 

Ang. He is a Man. 2 795 

Mir. Ves, and a clear ſweet Spirit. 

Ang. Then Converſation methinks 

Mir. So think I too, | 
But it is his rugged Fate, and ſo ] leave you. . 

Ang. 1 like oy Euft. See, my mad Uncle 
ls courting my fair Miſtreſs. Lew. Let him alone, | 
There's nothing that allays an angry Mind 
So ſoon as a ſweet Beauty; he'll come to us. 

Huter Briſac, and Charles. 

Euft. My Father's here, my Brother too! that's a wonder, 
Broke like a Spirit from his Cell. Bri. Come hither, 
Come nearer Charles; *twas your defire to ſee ' 

My noble Daughter, and the Company, 

And give your Brother Joy, and to ſeal, Boy. 

You do like a good Brother. Lew. Marry does he, 
And he ſhall have my Love for ever for't. 


Char. No, you muſt pardon me a while, I tell ye, 
I am in Contemplation, do not trouble me. 

Bri. Come, leave thy Study; Charles. FI 
© Char, Vl leave my Life firſt; | 


| 
| 
Put to your hand now. Mir. Here's the Deed Sir, ready. 


430 8 The Elder Brether. . ay * 


"1 ſtudy now to be a Man, Eve found it. 
Before, what Man was, wa? but my Argument. 
- + Mir. I like this beſt of all, he has taken Fire, 
His dull miſt flies away. Eyft. Will you write, Brother? 
Char. No, Brother, no, I have no time for poor things, 

I'm taking the height of that bright Conſtellation. 

Bri." I fay, you trifle time, Sn. | 
Char. I will not ſeal, Sir; | ) 

I am your Eldeſt, and I'll keep my Birth-right, 

For Heav'n forbid I ſhou'd become example; 

Had y'only ſhew'd me Land, I had deliver'd it, 

And been a proud Man to have parted with it; 

*Tis dirt, and labour. Do I ſpeak right, Uncle? 

Mir. Bravely my Boy, and bleſs thy Tongue. 
Har. I'll forward. | 

But you have open'd to me ſuch a treaſure, 

I find my Mind free, Heav'n direct my Fortune. 
Mir. Can he ſpeak now ? Is this a Son to Sacrifice? 
Char. Such an inimitable piece of Beauty, 

That I have ſtudied long, and. now Card only, 

That I'll art ſooner with my Soul of Reaſon; 

And be a Plant, a Beaſt, a Fiſh, a Flie, _ 

And only make the Number of Things up, 

Than yield one foot of Land, if ſhe bety'd tot. - . 

Lew. He ſpeaks unhappily. _ 
Ang, And methinks bravely, 

'This the meer Scholar? | 

' Euſt. You but vex your ſelf, Brother, * 

And vex your Study too. Char. Go you and ſtudy 

For'tis time, young Eiſtace; you want both Man and Man- 

Pve ſtudy'd both, although I made no ſhew on't, (ners: 

Go turn the Volumes over I have read, | 

Fat and digeſt them, that they may grow in thee, 

Wear out the tedious Night with thy dim Lamps, 

And ſooner loſe the Day than leave a doubt, 

Diſtill the ſweetneſs, from the Poets Spring. : 

And learn to love; thou know'ſt not what fair is: 

Traverſe the Stories of the greateſt Heroes, 

The wiſe and civil Lives of good Men walk through; 

Thou haſt ſeen nothing but the face of Countries, * 


* 


ho 
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And bent home nothing but their empty Words: 
Why ſhou'dit thou wear 5 *. of this worth? 0 


Beauty clear and JS 
Where the Air | 
Rather like a Perfume - dwell;, | 
Where the Violet and the Roſe 
Their blew Veins in bluſh di *hſz, 
And come to honour — elſe. 


Where to live naar, 
And planted there, 
I; to live, and ſtill live new, 
Where to gain a Fauur is | 
More than Light, perpetual Bliſs, 
Make me live by ſerving you. | 


Dear again back recall, | 
0 this light, 1 (54 
A Stranger 10 bonfelf and al; TD 
Both the Wonder and the Story 
Sball be yours, and eke the Glory. 
I am your Servant, aud your Thrall, 


Mir. Speak ſuch another Ode, and take all yet. 


W hat ſay ye to the Scholar now ? . 1 wonder; 3 


Is he your Brother, Sir? 
Euſt. Yes, wou'd he were buried, 
I fear he'll make an Als of me a younger. 


Fg. Speak not ſo ſoftly, Sir, tis very likely. - 3 


* 


That haſt no worth within thee to preſerve her, 0h „ 


Bri. . leave your finical . and let's 7 ar | 


Char. Diſpatch? That? ( 

Bri, Why che Land. Chor. Von are deceiv d, Sir, 
Now I perceive what tis that woes Woman, (here. 
And what maintains her when ſhe's woo'd : 1 op 
A wilful Poverty ne'er made a Beauty, 
Nor want of Means maintain d it virtuouſly: 
by, h Land and Monies be no r 

ey are counted good Additions. - 


That 
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1 2 4 


That uſe I'll make, he that negle&s-a Blang, ä 


-, Though he want preſent Knowledge how to ule it, 


Neplects himſelf. May be I have done you wrong, Lady, 


Wkoſe Love and Hope went hand ãn hand together; 
May be my Brother, that has long expected | 
The happy Hour, and bleſt my Ignorance: 

Pray give me leave Sir, I ſhall clear all doubts. | 

Why did they ſhew me you? Pray tell me that? 

( 2 He'll talk thee into a Penſion for thy Knayery.) 


Char. You happy you, why did you break unto me? 


The roſie fingred Morn neꝰer broke ſo ſweetly: * 
I am a Man and have deſires within me, 
Affections too, though they were drown'd a rite, 
And lay dead, till rhe Spring of Beauty rais'd them, 
Till I faw thoſe Eyes, I was but a lump, - 
A Chaos of confus'dneſs dwelt in me; 
Then from thoſe Eyes ſhot Love, and he ditingnidhr, 
And into Form he drew my Faculties; 
And now know my Land, and now I love too. 
Bri. We had beſt remove the Maid. 
Char. It is too late, Sir, 1 
I have her Figure here. Nay frown not Enſtece, 
There are leſs worthy Souls for ounger Brothers, | 
Tbis is no form of dilk but Sanctity, 
Which wild laſcivious Hearts can never diguiſie. 
Remove her where you will, I walk along ſtill, 
For, like the Light, we make no ſ-paration; * 
You may ſooner part the Billows of the Sea, 
And put a bar betwixt their Fellowſhips, 
Than blot out my remembrance; ſooner ſhut 
Old time into a Den, and ſtay his motion, ob 
Waſh off the ſwift Hours from his downy A | 
Or ſteal Eternity to ſtop his Glaſs, 
Than ſhut the ſweet Idea I have in me. 
Room for an Elder Brother, pra 
Mir. Has ſtudied Duel too, N hee 
H'as fri 2hred the old Juſtice into a Fever; 
I hope hell difinherit him too for an Ass; 


For though he be grave with Years, he's a great mo. 
Char. 


To Sir. 


he'll beat thee. 


aa a mu oa. cc cs a woods 
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[ have heard nothing r 
Char. You look upon my Cloaths and laugh at me, 
My ſcurvy Cloaths! Ang. They have rich os. IP | 
I _ our Brother Char. His are Gold 
ut touch em inwardly, they ſmell of of Eopper 
2 Can ye love me? I am an Heir, ſweet W 
However I appear a poor Dependant;: 
Love you with 3 I ſhall love ſo ever: 
Is your eye Ambitious? I may be a Man. 
lt Wealth or Land you covet? My Father muſt Die. 
Air. That was well put in, I hope he'll take it epi. 
Char. Old Men are not immortal, as I take it, 
Is it, you look for, Youth and Handſomeneſs? | 
do confeſs my Brother's a handſome Gentleman, 
But he ſhall give me leave to lead the way, Lad). 
Can you love for love, and make that theReward?ꝰ 
The old Man ſhall not love his heaps of Gold - 
With a more doting Superſtition, | 
Than I'll love you; the young Man his „ 
The Merchant, when he ploughs the angry — 
And ſees the Mountain Billows falling on Brow 
As if all Elements, and all their Angers, 
Were turn'd into one vow'd Deſtruction, . + 
Shall not with greater joy embrace his Satety. 
We'll live together like two wanton Vines, 
 Circling our Souls and Loves in one another; 
We'll Spring together, and we'll bear one Bok, . | 
One Joy ſhall make us ſmile, and one Grief mourn, 
One * go with us, and one hour of Deatn 
Shall ſhut our Eyes, and one Grave make us happy). 
Ang. And one hand ſeal the Match, I'm yours * 
Tew. Nay, ſtay, ſtay, ſtay. - 
Ang. Nay certainly, *tis done, Sir. | 
, Bri. There was a contract. Ang. Only PI RG" 
That if he had the Land, he had my Love too; 
This Gentleman's the Heir, and he ll maintain it. 
Pray be not angry, Sir, at what Lay; | 
Or if you be, tis at your own Adventure. 


Vor, I, Ff You 
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You * the outſide of a y Gentleman, 
ft by my troth your inne is t barren; ty 
Ti not a Face T only am in Love with, 

Nor will I fay your Face is excellent, , 

A reafonable hunting Face to court the mo with; 
Nor tWare not Words unleſs they be wel Phot too; 


Nor your ſweet Dam-mees, wo? — 

Nor telling me of Cloaths, hor" Goch — Horſes, 
No nor your Viſits each dap in new Suits, | 
Nor your black Patches you wear v | 


Some cut like Stars, ſome in half Moons, ſome Lozenges 
(All which but thew you ſtill a Younger Brother.) 
Mr. Gramercy Winch, thou haſta noble'Soul too. 
Ang. Nor your long Travels, nor your little Knowledge, 
Can make me dote upon you. Faith go ſtudy, 
And glean ſome Goodneſs, that you may ſhew Manly, 
Your Brother at my Suit I'm ſure will teach you, 
Or only ſtüdy how to get a Wie, Sir, © (cholpy, 
| You're caſt far behind, tis good you ſhould be melan- 
It ſhews like a Gameſter that has loſt his Mony, 
And 'tis the faſhion to wear your Arm in a Scarf, S, 
For you have had a ſhrewd cut Oer the Fingers. 
Lem. But are you in earneſt? Ang. Yes, believe me, Father, 


Vou ſhall ne'er chuſe for me, youre old and dim Sir, 


And th' ſhadow of the Eatth eclips d your Judgment, 

You've had your time without controul, dear Father, 

And you nad tote ee to take mine dow Sir. (too? 
2 Thisãs the laſt time of asking, will you ſer your Hand 
Char. "This is the laſt time of anſwering, I will never. 
Bri: Out of my Doors. r Moſt willingly. 0 5 
Mir. He fall, ew. 

Thou of the Tribe of ey 8 


And never trouble thee more till chy chops be cold, Pool. | 


Ang. Muſt Tbe gone too? Lew. Iwill never know the. 
Ang. Then this Man will, what fortune he ſhall run, Fa- 


Be'rgoodorbad, ind partake iewith TT (ther, 


er Egremont.  - 
Egre. When ſhall the Maſque' begin? Buſt Tis done 
_ all, is broken off, Fam undone, * we + 


7 2 
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My Bruther's wiſe has ſpoil'd W n 
Will not releaſe — won the Wench too. 
Eger. Cou dhe not ſtay till th Maſque was paſt? w' a <4 2 
What a ſcuryy tricks his Mir. O you may vatiiſh, @. | 
Perform it at ſome Hall, where the Citizens Wives 
May ſee't for fix pence a Piece, and a cold Supper. 
. let's go Gherles, and now my — — ws 
I'll ſell the Tiles of my Houſe c'erthouſhalt e : 
Rate up your Dinner, Sir, and ſell it cheap, 
Some younger Brother will take t up in Commodities. - 
Send you joy, Nephew Euftace, it ye ſtudy the Law, 
Kee 7 great Pippin- 2 2 ll go far with ye. 
I'd have your bl me no more, 
Fare wel, chai —— — 4 Char. Iwill not. 1 | 
Lew, Nor ſend not you for iP, 
Ang. I'll wear Flannel Girl. js en 
Bri, Come let's go take ſome Counſel. Lew. Tntoo late. 
5 Bri. 1 Rayanddines * : 


_ 
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Stor Brifac, Euſtace, ngen, at cond, 


Bri. E'er talk to me, you are no Men but 1 
Nas pes, Shadows, and the ſigus of Men, Court 
That every Breath or breaks or blows 7 | 2 1% 
You have no Souls, no Metal in your Wee \ 
No heat to ſtir qe when ye have occaſion, 197 11! 
Frozen dull things that muſt be turn d with Leavers, 
Are you the Courtiers and the travel'd Gallants? 
The ſpritely Fellows, that the People talk of??? 
You've no more Spirit than three ſleepy Sops· Mn 
Euft. What would ye have me do, Sir? 1 Fe 1575 
Bri. Follow your Brother, tt 1 Sf] 
And get ye out of Doors, and ſeek your Fortune, 
Stand ſtill becalm'd, and let an aged Dotard, IE 
A hair-brain'd Puppy and a bookith Boy, 
That never knew a Blade above a Penknife, 
Ff 2 And 
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And how to cut his Meat in Q | | 
C,ofs my deſign, and take thy own Weneh from the 
In nine on Houſe too? Thou deſpis'd poor Fellow! 

Euft. The Reverence that lever bare to you, Sir, 


Then to my Uncle, with whom *rhad been but ſawcineſs 
T' have been fo rough Egre. And we not ſeeing him 


Strive in his own Cauſe, that was Principal, 
And ſhou'd have led us on; thought it ill Manners 


Io begin a Quarrel here. Brz. You dare do — * A 
neſs? 


Do you make your care the excuſe-of your Coward 


Three Boys on Hobbyrhorſes with thiee penny Halberts, 


Would beatyou all. 

Cm. You muſt not ay 7" Bri: Ven, | 
And ſing it too. Cow. You are a Manof Peace, 
Therefore we mult give way. Bri. Pll make my way, 
And therefore quickly leave me, or VI} force you; 
And having firſt torn off your flaunting Feathers, 

I'll trample on em; and if that cannot teach you 

To quit m Houſe, PII kick ye out of my Gates; 
You gawdy Glow-worms carrying ſceming Fire, 
Yet have no heat within ye. Cow. Obleſt if Travel! 
How much we owe thee. for our power to ſuffer? 

Egre. Some ſpleenative Youths now, that had never ſeen 
More than their Country Smoak, wou'd grow in Choler, 
It would ſhew fine in us. Huſt. Yes marry wou' d it, 

That are prime Courtiers, and muſt know no Angers, 
But give thanks for our Injuries, if we purpoſe 
To hold our Places. Bri, Will you find the Door? 


And find it ſuddenly, you ſhall lead the way, 55 | 
With your perfum'd Retinue, and recover 


The now loſt Angellina, or build on it, 

I will adopt ſome Beggar's doubtful Iflue, - . 
Before thou ſhalt inherit. Euft. We'll to Counſel, 
And what may be done by Man's Wit or 'Valour 


 [Exennt. 


We'll put in Execution. Br. _ or never 
Hope! ſhall know thee. * 
Euter Lewis. 
Lew. 0 Sir, have 1 found you? 
Bri. I never hid oy ſelf: Whencc flows v this fue, 


3 . 
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With which, as it appears, you come to fright me? 
Lew. I ſmell a Plas 2 5 e 3 

Among ye all, to defeat me of my Daughter; 

And if the be not ſuddenly deliver d, ; 

Untainted in her Reputation too 

The beſt of France ſhall know how I am jugled with. 

She is my Heir, and if ſhe may be raviſſi li 

Thus from my care, farewel Nobility z' 

Honour and Blood are meer neglected nothings. - 

Bri, Nay then, my Lord, you go too far, and tax him, 

W hoſe Innocency underſtands not what fear is. 

If your unconſtant Daughter will not d well 

On certainties, muſt you thenceforth conclude 

Thar I am fickle? what have I omitted. 

To make good my Integrity and Truth? 

Nor can her Lightneſs, nor your Suppoſition, 

Caſt an Aſperſion on me. Lew. I am wounded 

In fact, nor can words cure it: Do not trifle, © 

Bur ſpeedily, once more I do repeat ir, 

Reſtore my Daughter as I brought her hither, 

Or you ſhall hear from me in ſuch a kind, - 

As you will bluſh to anſwer. Bri. All the World, 

I think, conſpires to ves me, yet I will not 

Torment my ſelf, ſome ſprightful Mirth muſt baniſh . 

The Rage and Melancholy which hath almoſt choak d me; 

T*a knowing Man tis Phyſick, and 'ris thought on, 

One merry hour I'Il have in ſpight of Fortune, 


To chear my Heart, and this is that appointed z 


This Night I'll hug my Lily in mine Arms, 
Provocatives are ſent before to chear me; 

We old Men need 'em, and though we pay dear 
For our ſtoln Pleaſures, ſo it be done ſecurely, 
The charge much like 4 ſharp Sauce gives em reliſn. 
Well honeſt Audrem, I gave you a Farm, | 
And it ſhall have a Beacon, to give warning 


To my other Tenants when the Foe approaches; 


And preſently, you being beſtow?d elſewhere, 


Il graff it with dexterity on your Forehead; 


Indeed I will, Lih, I come, poor Andrew. - (Ex: 
Ff 3 | SCENE 


2 a A 
, » * 
. 
* 
The Elder Brother , 1 
5 s* l « 
' * 
=y _ o . . 
- Y ; 
- 
— 4 p . 
9 4+ 


„ 4 os ls » ay 5 
Buer Miramont, and Andrew. 
Mir: Do they chafe roundly? _ 1 
And. As they were rub'd — Soap, Sir. 
And now theyH ſwear aloud, now calm again, 


Like a ring of Bells, whoſe ſound the Wand {till alters, 4 
And then they fit. in Council what to doo. 1 * 
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And then they jar again what ſhall be done; . 15 
They talk of Warrants from the Parliament, | T | 
Complaints to the King, and Forces from the Province, 55 


They have a thouſand Heads in a thouſand Minutes, 
Yet ne er a one Head worth a Head of Garlick. ('em, Te 
Mir, Long may they Gaby and long may we laugh at | 

A couple of pure Puppies yoak d together. 
But what ſays the young Courtier, Maſter Euſtace, 
And his two warlike Friends? Aud. They ſay but little, 
How much they think I know not, they look rufully, 
As if they had nem] come from a Vaulting-Houſe, 
And had been quite ſhotthrough 'tween Windand Water 
25 a ſhe Dunkirk, and had ſprung a leak, Sir. 

tain my Maſter was to 7 Mir. Why, <a? 

And. To take away the Wench o'th* ſudden from him, 
And give him no lawful warning, he is tender, 
And of a young Girl's Conſtitution, Sir, 

Ready to get the Green- ſickneſs with conceit; 
Had he but ta en his leave in travelling Language, 
Or bought an Elegy of his condolement, 

hat th* World might have ta'en notice he had been 

n Aſs, it had been ſome favour. Air. Thou ſay'ſt true, 
Miſe Audrem, but thoſe Scholars are ſuch ug Y 25 
When they can prattle. 

And. Very parlous things, Sir. 

Mir. And when they gain the liberty to o diſtinguiſh 
The difference *twixt 4 Father and a Fool, | 
To look below and ſpy a younger Br other 
Pruning and dreſſing up his Expectations 
aa nat 4 too good for him; 
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Phoje cream-ng Scholars t u turn Tyrants, Andzxem, „ | 


And ſhew no Mercy. An The more's the pit 

Mir. Thou told'ſt me of a trick to. catch my B; 
And anger him a little farther, Andrew. ._* 
It ſhall be only anger I aſſure thee, ; 


And a little ſhame. And. And I can fit yon, Sirz 2 5 


Hark in your Ear. Mir. Thy Wife? 

And. So I aſſure xe: 
This Night at Twelve a Clock. N TAE 

Mir. Tis neat and handſome; _ 7 
There are twenty Crowns due to thy Project, 
I've time to viſit Charles, and ſee what Lecture 
He reads to his Miſtreſs. That done, I'll not fail 
To be with you. hy en 
And. Nor I to watch 


| 


. * 


— 


my Maſter, 
SCENE Ul. 


Eurer Angellina, and Sylvia with „Tape, — ö 


Ang. I'm, worſe than cer I 


= : 


Thar that I love, that that I only dote on; 


6 4 
* 


He follows me through every Room I paſs, + 


And with a ſtrong ſet Eye he gazes on me, 

As if his ſpark of Innocence were blown -_ 
Into a flame of Luſt; Virtue defend me. 
His Uncle too is abſent, and tis Night; 
And what theſe opportunities may teach 
What fear and endleſs. care tis to be honeſt: 
To be a Maid, what miſery, what miſchief! 
Wou'd 1 were rid of it, {6 it Were fairly. 


Syl. You need not fear that, will you be a Child ſtill? 


He follows you, but ſtill to look upon you, 
Or if he aid defire to lye with ye, | 


'Tis but your own defire, you love for that end; 


I'll lay my life, if he were now a-bed w'ye, 
He is ſo modeſt, he would fall afleep ſtraight. 
Ang. Dare you venture thatt 
.. Let him conſents A 3533 
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1 fear him not, he knows no what a Woman is, 

or how to find the Myſtery Men aim at. 

Are vou afraid of your own Shadow, Madam? 
Ang. He follows ſtill, yet with a ſober Face; 

Would Lmight know the worſt, and then I were ſatisfied. 
Hl. You may both, and let him but go with ye. 

Enter Charles. 
Char. Why do you flie me? What have I ſo ill 

About me, or within me, to deſerve it? | 
Ang. 1 am going to Bed, Sir. + 
Char. And I am come to light ye; 

I am a Maid, and tis a Maiden's Office; 

You may have me to Bed without a ſcruplc, 

And yet Iam chary too who comes about me. 

Two Innocents ſhould not fear one another. (Madam. 
Sy. The Gentleman ſays true. Pluck up your Heart, 
Char. The glorious Sun both riſing and declining | 

We boldly look upon, even then ſweet Lady, 

When like a modeſt Bride he draws Night's Curtains, 

Even then he bluſhes, that Men ſhou'd behold him. 

Ang. 1 fear he will perſuade me to miſtake him. 
S.. Tis eaſily done, if you will give your mind to't. 
Ang. Pray ye to your Bed. "F 
Char. Why not to yours, dear Miſtreſs? -' 
One Heart and one Bed. 
Ang. True Sir, when tis lawful: 
But yet you know——— | 
. I wou'd not know, forget it; | 47 
Thoſe are but ſickly Loves that hang on Ceremony; 
Nurſt up with doubts and fears, ours high and healthful 
Full of belief, and fit to teach the Prieſt; 0 
Love ſhould ſeal firſt, then Hands confirm the bargain. 
Ang. I ſhall be an Heretick if this continue. _ 
What wou'd you do a- bed? you make me bluſh, Sir. 
Char. I'd ſee you ſicep, for ſure your ſleeps are excellent: 
You that are waking ſuch a noted Wonder, / 
Muſt in your ſlumbers prove an Admiration: 
T wou'd behold your Dreams too, if twere poſlible z 
Thoſe were rich Shows. Ag. I am abt 
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?" Ow: Then like blue Neptune courting of an th 
Where all the Perfumes and the pretious things 
That wait upon great Nature are laid u 5 
1d clip it in mine Arms, and chaſtly kiſs it, 8 25 
Dwell in your Boſom like your deareſt Thoughts, 
And ſigh and weep. 
Ang. I've too much Woman in me. 
Char. And thoſe true Tears falling on your pure Chryſtals 
Should turn to Armelets for great Queens dadore. 
Ang. I muſt be gone. 
Char. Do not, I will not hurt ye; 
This is to let you know, my worthieſt Lady, 
You've clear'd my Mind, and I can ſpeak of Love 6 too 
Fear not my Manners, though I never knew 
Before theſe fe hours what a Beauty was, 
And ſuch a one that fires all Hearts that feel it; 


Yet I have read of virtuous Tem e, 
And ſtudied it among my other Secrets, 
And ſooner would I force a ſeparation 


Betwixt this Spirit and the caſe of Fleſh, 
Than but conceive one rudeneſs 1 52 Gang. 
Then we may walk. 

y — _ 2 . 

ny thing fit for your my Language 
Though hl was bred up dull, I ——4 ever civ 
Tis — I have foes it hard to look on "oo, 
And not defire; twill prove a wiſe Man's tak; 
Vet thoſe Deſires I have ſo mingled fti'l 
And temper'd with the quality of Honour, 
That if you ſhou'd yield, I ſhou'd hate you for't. 
I am no Courtier of a light condition, 
A t to take fire at every beauteous Face, 

at only ſerves his Will and Wantonneſs, 

Ang lets the ſerious part of Life run by 
As thin negle&ed Sand. Whiteneſs of Name, 
You muſt be mine; why ſhou'd I rob my _—_ 
Of that that lawfully muſt make me Yr 4 
Why ſhou'd I ſeek to cuckold my Delights 
And widow all thoſe Sweets I aim at 1 in you? 
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We'll looſe our ſelves in Yews Groves, of Mirtle, 
wh: 7 little Bird ſhallfoe a Cup id, 
1 Love and Yorſth; each Wind that as 
An 1 the Velyet Leaves ſhall breed delights; 
The wanton deln ſhall call us to their Banks, 
And on the Flow'rs we'll feaſt our Senſes, 
Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their Pleaſures, 
And as they were pure Temples we'll talk in thay 
Aug. To Bed, and pray then, we may have a fair end 
Of our fair Loves; wou'd I were worthy of you, 
Or of ſuch Parents that might give you thanks: 
But I am poor in all hut in your Love. 
Once more, good N 19 22 | 
Char. A good DSi TYEs and may - 
The dew gently on you, ſweet one, 
And lock u up thoſe 4g Lights in pleaſing lumbers; 
No dreams but chaſte and clear Marge your Fancy, 
And break betimes Wert Morn, I've loſt my li ight elſe. 
Let it be ever Night when I loſe * 
* This e never went to 4 e Met 
— Eurer a Servant. By 
Ser. Your Brother with two Cain 48 at boa, 5 
And they're ſo violent, the 705 take no e 
Ang. This is no time 9 , | 
Char. Let em in, Wien | 
Ser. They ſtay no leave; Shall] riſe the Rouſcon 4 5 
Char. Nota e ae no murmur of t, I charge ye. 
Euter Euſtace, Egremont, and CO.] ]. 
Euſt. They're here, my Uncle abſent, ſtand bios 
How do you Brother with Jour curious Story ? 
Have you not rcad her yet ſufficiently ? R 
Char. No, Brother, no, I ſtay. yet in the Preface 3 . - 
The Stile's too hard for you. Euſt. I wk entreat 3 
She's parcel of my Goods. 2 
Char. She's all, when Gl Ke her.” 
Ang. Hold off your unmannerly, e Sis b 
Nor I, nor what I have depend on you. 
Char. Do, let! her alone, ſhe gives good! Counſel, dom not 
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Trouble your ſelf with Ladies, theꝝ are too light; 
Let out your Land, and ge Ne Steward. - 
Ang. | cannot love ye, let that ſatisſie ou 
Such vanities as you are to be laught r.. 
Euſt. Nay, then you muſt go, I muſt claim mine own.! 
Both. Away, away with her. Ghar. Let her alone, 
[She ſtrikes of Euſtace / Hat. 
Pray let her alone, and take your Coxcomb up:: 
Let me talk civilly a while with you, Brother, , - 
It may be on ſome Terms I may part with her. 
 Euſt. O, is your Heart come down? od 
What are your Terms, Sir? Put up, put up... 
Char. This is the firſt and chiefeſt, let's walk a turn; 
| [Snatches away bis Sword.” 
Now ſtand off Fools, I adviſe ye, Þ vine 3 1:43. | 
Stand as far off as you would hope for Mercy: 
This is the firſt Sword yet I ever handles 
And a Sword's a beauteous thing to look upon, 
And if it hold, I ſhall fo hunt your Inſolen cee: 
Tis ſharp I'm ſure, and if I put it hom, 
Tis ten to one | ſhall new pink your Sattins 
I find I have Spirit enough to diſpoſe of it. 
And Will enough to make ye all Examples 
Let me toſs it round, I have the full command ont: 
Fetch me a native Fencer, I dehe hamm 
I feel the fire of ten ſtrong iritsanmwe 
This is my Grief, I ſhall be fleſht on Co ward: 
Teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. 
Are ye all gilded Flies, nothing but ſnem in xe 
Why ſtand ye gaping? Who now touches her?? 
Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me? 
But name her as his own, who dares look on her? 
That ſhall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous. 
Art thou a fit Man to inherit Land. 
And haſt no Wit nor Spirit to maintain it? 
Stand ſtill thou ſign of Man, and pray for thy Friends, 
Pray heartily, good Prayers may reſtore e. 1 
Ang. Do not kill em, Sir. | 


Char. You ſpeak too late, Dear, 
I s my firſt fight, and I on bravely, 
_ 4 mu. & not look with partial Eyes on any; 

I cannot ſpare a Button of theſe Gentlemen; 

Did Life li — their ms Achilles —_ | 

I'd ſhoot er at thoſe parts, and kill em. 
Who wales within? Ser. Sir. $ 
| Char. Vie all theſe, view em well, 
Go round about em and ſtill view their Faces, 
Round about yet; ſee how Death waits upon em, 
For thou ſhalt never view em more. | 

Euſt. Pray hold, Sir.  — En 

Char. I cannot hold, you ſtand fo fair before me, 
I muſt not hold, twill darken all my Glories. 
Go to my Uncle, bid him poſt to the King, 
And get my Pardon inſtantly, I have need ont. 

Euſt. Are you ſo unnatural? Char. Youſhall die [att Sir, 
PII talk thee dead, thou art no Man to fight with. 
Come, will ye come? Methinks I've fought whole Battels. 

Cw, Wehave — .— to you, that we know on, Sir. 

Egre. We'll quit the Houſe, and ask ye Mercy too: 
Good Lady, let no Murther be done here; 
We came but to parly. Char. How my Sword 
Thirſts after them? Stand away Sweet. Euſt. Pray Sir, 
T = yy ONES I di _ — —— tl 
(har. Away ye poor things, ye deſpicable Creatures 
Do you — * to frch Lad from me, 

From a poor School-boy that ye ſcorn'd of late? 
And grow lame in your Hearts when you ſhould execute? 
Pray take her, take her, I am weary of her; 
What did ye bring to carry her? | 
Egre. A Coach and four Horſes. 
ar. But are they good $71 46 us an 

Egre. As good as France candhew, Sir. (ſaferies? 

Char, Are you willing to leave thoſe, and take your 
Speak quickly. Euſt. Yes, with all our Hearts. 

Char. Tis done then: Many haye got one Horſc, 
Pve got four by th' bargain. * 
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"Enter 
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Mir. How now, who's hve? . 
Ser. Nay now you're gone without Bail. (Swe a; 
Mir. What, drawn, my Friends? Fetch me my cwu-n 
hy not leave a _ on — — Wretches. 
In truth, Sir, I came but to do my Duty. 
Both. And we to renew our Loves. 1 | 
Mir. Bring me a Blanket. 
What came they for? Ang. Toborrow mea while, Sir; 
But one that never fought yet has ſo curried,  —_ 
So baſtinado'd them with manly carriage, a, 0 
They ſtand like things Gorgon had turn'd to Stone: 
They watch'd your —— and then thought - 
They might do wonders here, and they have done ſo ;- 
For by my troth, I wonder at their co 3 as 
The nipping North or Froſts never came near them, 
St. George upon a Sign wou'd grow more ſenſible: 
If the name of Honour were for ever to be loſt, 
Theſe were the moſt ſufficient Men to do it 
In all the World, and yet they are but young, 
What will they riſe to? They're as full of fiffe 
As a frozen Glow-worm's Tail, and ſhine as goodly; 
Nobility and Patience are match d rarely 20 
In theſe three Gentlemen, they have right uſe ont; 
They'll ſtand ſtill for an hour and be beaten. 
Theſe are the Anagrams of three Worthies. 
Mir. They will infect my Houſe with Cowardize, 
If they breath longer in it; my Roof covers | 
No baffl'd Monſieurs, walk and air your felves z'- 
As I live, they ſtay not here, white-liver'd Wretches! 
Without one word to ask a reaſon why; | . 
Vaniſh, *tis the laſt warning, and with ſpeed, | 
For if I take ye in Hand, 1 Nall diſſect you, | 
And read upon your flegmatick dull Carcaſes. 
My Horſe again there: I have other buſineſs, 
Which you ſhall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. 
Good night, Charles, fair goodneſs to ydu dear Lady. 
"Tis late, tis late. Aug. Pray Sir be careful of us. 
Mir. It is enough, my beſt care ſhall attend ye. _ 


0 b 


* 


SCENE 


n — Ws. tt. 4 * ts. te. a — 4. — 


* 


The Elder Brother. 


85 E » . IV. 
| | 4 Euter Andrew. ne buy 
12, * 4nd. Are pon come, old Maiter? V 8906,your Horſe 
| C Is well ſet up, but TRI part, III 2 
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And ſpur your rever Juſticcſhip ſuch a mm 
As I ſhall make the ſides o' your Reputation bleed, 
A Banquet.— well, Potatoes and Eringoes, 
And as I take it, Cantharides, Excellent, 
A Pria . 3 
© | It ſhall old lecherous Goat in Authority. 
| | Now they 2 in to Bill; bow be fager her. 
| | Gramercy ly, ſhe ſpits his Kiſſes out, 
[ | And nom he offers ro furnble ſhe falls off, 
| (That's. a good Wench) and crics fair play above board. 
tf  Whoare they in the corner? As L live, 
1 A covey of Fidlers; I ſhall have ſome Muſick yer 
At my making Freejo'th' of Horner; 
Il!huhereꝰs the comfort, and a Song too LHebeckons for one 
1 Sure tis no Anthem, nor no borrowed Rhymes 
| Out of the School of Virtues I will liſten [4 Song, 
This was never pen d at Geneva, the Notes tooſpritely- 
So, ſo, the Muſick's paid for, and now:whar follows? - 
O that Monſieur Aſiramout would but keep his word, 
Here were a Feaſt to make him fat with laughter, 
At the moſt tis not ſix minutes riding from his Houſe, 
Nor will be break, 1. — axe, you come, Sir? 
Euter Miramont. | 
The Prey-is in the Net, and will beck in 5 
+ % Upon occaſion. Mir. Thou ſhalt rule me, Au., ' 
| O th' infinite fright that will aſſail this-Gentleman! 
The Quarterns, Tertians, and Quotidians by 
That will hang like Serjeants on his Worſhip's Shoulders! 
1 The Humiliation of the Fleſh of this Man! ' . 
'F This grave auſtere Man will be wondred at. 
| How will thoſe ſolemn Looks appear to me, 


And that ſevere Face, chat ſpake Chains and . ? 
ow. 
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Now Rake him in the Nick, e' er I have done with him, 
He had better have ſtood bei veen two panes of Wanne % 
And made his recantation in the Wat, 7 * 
Than hear me conjure him. W 
And. He muſt paſs this way nnn + ©, 
To th' only Bed I have; he comes, ſtand cloſe. 189 
Enter Briſac, and Lilly. 7. roy" 
Bri. Well done, well done, give mem yNight-ap. So. 
Quick, quick, untruſs me; 1 will truſs — trounce thee; 
Come, Wench, a Kiſs between each point; kiſs cloſez 
It 18 a ſweet Parentheſis. Lil. You're merry, Sir. 
Bri, Merry I will be anon, and thou ſhalt feel it, 
Thou ſhalt, my Lilly. Lil. Shall J air your Bed, Sie? 
Bri. No, no, I'll uſe no Warming pan but thine, Girl; 
That's all. 8 kiſs me again. Lil. Hye done — 
Bri. No; but I will do, and do wonders, Lilly. 
Shew me the way. Lil. You cannot miſs it, Siry - 
You ſhall have a Cawdle in the , for 
Your Worſhip's Breakfaſt. Bri. Howi'th' morning La? 
Th'art ſuch a witty thing to draw me on. 
Leave fooling, Eilly, I am hungry now, 
And th'haſt another Kickſhaw, I muſt taſte it. 
Lil. Twill make you ſurfeit, I am tender of you, 
Yhave all y'are like to have. And. Can this be earneſt? 
Air. It ſeems ſo, and ſhe honeſt. Bri.) Have I not © 
Thy promiſe, Lilly? Lil. Yes, and have perform'd . 
Enough to a Man of your Years, this is trurh,' 
2 ou ſhall find; Sir, you have kifs'diand W ding 8 
nd'd my Leg and Foot; what wou'd: 1 
Fr fog the — it requires LVouth and Strength, 
And the labour in an old Man would breed Agues, 
Sciatica's, and Cramps; you ſhall e e dh 14 
For. taking from you what you cannot ſpare, Sir. 
Be good unto your ſelf, V have ta en already 4. 
All you can take with eaſe; you are paſt —— 
It is a work too boiſterous for you, leave | 
Such drudgery to Andrew. | Mrr. How ſhie been bim P 
Lil. Let Andrem alone with his own Tillage, 
27 6 Wr and can manure it. Bri. Y'are a _— 
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jeering ing Quean. - Lil. It may be ſo, but 
„ . u ne'er be youre Bri. Do not provoke me, 
It tou doſt, II have my Farm again, and turn 
Thee vut a begging. Lil. Though you have the Will, 
And want of Honeſty eo deny your Deed, Sir, 

Yet I hope Anarew has got fo much Learning 

From my young Maſter, as to keep his own; | 
At the worſt, I'Il tell a ſhort tale to the Judges, 

For what grave ends you ſign'd your Leaſe, and on 
What Terms you wou'd revoke it. 

Bri. Whore, thou darſt not. 1-44 2-84.28 
Yield, or Fl! have thee whipt; how my Blood boils, 
As if 'twere o'er a Furnace! Mir. I ſhall cool it. 
Bri. Vet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me, © © 
Pl] bea Friend to ye, ſuch a loving bountiful Friend 

Li. To avoid Suits in Law, I wou'd/grant a little, 
But ſhould fierce Andrew know it, what wou'd become 
Of me? And. A Whore, a Whore. - 1 
Bri. Nothing but well, Wench, 5 
I will put ſuch a ſtrong Bit in his MoutBn 
As thou ſhalt ride him how thou wilt, my Zlly : - 
Nay, he ſhall hold the Door, as I will work him, 
And thank thee for the Office. Mir. Take heed, Andrew, 
Theſe are ſhrew'd Temptations, : And. Pray you know 
Your Cue, and ſecond me, Sir; By your Worſhip's favour. 

Bri. Andrew! © Pub e | 1 WM 
And. I come in time to take Poſſeſſioon 

Of th' Office you aſſign me; hold the Door, 

Alas tis nothing for a ſimple Mann boat 
To ſtay without, when a deep: Underſtanding * + | © 
Holds Conference within, ſay with his Wife: 
A trifle, Sir, I know I hold my Farm 43424 
In Cuckold's Tenure; you are Lord o'th' Soil, Sir, 
Lilly is a Weft, a Stray, ſhe's yours to uſe, Sir, 

I claim no intereſt in her. Bri. Art thou ſerious? 
Speak honeſt Andrew, ſince thou haſt; o erheard us, 
And wink at ſmall faults, Man; Pm but a pidler, 
A little will ſerve my turn, thou'lt find enough 
When I've my Belly full: Wile thou be private * 


' 


And 1u.ht? Andi By n means, TA only have 
And the Name of it ih the Fuſtice Trap: ov 
It will ſell rarely with your Wo 's Name, 
And Lis on the _ Seek hot the run 
O' my Reputation, And. Tis for your credit; 
Monſieur Briſac printed in Capital Letters, 
Then paſted upon all the Poſts in Paris. 
Bri. No mercy, Andrew? 
And. O, it will proclaim you | 
From th' City to the Court, and prove Sport Royal. 
Bri. Thou ſhalt keep thy Farm. 
Mir. He does afflict himi rarely, © 
And. You trouble me. Then his intent arrivings 
The Vizard of his Hy l 4.90 
To the Judge Bri. O, I am undone. ' 
put out of Commiſſion with B, 
And held ak . of 3 Office 
Ever hereafter. This is my revenge; & 
And this I'll put in practice. BY. Ned 25 
Aud. To bring me back from my (cs my Horn- 


book, 

It is fable. Bri. Do not the Tymmt; | 
Accept of compoſition. Lil. Hear him, - Andrew. 

And. What on? Byr:, Ill confirm thy Farm, | 
And add unto't an hundred Acres more ' 
Adjoyning to it. Aud. Umby this mollifies ; ' 
But you're ſo fickle, and will ow deny this, 
There being no Witneſs by Call any Wines, 
I'll preſently aſſure it. 2 Say you ſo? © 
Troth there's a Friend of mine, Al within Bearing 
That is familiar with all that's paſt, | 
His Teſtimony will be authentical. 

Bri. Will heb ſhore? 9 i 

; ou ma his Tongue . [ 

As you would ds your Purſe-fr up : | 

Bri. Miramont. Mir. Ha, ha, ba. | 

And. This is my Witneſs. Lord how younre troubled ? 


Sure, you've an you ſhake ſo with Choler; - 
Vo“. I. G g He's 


— ———— — Pr — 


r 


He's your loving Brother, Sir, and will tell no Body, © 
Bu, all he meets, that you H e cat a Sn 
And are grown young, gameſome, and rampant. 
” Bri). Las ght thus? | 
And. If he were one that would 4 jeſts of you, 
Or plague ye with making your religious Gravity 
Ridiculous to your Neighbours, then you had 
Some cauſe to be perplex d. Bri. I ſhall become 
Diſcourſe for Clowns and Tapſters. ak 
And. Quick, Lilly, quick. wb 
He's now palt killing, between point and point. 
He ſwoons, fetch him ſome Cordial Now — in, Sir. 
Mir. Who may this be? Sure this is ſome miſtake: 
Let me ſee his Face, wears he not a falſe Beard? 
It cannot be Briſac, that worthy Gentleman, 
The Pillar, and the Patron, of his Country; 
He is too prudent and too cautelous, 
Experience has taught him to avoid. theſe F colerics, 
He is the Puniſher and not the Doer, _ 
Beſides he's old and cold, unfit for Women; 
'This is ſome Counterfeit, he ſhall be whipt for't, WA 
Some baſe Abuſer of my worthy Brother. (Judges? 8 
Bri. Open the Doors, will ye impriſon me? Are ye my 
Mir. I he Man raves! This is not judicious 8 
Vet now think on't, a' has a kind o Dog look 
Like my Brother, a guilty hanging Face. | 
Bri. ll ſuffer bravely, do your worſt, do, do. 
Mir. Why, it's manly in ou. 
Bri. Nor will J rail, nor 6-47 xj 
You Slave, you W hore, I will not meddle with you, 
But all the Torments that e'er fell on Men, 
That fed on miſchief, fall heavily on you all. Exit. 
Lil. You have giv'n him a heat, Sir. 
Mir. He will ride you the better, Lilly. 
And. We'll teach him to meddle 3 Scholars. 


4 


Mir. He ſhall make good his promiſe to encreaſe 28 


Farm, Andrew, 
Or I'll jeer him to Death; fear nothing, Lily 
I] am thy Champion. This Jeſt goes to * 


— — 
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And then n hunt him obe, ald Monſieur Euſtace | 
The gallant Courtiet, and, "ugh heartily ß „ 
To ſee em mourn together. Aud. "Twill hear Sir. 
NN IE e 


* 
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KOT CENES.: 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowly. 


Eat. T Urn'd out of Doors and baffled! 

| © Egre. We ſhare with you 
In the affront.” Cw. Yet bear it not like you, 
With ſuch dejection. Euſt. My Coach and Horſesmade 
The Ranſom of our Cowardice. © * | 

Cw. Piſh, that's nothing, I 1.4 
"Tis Dammm reparabile, and ſoon recover'd. 
 S#pre. It is but feeding a Suitor with falſe ho 
And after ſqueeze him with a dozen of Oaths. 
You are new rigg'd, and this no more remembred.  * 
Euſt. And does the Court, that ſhould be the Example 
And Oracle of the Kingdom, read to us : | 
No other Doctrine? e. None that thrives {6 well 
As that, within my Knowledge. Cw. Flatt'ryrubs out, 
But ſince great Men learn to admire themſelves, _- 
"Tis ſomerhingcreſt-fallen. 'Fgre. To be of no Religion, 
Argues a ſubtle moral nh, eren OR 
And is often cheriſht. "Euft. Piery then, 
3 Valour, nor to do nor ſuffer wrong, po 

re there no Virtues, Egre. Rather Vices, Euſtace; 
Fighting! What's fighting? It may be in faſhion, 
Among Prevant Swords, and buff-jerkin Men: 
But when us that ſwim in choice of Silks and Tiſſues, 
Though in defence of that word Reputation, we 
Which is indeed a kind of glorious nothing, 
To loſe a dram of Blood muſt needs appear 
As coarſe as to be honeſt. Euſt. And all this 
.You ſeriouſly believe. Cow.” Its a Faith, 

"oO FS That 


„IJ the Sir, in Office,” chere are few 
Hol. other Tenets. Hat. Now my Eyes are open, 


For what's grown common, is no more * 
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That we will die ing ſince from che black Guard 


And I — a ſtrong neceſſity 
That keeps me Knave and Coward. 
Cow. Mare the wiſer. _ ; 
Euſt. Nor can I change my Copy, if I purpoſe 


Io be of your Society. Egre. By no means. 


Euſt. Honour is nothing with you? b 
Cow. A meer bubble; 


Euſt. My Sword forc'd from me too, and ſtill detain'd, 
You think's no blemiſh. Egre. Get me a Battoon, 
Nr twenty times more Courtlike, and leſs trouble. 

Euſt. And yet you wear a Sword. 

Cm. Yes, and a good one, 

A Millan Hilt, and " Dok Blade, 
For Ornament, not Uſe, the Court allows it it. 

Euſt. Wilt not fight of it ſelf? 

Cow. I n&er try d this. HT 
Vet I have worn as fair as any Many | 
I'm ſure I've made my Cutler rich, and paid - 

For ſeveral Weapons, Turbiſb and Machs, R 
Two thouſand Crowns, and yet could never hight. 
Upon a fighting one. Euſt, I} barrow this, 

T like it well. Ow. Tig at vou ſervice, Sir, 

A Lath in a Velvet Scabbard will ſerve my turn. 

Euft. And now I have it, leave me; yare infectious, 
The Plague and Leproſie of your baſene's ſpreading 
On all x do come near you; ſuch as you 
Render the Throne of Majeſty, the Court, 
Suſpected and contemprible z you are Scarabce's 
That batten in her dung, and have no Palars 
To taſte her curious Viands, and like ue | 
Can only ſee her night Deformities5 
But with the glorious ſplendor of her Wendt 
You are ſtruck blind as ks, that undermine 
The ſumptuous Building that allow'd you ſhelter: 
You ſtick like * leers on her Face? 


And 


* 


And (int the pureneſs of her native Candor, 
And being bad Servants, . c.2{e your Maſter's gradaghe 
To be diſputed of; make you the Court, 
That is the abſtract of all Academies, | 
To teach and practice noble undertakings 
(Where Courage fits triumphant crown'd with Gates ; 
And Wiſdom loaded with the weight of Honour) 
A School of Vices. Egre. What ſudden Rapture's this? 
Eſt. A Heav'nly one, that raiſing me from Sloth * 
Ignorance, 
In which your Converſation long _— charm'd me) 
Carries me up into the air of Action, 
And knowledge of my ſelf; even now I feel, 
But pleading only in the Court's defence, 
Though far ſhort of her merits and bright luſtre, 
A happy alteration, and full ſtrength 
To ſtand her Champion againſt all the Weld, 
That throw Aſperſions on her, 
Cow. Sure he'll beat us, 
I ſee it in his Eyes. . A ſecond Ghatless. 
Pray look not, Sir, ſo furiouſly... Euſt. Recant , 
What you have ſaid, ye Mungrils, and lick up 
The Vomit you have caſt upon the Court, 
W here you unworthily have had warmth and breeding, 
And ſwear that you, like Spiders, have made Poiſon 
Of that which was a faving Antidote. 
Egre. We will ſweat any — J E50 
C . We honour the Court 
As a moſt ſacred Place. gro. ine Oath, 
If you enjoyn us tot, nor Knave, nor Fool, 
Nor Coward living in t. Eu. Except you two, 
You Raſcals! m. Ves, we are all theſe, and more, 
If you will have it ſo. Eq. And chat until 
You are again reform d and grown new Men, 
Lou neer preſume to name the Court, or preſs 
Into the Porter's Lodge but ſor a penan ce, 
To be diſciplin d for your Roguery, and this ne 
With true contrition. | Both. Yes, Sir. _ You Mg, 
ay ES and be thankfal. 
Gge3 Cow, 
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. Here u cold Breakfaſt. e 
Aster a ſhap Night'swalking I wo _ 


And without grumbling vaniſh. 


Botb. We are gone, Sir. [ Exeunt, 
Hit. May all the poorneſs of m Spirit go with L ca 
The fetters of my Thraldom are fil d off, 

And I at liberty to right my ſelf; | 
And though my hope in Angeline little, 1 
My Honour, unto which d ſhe's nothing, 
Shall like the Sun diſperſe thoſe 1 lowring Clouds, 
That yer obſcure and dim it; not the name 
Of Brother ſhall divert me, but from him, $986; 
That in the World's Opinion ruin'd me, - 
I will ſeck Reparation, and call him 
Unto a ſtrict Accompt. Ha! 'tis near Day, 
And if the Muſes Friend, Roſe-cheek'd Arora, 
Invite him to this ſolitary Grove, 
As I much hope ſhe will, he ſeldom n_ 
To pay his Vows here to her, I ſhall hazard _ 
To hinder his Devotions— The door opens. 

a Enter Charles. 
'Tis he molt certain, and by's fide my Sword: 
Bleſt opportunity. Char. I bave o'erflept my ſelf, 

And loſt part of the Morn, but I'll recover it. 
Before I went to Bed, I wrote ſome Notes within my 
Yable-book, which I will now confider. 

Ha! what means this? What do I with a Sword? 
Learn'd Aercury needs not th'aid of Mars, and Innocence 
Is to it ſelf a Guard, yet ſince Arms ever | 
Protect Arts, may juſtly wear and uſe it, 
For fince *twas mide my prize, I know not how 
I'm grown in Love with't, and cannot cat nor ftudy, 
And much leſs walk without it. Bur I trifle, 
Matrers of more weight ask my Judgement. 

Euſt. Now, Sir, 
Treat of no other Them-, I'll keep you to it, 
And fee v' expound it well. Char. Enftace! 

- Euſt. The ſame, Sir, 

Your younger Brother, who as Duty binds him, 


Hath 


a Dot). M4 


2 
Hath all this Night, rurn'd out of Doors, attended, 
To bid Good - morro t ye. Har. This not in ſcorn 
Commands me to return it. Wou'd you ought. elſſ t: 

Euſt. O much, Sir, here I end not, but bugu., 

I muſt ſpeak to you in another ſtrain $« 

Than yet I ever us'd, and if the Language 

Appear in the delivery rough and harſh, | 

You, being my Tutor, muſt condemn your ſelt, 

From whom I learn'd it. Char, When I underſtand, 
Bce't in what ſtyle you pleaſe, what's your demand, 

I ſhall endeavour in the ſelf-ſame Phraſe 

To make an anſwer to the point. Euſt. I come not 

To lay claim to your Birth-right, tis your own, 

And tis fit you enjoy it, nor ask I from you / 
Your Learning and deep Knowledge; though I am not 
A Scholar as you are, I know them Diamonds ” 
By your ſole Induſtry, Patience and Labour 

Forc'd from ſteep Rocks, and with much toil attain d, 
And but to few, that prize their value, granted, 
And therefore without Rival freely wear them. 

Char. Theſe not repin'd. at, as you ſeem t' inform me 
The motion muſt be of a ſtrange condition, | 
If I refuſe to yield to'tz therefore, Euſtace, 

Without this tempeſt in your looks, propound it, 

And fear not a denial. Bolt | require then, | 

As from an Enemy and not a Brother, | 

The Reputation of a Man, the Honour, 
Not by a fair War won when I was waking, 16 
But in my ſleep of Folly raviſhd from me; 

With theſe, the reſtitution of my Sword, 

With large acknowledgement of Satisfaction, 

My Coach, my Horles, I will part with Life, 

E'er loſe one hair of them, and what concludes all, 
My Miſtreſs Angellina, as ſhe was voiding eee »c 
Before the muſical Magick of thy Tongue mo 
Inchanted and ſeduc'd her. Theſe perform'd, 
And with ſubmiſſion, and done publickly, 
Ar my Father's and my Uncle's interceſhon, - 
(That I put in to) 1 perhaps may liſten 


Gg 4 
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To terms of Reconcilementz hut if theſe + | + 
I very circumſtance are rc ſubſerib'd to, 
gaſp I defie thee. - Cher. Theſe are ſtrict 

' Condit.vns to a Brother. H. My reſt is up, | 

Nor will I go leſs. Char. I'm no Gameſter, Euftace, 
Vet I can gueſs your reſolution ſtands © 

Io win or loſe all; I rejoyce to find ye | 

Thus tender of your Honour, and that at length 

You underſtand what a wretched thing you were, 

How deeply wounded by your ſelf, and made 

Almoſt incurable, in your own hopes; BF 

The dead fleſh of pale Cowardiſe growing over 

Your feſtred Reputation, which no Balm 

Or gentle Unguent ever cou'd make way to; 

And I am happy, that I was the Surgeon, 

That did apply thoſe burning Corrofives, 

That render you already fenfible - * 

O'th' danger you were plung'd in, teaching you, 

And by a fair Gradation, how far, 

And with what curious reſpect and care 

The peace and credit of a Man within oy OY 

(W hich you ne'er thought till now) ſhould be preferr'd 

Before a gawdy outſide, pray you fix here, | 

For ſo far I go with you. Euf#, This diſcourſe 


+ Ts from the ſubje&. Char. El eome to it, Brother, 


But if you think to build upon my Ruins, 
You'll find a falſe Foundation: Vour high offers, 
Taught by the Mafters of Dependencies, 
That by compounding differences *rween others 
SUPPIY their own neceſſities, with me 
Will never carry't: As you are my Brother, 
would deſpence a little, but no more 
Than Honour can give way to; nor muſt I 
Deſtroy that in my ſelf I love in you; 
And therefore let not Hopes nor Threats perſuade you, 
L will deſcend to any Compoſition, | | 
For which I may be cenſur d. Euft. You ſhall fight then. 
Char, With much unwillingneſs with you, but if 
There's no Evaſion —— Eu. None. 


Char. © 


N Elder Maker 


9 Hear yet aword, . 
As for the Sword and othe, 8 
In a fair way ſend for them, you tha have . 
8 — — erty 1B * 
Or it again mention oppoſe 
My Breaſt unto loud Thunder, caſt behind ne 
ale of Nature. Euft. She detain d, Im deaf 
To all Perſuaſion. Char. G thy ſelf then, ſees 4 


In eee 


So near my Houle! Brother 0 
Here is no fencing at half Sword; hold, hold, tal 
Charles, Euſtace. Euſt. Second him, or call in more help. . F 
Come not between us, I'll not know nor yo ub 
D'ye fight by th Book? 
Char. "Tis you that me; off, Sir, 
And ſuddenly VI} con onjure down, down the e Spirit 
That I have vad in Euſt. Never Charles, 
Till thine, and in thy Death, be doubled in me. | 
Mir. lm out of Breath, yet truſt not too much tot, Boys; 
For if you pauſe nat ſuddenly, and hear Reaſon. 
Do, kill your Uncle, do, <4 that I'm patient, 
And not a cholerick old teaſty Fool, 
Like your Father, Id dance a — with you, 
Shou'd make you {weat Blood fort; I wou d, 
And ig may be 1 wall. — command thee, 
And Euſtace I intreat thee, th art a braye Spark, 
A true tough-mertall'd Blade, and I beginn * 
To love thee heartily, give me a fighting Courier, 
I'll cheriſh him for example; in our ade f 
They're not 8 ou of late, Sy 
In me lov'd Learning. Ai. MR — ye, Charles; 
Twas when young Huff ace wore his Heart in s Breeches, 
And fought his — 4 in Compliments and Cringes, 
When's Underſtanding wav'd in a flanting _— 101 
And his beſt Contemp — look'd no further if p 
Than a new-faſhion*d L confels then 
1 — noiſe your Greek made, only pleas'd mc, 9. 
c 
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But now he's turn'd an Oliver and a Rymland, 
Nay the whole dozen of Pers are bound up in him; 

Let me y-member, when I was of his Years, © 


I did look very like him ; and did you ſee ka. 


BH \ My Picture as I was then, you would ſwear _ 
© That gallant Euſtace, (I mean, now he dares fight) 


Was the true Subſtance and the perfect Figure. 
Nay, nay, no anger, you ſhall have enough, Charles. 
ar. Sure, Sir, I ſhall not need addition from him. 
Euſt. Nor I from any, this ſhall decide my Intereſt, 
Though I am loſt to all deſerving Men, 
To all that Men call good, for ſuff ring tamely 


' Infufferable wrongs, and juſtly flighted,” © © | 


By yielding to a minute of delay 
In my Revenge, and from that made a Stranger 
Unto my Father's Houſe and Favour; o'erwhelm'd © © 


Wich all difgraces, yer I will mount upward, ' 


And torce my ſelf a Fortune, though my Birth 

And Breeding do deny it. Char.” Seek not, Euſtace, 
By violence what will be offer'd to you, G 

On caſier Compoſition; though I was not 


Ally'd unto your weakneſs, you ſhall find me 


A Brother to your bravery of Spirit, 
And one that not compell'd to't by your Sword, 
(Which I muſt never fear) will ſhare with you, 
In all but Argellina. Mir. Nobly ſaid, Charles, | 
And learn from my Experience, you may hear Reaſon | 
And never maim your fighting; for your credit, (me, 
Which you think you have loſt, ſpare Charles, and ſwinge 
And ſoundly, three or four walking Velvet Cloaks, ' 
That wear no Swords to guard em, yer delerve it, 
Thou art made up again. Euſt. All this is Lip-ſalve. 
Mir. It ſhall be Hearts-eaſe, Euſlace, &'cr | have done; 
As for they Father's anger, now thou darſt fight, 
Ne'er fear't, for Pve the doweets of his Gravity 
Faſt in a String, and will ſo pinch and wring bim, 
That ſpight of his Authority, thou ſhalt make 
Thine own conditions with him. 
Euſt. I'll take leave | 


5 
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A licelobs conſis, cher. Here comes Andrew. = 
Mir. But without his Col ical and learned Face. 
way {ad Diſaſter, Andrem? | And. Vou may mae, OY 

edy in my Face. Mir. Art thou in earneſt , 
"Es my life, Sir, and if now you help not, 

And ſpeedily by Force or by Perſuaſion, 
My good old Maſter (for now I pity him) is 
Ruin for ever. Char. Ha, my Father! * He, Sir. 

Mir. By what means? Speak. 

And. At the ſuit of Monſieur Lewis, 
His Houſe is ſeiz d upon, and he in Perſon 
Is under Guard, I faw it with theſe Eyes, Sir, 
To be convey'd to Paris, and there ſentenc'd. 

Mir. Nay, then there is no jeſting, Char. Dol live, 
And know my Fatherinjur'd : ; 

And. And what's worſe, Sir, F 
My Lady Angellina Euſt. What of her? 

And. She's carried away too. Mir. How? 

And. While you were abſent, 
A crew of Monficur Lewis's Friends and Kinſmen 

By force brake in at th' back part of the Houſe, 

And took her away by violence; faithful Andrew, 
As this can Witneſs for him, did his beſt _ 
In her defence, but twould not do. Mir. Away, 
And ſee our Horſes ſadled, tis no time 
To talk, but do: Euftace, you now are offer d 
A ſpatious Field, and in a pious Mar 
To exerciſe your Valour, here's a Cauſe, 
And ſuch a one, in which to fall is honourable, 
Your Duty and Reverence due to a Father's Name 
Commanding it; but theſe unnatural jars 
Ariſing between Brothers, ſhould you proſper, 
Wou'd ſhame your, Victory. Eig. I wo d do much, Sir, 
Bur ſtill my Reputation! Mir. Charles ſhall give you 
All decent Satisfaction; nay, joyn Hands, 
And heartily; why this is done like Brothers > 
And old as I am, in this Cauſe that concerns 
The Honour of our Family, Monſieur Leis, 
gl Reafon cannot work, ſhall find and feel 
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There's hot Blood in this Arm, III lead you bravely. 
Euſt. And if 1 follow nor, 4 Coward's Name 
- - Bebranded onmy Forehead. Cher. This Spirit makes you 
A ſharec in my Fortunes. Mir. And in 3 
Of which (Briſac once {avs and * 
117 K in our Poſſeſſion) you ſhall e 


F 1 
{teu pt in wy to bir. [ Exeun:, 
SCENE 11. K. 


En ter Lewis, Briſac, Angellina, Silvia als 4 Officer 


Lew. I'm deaf to all Perſwaſion. Bri. I uſe none, 
Nor doubt I, though a while my Innocence ſuffers, 
But when the King ſhall underſtand how falſcly 
Your Malice hath 2 him, he in juſtice 
Muſt ſer me right again. Ang. Sir, let not Paſſionn 
So far tranſport you as to think in reaſon, | 
This violent Courſe repairs, but ruins it; 

That Honour you wou'd build up you deſtroy; 
What you would ſeem to nouriſh, if reſpect - 
Of u or my Reputation 

May Challenge your paternal Love and Care, 

Why do — wo good Fortune bas provided 

A — Husband for me than your hopes 
Could ever fancy, ſtrive to rob me of him? 

In what is my Lord Charles defective, Sir? 

Unleſs deep — be a blemiſhᷣ in him + 
Or well proportion'd Limbs be Mulcts in Nature, 
Or what you only aim d at, large n= abe 
Are on the ſudden diſtaſtful to e 01 + 
Of what can you hccuſe him? Lem Of a Rape 
Done to my Honour, Which thy ravinous Luſt 
Made thee conſent to w » 2 7 ny * 

Hl. Her Luft! Vou are her. Father. i e a" 

Lew. And you her Baut. e 9b 

Sl. Were you ten Lords, tis falſe, 


| | Nr 1 of her chaſt Thoughts entertain nc not 1 
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v. © 
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Such ſpotted Inſtruments. Ang. As I have a Soul, 8ir. 
Lew. 1 am not to be alte#d, to fit down „ 1 
With this Diſgrace wouldargueme a Peaſant. 


And not born | 
And that encreaſe of Pow'r by favour yields, 5 
Shall be with all ſeverity inflicted; 1 N 
You have the King's Hand for't; no Bayl will ſerve, 6M 
And therefore at your Perils, Officers, away with em. 

Bri. This is madneſs. Lew. Tell me ſo in open Court, 
And there I'll anſwer you. _ N 

Enter Miramont, Charles, Euſtace, and Andrew. 

Mir. Well overtaken Pals "as TAR 

Char. Ill, if they dare reſiſt. Euſt. He that advances” 

But one ſtep forward, dies. Lew. Shew the King's Writ. 

Mir. Shew your Diſcretion, twill become you better. . 

har. You're once more in my power, and if again | 
I part with you, let me for ever loſe thee. 

Euſt. Force willnotdo'r, nor threats, accept thisService 
From your deſpair d of Eyftece. - And. And beware 
Your reverend Worſhip never more attempt 
To ſearch my Lilly-por, you ſee what follows. 

Lew. Is the King's Pow'r\contemn'd ? 

Mir. No, but the torrent 5 
O' your wilful Folly ſtopp'd. And for you, good Sir, 
If you wou'd but be ſenſible, hat can you wiſh 
But the Satisfaction f an obſtinate Will, 

That is not tender d to you; Rathet than 
Be croſs d in what you purpos'd, youll undo 
Your Daughter's Fame, the credit of your Judgment, 
And your old fooliſh Neighbour 010 your States, 
And in a Suit not worth aCardecue, * 
A prey to Advocates, and their buckram Scribes, 
And after they have plum'd ye, return home 
Like a couple of naked Fowls without a Feather. 

' Char. This is a moſt ſtrong truth, Sir. 

Mir. No, no, Monſicu r. 

Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge, 
But when our Follies are repell'd by Reaſon, 
"Ts fit that we retreat, and ne er come on more: 

3 | Obſerve 
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| Obſerve: my leatned Charles, he'll get bes Nephew 4 
On Anzellma, ſhall diſpute 7; her Belly, + | 
And ſuck the Nurſe by Logick. And here O __ 

He was an Aſs, but now is grown an Amadis;, 
Nor ſhall he want a Wife, if all my Land + 
For a Joynture can effect it: You're a good Lend, 
And of a gentle Nature, in your Looks | 
J ſee a kind Conſent, and it ſhews lovely. „ 
And do you hear old Fool? but I'll not chide, © * 
Hereafter, like me, ever doat on Learning, 5 

| Z Themeer Belief is excellent, twill ſave you; 

= And next love Valour, though you dare not fight 

| Yourſelf, or fright a fooliſh Officer; young Euftace 

&. Candoittoa hair. And to conclude, 

4 Let Andrew's Farm b'encreas'd, that is your Penance, 

= ' You know for what, and ſee you rut no more, 

| You underſtand me. So embrace on all fides. 

= . I'll pay thoſe Billmen, and make large amends; _ 

1 Provided we ——— you ſtil] our F riends. | 
0 | | * Lr omnes. 
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EPILOGUE 


Ihe Poet and the Player , to live. 
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The End of the Firſt Volume. 


I S not the Hands or Smiles, or 8 
Wa | 

of Approbation to a well-lik'd Play, 
Me only hope; But that you freely would 

To th Author's Memory, ſo far unfold, 

And ſhew your Loves and'Liking to bis Wi it, 
Not in your Praiſe, but often ſeeing i it's 

That being the grand Aſſurance that can give 
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